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PREFACE. 


The  share  of  the  Editor  in  these  Tolmnes  can 
scarcely  be  regarded  too  slightly.  The  successive 
pablications  of  Lamb's  works  form  almost  the  only 
events  of  his  life  which  can  be  recorded ;  and  upon 
these  criticism  has  been  nearly  exhausted.  Little, 
therefore,  was  necessary  to  accompany  the  Letters, 
except  such  thread  of  narrative  as  might  connect  them 
together ;  and  such  explanations  as  might  render  their 
allusions  generally  understood.  The  reader's  gratitude 
for  the  pleasure  which  he  will  derive  from  these  memo- 
rials of  one  of  the  most  delightful  of  English  writers  is 
whoUy  due  to  his  correspondents,  who  have  kindly  in- 
trusted the  precious  relics  to  the  care  of  the  Editor, 
and  have  permitted  them  to  be  given  to  the  world; 
and  to  Mr.  Moxon,  by  whose  interest  and  zeal  they 
have  been  chiefly  collected.  He  may  be  allowed  to 
express  his  personal  sense  of  the  honor  which  he  has 
received  in  such  a  trust  from  men,  some  of  whom  are 
among  the  greatest  of  England's  living  authors,  — to 
Wordsworth,  Southey,  Manning,  Barton,  Proctor,  Gil- 
man,  Patmore,  Walter,  Wilson,  Field,  Robinson,  Dyer, 
Gary,  Ainsworth,  to  Mr.  Green,  the  executor  of  Cole- 
ridge, and  to  the  surviving  relatives  of  Hazlitt.  He 
is  also  most  grateftd  to  Lamb's  esteemed  schoolfellow, 
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Mr.  Le  Grice,  fon  supplying  an  interesting  part  of  his 
history.  Of  the  few  additional  fects  of  Lamb's  history, 
the  chief  have  been  supplied  by  Mr.  Moxon,  in  whose 
wel&re  he  took  a  most  affectionate  interest  to  the  close 
of  his  life ;  and  who  hsus  devoted  some  beautiful  son- 
nets  to  his  memoiy. 

The  recentness  of  the  period  of  some  of  the  letters 
has  rendered  it  necessary  to  omit  many  portions  of 
them,  in  which  the  humor  and  beauty  are  interwoven 
with  personal  references,  which,  although  wholly  free 
from  anything  which,  rightly  understood,  could  give 
pain  to  any  human  being,  touch  on  subjects  too  sacred 
for  public  exposure.  Some  of  the  personal  allusions 
which  have  been  retained,  may  seem,  perhaps,  too  free 
to  a  stranger;  but  they  have  been  retained  only  in 
cases  in  which  the  Editor  is  well  assured  the  parties 
would  be  rather  gratified  than  displeased  at  seeing 
their  names  connected  in  lifelike  association  with  one 
so  dear  to  their  memories. 

The  italics  and  the  capitals  are  invariably  those  indi- 
cated by  the  MSS.  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  in  the 
printed  letters  the  reader  must  lose  the  curious  varieties 
of  writing  with  which  the  originals  aboimd,  and  which 
are  scrupulously  adapted  to  the  subjects. 

Many  letters  yet  remain  unpublished,  which  will 
further  illustrate  the  character  of  Mr.  Lamb,  but  which 
must  be  reserved  for  a  future  time,  when  the  Editor 
hopes  to  do  more  justice  to  his  own  sense  of  the  genius 
and  the  excellence  of  his  friend,  than  it  has  been  possi- 
ble for  him  to  accomplish  in  these  volumes. 

T.  N.  T. 

BuBSBLL  Squarx.  26th  June,  1837 


LETTERS,  &a  OF  CHARLES  LAMB, 


CHAPTER  L 

[1776  to  1796.1 

lamb's  parentage,  6CB00L-DATS,  AND  TOUTH,  TO  TlIS 
COMMENCEMENT  OF  HIS  CORRESPONDENCE  WITH  COLE- 
RIDGE. 

Charles  Lamb  was  bom  on  10th  February,  1775, 
in  Crown-Office  Row,  in  the  Inner  Temple,  where  he 
spent  the  first  seven  years  of  his  life.  His  parents 
were  in  a  humble  station,  but  they  were  endued  with 
sentiments  and  with  manners  which  might  well  become 
the  gentlest  blood ;  and  fortune,  which  had  denied  them 
wealth,  enabled  them  to  bestow  on  their  children  some 
of  the  happiest  intellectual  advantages  which  wealth 
ever  confers.  His  father,  Mr.  John  Lamb,  who  came 
up  a  little  boy  from  Lincoln,  fortunately  both  for  him- 
self and  his  master,  entered  into  the  sennce  of  Mr.  Salt, 
one  of  the  Benchers  of  the  Inner  Temple,  a  widower, 
who,  growing  old  within  its  precincts,  was  enabled  to 
appreciate  and  to  reward  his  devotedness  and  intelli- 
gence ;  and  to  whom  he  became,  in  the  language  of  his 
son,  "  his  derk,  his  good  servant,  his  dresser,  his  friend. 
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his  flapper,  his  guide,  stop-watch,  auditor,  treasurer."  * 
Although  contented  with  his  lot,  and  discharging  its 
duties  with  the  most  patient  assiduity,  he  was  not  with* 
out  literary  ambition ;  and  having  written  some  occa- 
sional verses  to  grace  the  festivities  of  a  benefit  society 
of  which  he  was  a  member,  was  encouraged  by  his 
brother  members  to  publish,  in  a  thin  quarto,  "  Poet- 
ical Pieces  on  several  Occasions."  This  volume  con- 
tains a  lively  picture  of  the  life  of  a  lady's  footman  of 
the  last  century ;  the  "  History  of  Joseph,"  told  in 
well-n^easured  heroic  couplets;  and  a  pleasant  piece, 
after  the  manner  of  "  Gay's  Fables,"  entitled  the 
**  Sparrow's  Wedding,"  which  was  the  author's  fiivor- 
ite,  and  which,  when  he  fell  into  the  dotage  of  age, 
he  delighted  to  hear  Charles  read.t     His  wife  was  a 

*  Lamb  has  given  characters  of  his  father  (under  the  name  of  Lovel), 
asd  of  Mr.  Salt,  in  one  of  the  most  ezqnisite  of  all  the  Essays  of  Ella,—- 
^  The  Old  Benchers  of  the  Inner  Temple."  Of  Lovel,  he  says,  ^  He  was 
a  roan  of  an  incorrigible  and  losing  honesty.  A  good  fellow  withal,  and 
*  would  strike.'  In  tlie  cause  of  the  oppressed  he  never  considered  ine- 
qualities, or  calculated  the  number  of  bis  opponents.  He  once  wrested  a 
sword  out  of  the  hand  of  a  man  of  quality  that  had  drawn  upon  him ;  and 
pommelled  him  severely  with  the  hilt  of  it.  The  swordsman  had  offered 
insult  to  a  female,  —  an  occasion  upon  which  no  odds  against  him  could 
have  prevented  the  interference  of  Lovel.  He  would  stand  next  day  bare- 
headed to  the  same  person,  modestly  to  excuse  his  interference,  —  for  L. 
never  forgot  rsnk,  wliere  something  better  was  not  concerned.  L.  was  the 
liveliest  little  fellow  breathing;  had  a  face  as  gay  as  Garrick*s,  whom  he 
was  said  greatly  to  resemble;  (I  have  a  portrait  of  him  which  confirms 
it;)  possessed  a  fine  turn  for  humorous  poetry,  —  next  to  Swift  and  Prior; 
moulded  heads  iu  clay  or  plaster  of  Paris  to  admiration,  by  the  dint  of 
natural  genius  merely;  turned  cribbage-boards  and  such  small  cabinet 
toys  to  perfection;  took  a  hand  at  quadrille  or  bowls  with  equal  facility; 
made  punch  better  than  any  man  of  his  degree  in  England ;  had  the  mer- 
riest quips  and  conceits;  and  was  altogether  as  brimful  of  rogueries  and 
inventions  as  you  could  desire.  He  was  a  brother  of  the  angle,  moreover; 
and  just  such  a  free,  hearty,  honest  ccrmpanion  as  Mr.  Izaak  Walton 
would  have  chosen  to  go  a  fishing  with.'* 

t  The  following  litUe  poem,  enUUed  **  A  Letter  firom  a  Child  to  iti 
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Woman  of  appearance  so  matronlj  and  commanding, 
that,  according  to  the  recollection  of  one  of  LamVs 
dearest  schoolmates,  *^  she  might  be  taken  for  a  sister 
of  Mrs.  Siddons."  This  excellent  couple  were  blessed 
with  three  children,  John,  Mary,  and  Charles ;  John 
being  twelve  and  Mary  ten  years  older  than  Charles. 
John,  who  is  vividly  described  in  the  Essay  of  Elia  en- 
titled *'  My  Relations,."  under  the  name  of  James  Elia, 
rose  to  fill  a  lucrative  office  in  the  South-Sea  House, 
and  died  a  few  years  ago,  having  to  the  last  fulfilled 
the  afiPectionate  injunction  of  Charles,  to  "  keep  the 
elder  brother  up  in  state."  Mary  (tlie  Bridget  of  the 
same  essay)  still  survives,  to  mourn  the  severance  of  a 
life-long  association,  as  free  from  every  alloy  of  selfish- 
ness, as  remarkable  for  moral  beauty,  as  this  world 
ever  witnessed  in  brother  and  sister. 

On  the  9th  of  October,  1782,  when  Charles  Lamb 
had  attained  the  age  of  seven,  he  was  presented  to  the 
school  of  Christ's  Hospital,  by  Timothy  Yeates,  Esq., 

Grandmother,'*  written  by  Mr.  John  Lamb  for  his  eldest  son,  though  pos* 
Mssing  no  merit  beyond  simplicity  of  expression,  may  show  the  manner 
in  which  he  endeavored  to  discharge  his  parental  duties:  — 

**  Dear  Grandam, 

Pray  to  God  to  bless 
Tour  grandson  dear,  with  happiness; 
That,  as  1  do  advance  each  year, 
I  may  be  tanght  my  God  to  fear; 
My  little  frame  from  passion  free, 
To  man's  estate  from  infancy; 
From  vice,  that  turns  a  youth  aside, 
And  to  have  wisdom  for  my  guide; 
That  I  may  neither  lie  nor  swear, 
But  in  the  path  of  virtue  steer; 
My  actions  generous,  firm,  and  jnst, 
Be  always  faithful  to  my  trust; 
And  thee  the  Lord  will  ever  bless. 
Your  grandson  dear, 

JoBK  L— ,  tlie  Lew/* 
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Governor,  as  *'  the  son  of  John  Lamb,  scrivener,  and 
Elizabeth  his  wife/'  and  remained  a  scholar  of  that 
noble  establishment  till  he  had  entered  into  his  fifteenth 
year.     Small  of  stature,  delicate  of  frame,  and  consti- 
tutionally nervous  and  timid,  he  would  seem  unfitted 
to  encounter  the  discipline  of  a  school  formed  to  re- 
strain some  hundi'eds  of  lads  in  the  heart  of  the  me- 
tropolis, or  to  fight  his  way  among  them.     But  tlie 
sweetness  of  his  disposition  won  him  favor  from  all ; 
and  although  the  antique  peculiarities  of  the  school 
tinged  his  opening  imagination,  they  did  not  sadden  his 
childhood.     One  of  his  schoolfellows,  of  whose  genial 
qualities  he  has  made  affectionate  mention  in  his  *^  Rec- 
ollections of  Christ's  Hospital,"  Charles  V.  Le  Grice, 
now  of  Trericfe,  near  Penzance,  has  supplied  me  with 
some  particulars  of  his  school-days,  for  which  friends  of 
a  later  date  will  be  grateful.     "Lamb,"  says  Mr.  Le 
Grice,  "  was  an  amiable  gentle  boy,  very  sensible  and 
keenly  observing,  indulged  by  his  schoolfellows  and  by 
his  master  on  account  of  his  infirmity  of  speech.     His 
coimtenance  was  mild ;   liis  complexion  clear  brown, 
with  an  expression  which  might  lead  you  to  think  tliat 
he  was  of  Jewish  descent.     His  eyes  were  not  each  of 
the  same  color,  one  was  hazel,  the  other  had  specks  of 
gray  in  the  iris,  mingled  as  we  see  red  spots  in  the 
blood-stone.     His  step  was   plantigrade,  which  made 
his  walk  slow  and  peculiar,  adding  to  the  staid  ap- 
pearance of  his  figure.     I  never  heard  his  name  men- 
tioned without  the  addition  of  Charles,  although,  as 
there  was  no  other  boy  of  the  name  of  Lamb,  the 
addition  was  unnecessary ;    but  there  was  an  imj)lied 
kindness  in  it,  and  it  was  a  proof  that  his  gentle  man- 
ners excited  that  kindness." 
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*^  His  delicate  frame  and  his  difficulty  of  utterance 
which  was  increased  by  agitation,  unfitted  him  for 
joining  in  any  boisterous  sport.     The  description  Vhich 
he  gives,  in  his  *  Recollections  of  Christ's  Hospital,'  of 
the  habits  and  feelings  of  the  schoolboy,  is  a  true  one 
in  general,  but  is  more  particularly  a  delineation  of 
himself,  —  the  feelings  were  all  in  his  own  heart,  —  the 
portrait  was  his  own:  *^  While  others  were  all  fire  and 
play,  he  stole  along  with  all  the  self-concentration  of  a 
young  monk.'     These  habits  and  feelings  were  awak- 
ened and  cherished  in  him  by  peculiar  circumstances : 
he  had  been  bom  and  bred  in  the  Inner  Temple ;  and 
his  parents  continued  to  reside  there  while  he  was  at 
school,  so  that  he  passed  from  cloister  to  cloister,  and 
this  was  all  the  change  his  young  mind  ever  knew. 
On  every  half-holiday  (and  there  were  two  in  the 
week)  in  ten  minutes  he  was  in  the  gardens,  on  the 
terrace,  or  at  the  fountain  of  the  Temple :  here  was 
his  home,  here  his  recreation ;  and  the  influence  they 
had  on  his  in&nt  mind  is  vividly  shown  in  his  descrip- 
tion of  the  Old  Benchers.     He  says,  *  I  was  bom  and 
passed  the  first  seven  years  of  my  life  in  the  Temple : ' 
he  might  have  added,  that  here  he  passed  a  great  por- 
tion of  the  second  seven  years  of  his  life,  a  portion 
which  mixed  itself  with  all  his  habits  and  enjoyments, 
and  gave  a  bias  to  the  whole.     Here  he  foimd  a  happy 
home,  affectionate  parents,  and  a  sister  who  watched 
over  him  to  the  latest  hour  of  his  existence  (God  be 
ith  her !)  with  the  tenderest  solicitude ;  and  here  he 
id  access  to  the  library  of  Mr.  Salt,  one  of  the  Bench- 
s,  to  whose  memory  his  pen  has  given,  in  return  for 
is  and  greater  favors,  —  I  do  not  think  it  extravagant 
say — immortalitv.    To  use  his  own  language,  here 
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he  ^  was  tumbled  into  a  spaxuous  closet  of  good  old  £ug> 
lish  reading,  where  he  browsed  at  will  upon  that  fiiii 
and  wholesome  pasturage/  He  applied  these  words  to 
his  sister;  but  there  is  no  doubt  they  *  browsed'  to- 
gether ^  thej  had  walked  hand  in  hand  from  a  time 
*  extending  beyond  the  period  of  their  memory.' " 

When  Lamb  quitted  school,  he  was  in  the  lower 
division  of  the  second  class,  —  ^hich  in  the  language 
of  the  school  is  termed  ^^  being  in  Greek  Form,  but 
not  Deputy  Grecian."  He  had  read  Virgil,  Sallust, 
Terence,  selections  from  Lucian's  Dialogues,  and  Xen- 
ophon  ;  and  had  evinced  considerable  skill  in  the 
niceties  of  Latin  composition,  both  in  prose  and  verse. 
His  docility  and  aptitude  for  the  attainment  of  classical 
knowledge  woiild  have  insured  him  an  exhibition  ;  but 
to  this  the  impediment  in  his  speech  proved  an  insu- 
perable obstacle.  The  exhibitions  were  given  under 
the  implied,  if  not  expressed,  condition  of  entering  into 
the  Church ;  the  whole  course  of  education  was  pre- 
paratory to  that  end ;  and  therefore  Lamb,  who  was 
unfitted  by  nature  for  the  clerical  profession,  was  not 
adopted  into  the  class  which  led  to  it,  and  quitted  school 
to  pursue  the  imcongenial  labor  of  the  *^  desk's  dull 
wood."  To  this  apparently  hard  lot  he  submitted  with 
cheerfulness,  and  saw  his  schoolfellows  of  his  own  stand- 
ing depart,  one  after  another,  for  the  University  without 
a  murmur.  This  acquiescence  in  his  different  fortune 
must  have  been  a  hard  trial  for  the  sweetness  of  his 
disposition;  as  he  always,  in  after-life,  regarded  the 
ancient  seats  of  learning  with  the  fondness  of  one  who 
had  been  hardly  divorced  from  them.  He  delighted, 
when  other  duties  did  not  hinder,  to  pass  his  vacations 
in  their  neighborhood,  and  indulge  in  that  fancied  a»- 
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flodation  with  them  which  he  has  so  beautifiiUy  mir- 
rored in  his  ** Sonnet  written  at  Cambridge."*  What 
worldly  success  can,  indeed,  ever  compensate  for  the 
want  of  timely  nurtm^  beneath  the  shade  of  one  of 
these  venerable  institutions, — for  the  sense  of  antiquity 
shading,  not  checking,  the  joyous  inpulses  of  opening 
manhood,— for  the  refinement  and  the  grace  there  in- 
terfused into  the  long  labor  of  ambitious  study, — for 
yoimg  friendships  consecrated  by  the  associations  of 
long  past  time ;  and  for  liberal  emulation,  crowned  by 
successes  restrained  from  ungenerous  and  selfish  pride 
by  palpable  symbols  of  the  genius  and  the  learning  of 
ages? 

On  23d  November,  1789,  Lamb  finally  quitted 
Christ's  Hospital  for  the  abode  of  his  parents,  who  still 
resided  in  the  Temple.  At  first  he  was  employed  in 
the  South-Sea  House,  under  his  brother  John  ;  but  on 
the  5th  April,  1792,  he  obtained  an  appointment  in  the 
accountant's  office  of  the  East  India  Company.  His 
salary,  though  then  small,  was  a  welcome  addition  to 
the  scanty  means  of  his  parents ;  who  now  were  un- 
able, by  iheir  own  exertions,  to  increase  it,  his  mother 


*  I  was  not  train*d  in  aoademio  boven, 
And  to  those  learned  streams  I  nothing  owe 
Which  copions  from  those  twin  fair  founts  do  flow; 
Mine  have  been  anything  bnt  studious  hours. 
Tet  can  I  fancy,  wandering  'mid  thy  towers, 
Myself  a  nursling,  Granta,  of  thy  lap ; 
lly  brow  seems  tightening  with  the  doctor's  cap, 
And  I  walk  gowned;  feel  unusual  powers. 
Strange  forms  of  logic  clothe  my  admiring  speech; 
Old  Ramus*  ghost  is  busy  at  my  brain; 
And  my  skull  teems  with  notions  infinite. 
Be  stillf  ye  reeds  of  Camus,  while  I  teach 
Truths  which  transcend  the  searching  schoolmen*!  Tnn, 
And  half  had  staggered  that  stoat  Stagirite! 

TOt.1.  8 
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being  in  ill  health,  which  confined  her  to  her  bed,  and 
his  father  sinking  into  dotage.  On  their  comfort,  how- 
ever, this,  and  what  was  more  precious  to  him,  his  little 
leisure,  were  freely  bestowed ;  and  his  recreations  were 
confined  to  a  delightfrd  visit  to  the  two-shilling  gallery 
of  the  theatre,  in  company  with  his  sister,  and  an  occar 
sional  supper  with  some  of  his  schoolmates,  when  in 
town,  from  Cambridge.  On  one  of  these  latter  occar 
sions  he  obtained  the  appellation  of  Ouy^  by  which  he 
was  always  called  among  them ;  but  of  which  few  of 
his  late  friends  heard  till  after  his  death.  '*  In  the  first 
year  of  his  clerkship,"  says  Mr.  Le  Grice,  in  the  com- 
munication with  which  he  favored  me,  **  Lamb  spent 
the  evening  of  the  6th  November  with  some  of  his  for- 
mer schoolfellows,  who,  being  amused  with  the  partic- 
ularly large  and  flapping  brim  of  his  round  hat,  pinned 
it  up  on  the  sides  in  the  form  of  a  cocked-hat.  Lamb 
made  no  alteration  in  it,  but  walked  home  in  his  usual 
sauntering  gait  towards  the  Temple.  As  he  was  going 
down  Ludgate-hill,  some  gay  young  men,  who  seemed 
not  to  have  passed  the  London  Tavern  without  resting, 
exclaimed,  *  The  veritable  Guy  I — no  man  of  straw  1 ' 
and  with  this  exclamation  they  took  him  up,  making  a 
chair  with  their  arms,  carried  him,  seated  hini  on  a  post 
in  St.  Paul's  churchyard,  and  there  left  him.  This 
story  Lamb  told  so  seriously,  that  the  truth  of  it  was 
never  doubted.  He  wore  his  three-cornered  hat  many 
evenings,  and  retained  the  name  of  Guy  ever  af)»r. 
Like  Nym,  he  quietly  sympathized  in  the  fun,  and 
seemed  to  say,  *  that  was  the  humor  of  it.'  A  cler- 
gyman of  the  City  lately  wrote  to  me,  *  I  have  no 
recollection  of  Lamb.  There  was  a  gentleman  called 
Guy,  to  whom  you  once  introduced  me,  and  with 
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whom  I  have  occasionally  interchanged  nods  for  more 
than  thirty  years ;  but  how  is  it  that  I  never  met  Mr. 
Lamb?  If  I  was  ever  introduced  to  him,  I  wonder 
that  we  never  came  in  contact  during  my  residence  for 
ten  years  in  Edmonton.'  Imagine  this  gentleman's 
surprise  when  I  informed  him  that  his  nods  to  Mr. 
Guy  had  been  constantly  reciprocated  by  Mr.  Lamb  1  '* 
During  these  years  Lamb's  most  frequent  companion 
was  James  White,  or  rather,  Jem  White,  as  he  always 
called  him.  Lamb  always  insisted  that  for  hearty  joy- 
ous humor,  tinged  with  Shaksperian  fancy,  Jem  never 
had  an  equal.  *^  Jem  White  I "  said  he,  to  Mr.  Le 
Grice,  when  they  met  for  the  last  time,  after  many 
years'  absence,  at  the  Bell  at  Edmonton,  in  June, 
1883,  "  there  never  was  his  like  I  We  never  shall  see 
such  days  as  those  in  which  Jem  flourished!"  All 
that  now  remains  of  Jem  is  the  celebration  of  the  sup- 
pers which  he  gave  the  young  chimney-sweepers  in  the 
Elia  of  his  fi-iend,  and  a  thin  duodecimo  volume,  which 
he  published  in  1796,  under  the  title  of  the  "  Letters 
of  Sir  John  FalstaiF,  with  a  dedication  (printed  in  black- 
letter)  to  Master  Samuel  Irelaunde,"  which  those  who 
knew  Lamb  at  the  time  believed  to  be  his.  **  White's 
Letters,"  said  Lamb,  in  a  letter  to  a  friend  about  this 
time,  *^  are  near  publication.  His  frontispiece  is  a  gooi^ 
conceit :  Sir  John  learning  to  dance,  to  please  Madame 
Page,  in  dress  of  doublet,  &c.,  frx>m  the  upper  half,  and 
modem  pantaloons,  with  shoes  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury, from  the  lower  half,  and  the  whole  work  is  full 
of  goodly  quips  and  rare  fancies,  *all  defUy  masked 
ke  hoar  antiquity,'  —  much  superior  to  Dr.  Kenrick's 
Falstaff's  Wedding.'  "  The  work  was  neglected,  al- 
jhough  Lamb  exerted  all  the  influence  he  subsequently 
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acquired  with  more  popular  writers  to  obtain  for  it 
favorable  notices,  as  will  be  seen  from  various  passages 
in  his  letters.  He  stuck,  however,  gallantly  by  his 
fiivorite  prot^g^  ;  and  even  when  he  could  little  afford 
to  disburse  sixpence,  he  made  a  point  of  buying  a  copy 
of  the  book  whenever  he  discovered  one  amidst  the 
refuse  of  a  bookseller's  stall,  and  would  present  it  to  a 
friend  in  the  hope  of  making  a  convert.  He  gave  me 
one  of  these  copies  soon  afler  I  became  acquainted  wijth 
him,  stating  that  he  had  purchased  it  in  the  morning 
for  sixpence,  and  assuring  me  I  should  enjoy  a  rare 
treat  in  the  perusal ;  but  if  I  must  confess  the  truth, 
the  mask  of  quaintness  was  so  closely  worn,  that  it 
nearly  concealed  the  humor.  To  Lamb  it  was,  doubt- 
less, vivified  by  the  eye  and  voice  of  his  old  boon  com- 
panion, forming  to  him  an  undying  commentary;  with- 
out  which  it  was  comparatively  spiritless.  Alas  I  how 
many  even  of  his  own  most  delicate  fancies,  rich  as 
they  are  in  feeling  and  in  wisdom,  will  be  lost  to  those 
who  have  not  present  to  them  the  sweet  broken  ac- 
cents, and  the  half  playful,  half  melancholy  smile  of  the 
writer  I 

But  if  Jem  White  was  the  companion  of  his  lighter 
moods,  the  friend  of  his  serious  thoughts  was  a  person 
•f  far  nobler  powers,  —  Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge.  It 
was  his  good  fortune  to  be  the  schoolfellow  of  that  ex- 
traordinary man;  and  if  no  particular  intimacy  had 
been  formed  between  them  at  Christ's  Hospital,  a  foun- 
dation was  there  laid  for  a  friendship  to  which  the 
world  is  probably  indebted  for  all  that  Lamb  has  added 
to  its  sources  of  pleasure.  Junior  to  Coleridge  by  two 
years,  and  &r  inferior  to  him  in  all  scholastic  acquire- 
ments, Lamb  had  listened  to  the  rich  discourse  of  '*  the 
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from  all  envy,  and,  it  may  be,  enhanced  by  his  sense 
of  his  own  feebleness  and  difficulty  of  expression. 
While  Coleridge  remained  at  the  University,  they  met 
occasionally  on  his  visits  to  London ;  and  when  he 
quitted  it,  and  came  to  town,  iiill  of  mantling  hopes 
and  glorious  schemes.  Lamb  became  his  admiring  dis- 
ciple. The  scene  of  these  happy  meetings  was  a  little 
public-house,  called  the  Salutation  and  Gat,  in  the 
neighborhood  of  Smithfield,  where  they  used  to  sup, 
and  remain  long  after  they  had  **  heard  the  chimes  at 
midnight"  There  they  discoursed  of  Bowles,  who  was 
the  god  of  Coleridge's  poetical  idolatry,  and  of  Bums 
and  Cowper,  who,  of  recent  poets,  in  that  season  of 
comparative  barrenness,  had  made  the  deepest  impres- 
sion on  Lamb.  There  Coleridge  talked  of  "  Fate,  ifree- 
will,  foreknowledge  absolute,"  to  one  who  desired  "  to 
find  no  end"  of  the  golden  maze ;  and  there  he  recited 
his  early  poems  with  that  deep  sweetness  of  intonation 
which  sunk  into  the  heart  of  his  hearer.  To  these 
meetings  Lamb  was  accustomed  at  all  periods  of  his  life 
to  revert,  as  the  season  when  his«finer  intellects  were 
quickened  into  action.  Shortly  after  they  had  termi- 
nated, with  Coleridge's  departure  from  London,  he  thus 
recalled  them  in  a  letter :  *  *'  When  I  read  in  your 
little  volume  your  nineteenth  efiusion,  or  what  you  call 
*  the  Sigh,'  I  think  I  hear  you  again.  I  imagine  to 
myself  the  little  smoky  room  at  the  Salutation  and  Cat, 
"There  we  have  sat  together  through  the  winter  nights 

*  This,  and  other  passages  I  have  interwoven  with  my  own  slender 
iread  of  narration,  are  from  letters  whioh  I  have  thought  either  too  per- 
jnal  for  entire  publication  at  present,  or  not  of  sufficient  interest,  in  oom- 
irison  with  others,  to  occupy  a  portion  of  the  space,  to  whioh  the  letters 
« limited. 
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beguiling  the  cares  of  life  with  Poesy."  This  was 
earlj  in  1796  I  and  in  1818,  when  dedicating  liis 
works,  then  first  collected,  to  his  earliest  friend,  he 
thus  spoke  of  the  same  meetings :  ^^  Some  of  the  son- 
nets, which  shall  be  carelessly  turned  over  by  the  gen* 
eral  reader,  may  happily  awaken  in  you  remembrances 
which  I  should  be  sony  should  be  ever  totally  ex- 
tinct, —  the  memory  *  of  summer  days  and  of  delightful 
years,'  even  so  far  back  as  those  old  suppers  at  our 
old  Inn, —  when  life  was  fresh,  and  topics  exhaustless, 
—  and  you  first  kindled  in  me,  if  not  the  power,  yet 
the  love  of  poetry,  and  beauty,  and  kindliness."  And 
so  he  talked  of  these  unforgotten  hours  in  that  short 
interval  during  which  death  divided  them  I 

The  warmth  of  Coleridge's  friendship  supplied  the 
quickening  impulse  to  Lamb's  genius;  but  the  germ 
infolding  all  its  nice  peculiarities  lay  ready  for  the  in- 
fluence, and  expanded  into  forms  and  hues  of  its  own. 
Lamb's  earliest  poetry  was  not  a  fidnt  reflection  of 
Coleridge's,  such  as  the  young  lustre  of  original  genius 
may  cast  on  a  polished  and  sensitive  mind,  to  glow  and 
tremble  for  a  seasons  but  was  streaked  with  delicate 
yet  distinct  traits,  which  proved  it  an  emanation  firom 
within.  There  was,  indeed,  little  resemblance  between 
the  two,  except  in  the  afiection  which  they  bore  towards 
each  other.  Coleridge's  mind,  not  laden  as  yet  with  the 
spoils  of  all  systems  and  of  all  times,  glowed  with  the 
ardor  of  uncontrollable  purpose,  and  thirsted  for  glo* 
rious  achievement  and  universal  knowledge.  The  im- 
agination, which  afterwards  struggled  gloriously,  but 
perhaps  vainly  to  overmaster  the  stupendous  clouds 
of  German  philosophies,  breaking  them  into  huge 
masses,  and  tinting  them  with  heavenly  hues,  then 
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flhone  through  the  simple  articles  of  Unitarian  fidth, 
the  graceful  architecture  of  Hartley's  theory,  and  the 
well-compacted  chain  by  which  Priestley  and  Edwards 
seemed  to  bind  all  things  in  necessary  connection,  as 
through  transparencies  of  thought ;  and,  finding  no  op- 
position worthy  of  its  activity  in  this  poor  foreground 
of  the  mind,  opened  for  itself  a  bright  succession  of 
fiury  visions,  which  it  sought  to  realize  on  earth.  In 
its  light,  oppression  and  force  seemed  to  vanish  like  the 
phantoms  of  a  feverish  dream  ;  mankind  were  disposed 
in  the  picturesque  groups  of  universal  brotherhood; 
and,  in  far  distance,  the  ladder  which  Jacob  saw  in 
solenm  vision  connected  earth  with  heaven,  ^*  and  the 
angels  of  God  were  ascending  and  descending  upon  it." 
Lamb  had  no  sympathy  widi  these  radiant  hopes,  exr 
cept  as  they  were  part  of  his  fiiend.  He  clung  to  the 
realities  of  life ;  to  things  nearest  to  him,  which  the 
force  of  habit  had  made  dear ;  and  caught  tremblingly 
hold  of  the  past.  He  delighted,  indeed,  to  hear  Cole- 
ridge talk  of  the  distant  and  fiiture ;  to  see  the  palm- 
trees  wave,  and  the  pyramids  tower  in  the  long 
perspective  of  his  style ;  and  to  catch  the  prophetic 
notes  of  a  universal  harmony  trembling  in  his  voice ; 
but  the  pleasure  was  only  that  of  admiration  unalloyed 
by  envy,  and  of  the  generous  pride  of  fiiendship.  The 
tendency  of  his  mind  to  detect  the  beautifiil  and  good 
in  surrounding  things,  to  nestle  rather  than  to  roam, 
was  cherished  by  all  the  circumstances  of  his  boyish 
days.  He  had  become  familiar  with  the  vestiges  of 
antiquity,  both  in  his  school  and  in  his  home  of  the 
Temple  ;  and  these  became  dear  to  him  in  his  serious 
and  affectionate  childhood.  But,  perhaps,  more  even 
than  those  external  associations,  the  situation  of  his 
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parents,  as  it  was  elevated  and  graced  by  their  charac* 
ter,  moulded  his  young  thoughts  to  the  holy  habit  of  a 
liberal  obedience,  and  unaspiring  self-respect,  which  led 
rather  to  the  embellishment  of  what  was  near  than  to 
the  creation  of  visionary  forms.  He  saw  at  home  the 
daily  beauty  of.  a  cheerftd  submission  to  a  state  border- 
ing on  the  servile;  he  looked  upward  to  his  father's 
master,  and  the  old  Benchers  who  walked  with  him  on 
the  stately  terrace,  with  a  modest  erectness  of  mind; 
and  he  saw  in  hia  own  humble  home  how  well  the  de- 
cencies of  life  could  be  maintained  on  slender  means, 
by  the  exercise  of  generous  principle.  Another  cir- 
cumstance, akin  to  these,  tended  also  to  impart  a  tinge 
of  venerableness  to  his  early  musings.  His  maternal 
grandmother  was  for  many  years  housekeeper  in  the 
old  and  wealthy  family  of  the  Plumers  of  Hertford- 
shire, by  whom  she  was  held  in  true  esteem ;  and 
his  visits  to  their  ancient  mansion,  where  he  had  the 
firee  range  of  every  apartment,  gallery  and  terraced- 
walk,  gave  him  ^*  a  peep  at  the  contrasting  accidents 
of  a  great  fortune,"  and  an  alliance  with  that  gentility 
of  soul,  which  to  appreciate,  is  to  share.  He  has  beau- 
tifully recorded  his  own  recollections  of  this  place  in  the 

essay  entitled  "  Blakesmoor,  in  H ^shire,"  in  which 

he  modestly  vindicates  his  claim  to  partake  in  the  asso- 
ciations of  ancestry  not  his  own,  and  shows  the  true 
value  of  high  lineage  by  detecting  the  spirit  of  noble- 
ness which  breathes  around  it,  for  the  enkindling  of 
generous  affections,  not  only  in  those  who  may  boast 
of  its  possession,  but  in  all  who  can  feel  its  influences. 

While  the  bias  of  the  minds  of  Coleridge  and  Lamb 
thus  essentially  differed,  it  is  singular  that  their  opin- 
ions on  religion,  and  on  those  philosophical  questions 
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wliich  border  on  religious  belief,  and  receive  their  color 
firom  it,  agreed,  although  probably  derived  from  various 
sources.  Both  were  Unitarians,  ardent  admirers  of  the 
writings  and  character  of  Dr.  Priestley,  and  both  be- 
lievers in  necessity,  according  to  Priesdey's  exposition, 
and  in  the  inference  which  he  drew  from  that  doctrine 
respecting  moral  responsibility,  and  the  ultimate  des* 
tiny  of  the  hmnan  race.  The  adoption  of  this  creed 
arose  in  Lamb  firom  the  accident  of  education ;  he  was 
brought  up  to  receive  and  love  it ;  and  attended,  when 
circumstances  permitted,  at  the  chapel  at  Hackney,  of 
which  Mr.  Belsham,  afterwards  of.  Essex  Street,  was 
then  the  minister.  It  is  remarkable  that  another  of 
Lamb's  most  intimate  fiiends,  in  whose  conversation, 
next  to  that  of  Coleridge,  he  most  delighted,  Mr.  Haz- 
litt,  with  whom  he  became  acquainted  at  a  subsequent 
time,  and  who  came  firom  a  distant  part  of  the  country, 
was  educated  in  the  same  &ith.  With  Coleridge,  whose 
early  impressions  were  derived  firom  the  rites  and  ser- 
vices of  the  Church  of  England,  Unitarianism  was  the 
result  of  a  strong  conviction ;  so  strong,  that  with  all 
the  ardor  of  a  convert,  he  sought  to  win  proselytes  to 
his  chosen  creed,  and  purposed  to  spend  his  days  in 
preaching  it  Neither  of  diese  yoimg  men,  however, 
long  continued  to  profess  it.  Lamb,  in  his  maturer 
life,  rarely  alluded  to  matters  of  religious  doctrine ;  and 
when  he  did  so,  evinced  no  sympathy  with  the  profes- 
sors of  his  once-loved  creed.  Hazlitt  wrote  to  his  father, 
who  was  a  Unitarian  minister  at  Wem,  with  honoring 
affection  ;  and  of  his  dissenting  associates  with  respect, 
but  he  had  obviously  ceased  to  think  or  feel  with  them ; 
and  Coleridge's  Remains  indicate,  what  was  well  known 
to  all  who  enjoyed  the  privilege  of  his  conversation,  that 
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he  not  onlj  reverted  to  a  beUef  in  the  Trinitarian  mj^s- 
teries,  but  that  he  was  accustomed  to  express  as  much 
distaste  for  Unitarianism,  and  for  the  spirit  of  its  more 
active  advocates,  as  the  benignity  of  his  nature  would 
allow  him  to  feel  for  any  human  opinion  honestly  cher- 
ished. Perhaps  this  solitary  approach  to  intolerance  in 
tlie  universality  of  Coleridge's  mind  arose  from  the  dis- 
approval with  which  he  might  justly  regard  his  own 
pride  of  understanding,  as  excited  in  defence  of  the 
doctrines  he  had  adopted.  To  him  there  was  much  of 
devotional  thought  to  be  violated,  many  reverential  a^ 
sociations,  intertwined  with  the  moral  being,  to  be  rent 
away  in  the  struggle  of  the  intellect  to  grasp  the  doc- 
trines which  were  alien  to  its  nurture.  But  to  Lamb 
these  formed  the  simple  creed  of  his  childhood ;  and 
slender  and  barren  as  they  seem,  to  tliose  who  are 
united  in  religious  sympathy  with  the  great  body  of 
their  fellow-countrymen,  they  sufficed  for  affections 
which  had  so  strong  a  tendency  to  find  out  resting- 
places  for  themselves  as  his.  Those  who  only  knew 
liim  in  his  latter  days,  and  who  feel  that  if  ever  the 
spirit  of  Christianity  breathed  through  a  human  life, 
it  breathed  in  his,  will,  nevertheless,  trace  with  surprise 
the  extraordinary  vividness  of  impressions  directly  re- 
ligious, and  the  self-jealousy  with  which  he  watched 
the  cares  and  distractions  of  the  world,  which  might 
efface  them,  in  his  first  letters.  If,  in  a  life  of  ungenial 
toil,  diversified  with  frequent  sorrow,  the  train  of  these 
solemn  meditations  was  broken :  if  he  was  led,  in  the 
distractions  and  labors  of  his  course,  to  cleave  more 
closely  to  surrounding  objects  than  those  early  aspira* 
tions  promised  ;  if,  in  his  cravings  after  immediate  sym- 
pathy, he  rather  sought  to  perpetuate  the  social  circle 
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wliich  he  charmed,  than  to  expatiate  in  scenes  of  un- 
tried being ;  his  pious  feelings  were  only  diverted,  not 
destroyed.  The  stream  glided  still,  the  under-current 
of  thought  sometimes  breaking  out  in  sallies  which 
strangers  did  not  understand,  but  always  feeding  and 
nourishing  the  most  exquisite  sweetness  of  disposition, 
and  the  most  unobtrusive  proofs  of  self-denying  love. 
Wliile  Lamb  was  enjoying  habits  of  the  closest  inti- 
macy with  Coleridge  in  London,  he  was  introduced  by 
him  to  a  young  poet  whose  name  has  often  been  asso- 
ciated with  his, — Charles  Lloyd, — the  son  of  a  wealthy 
banker  at  Birmingham,  who  had  recently  cast  off  the 
trammels  of  the  Society  of  Friends,  and,  smitten  with 
the  love  of  poetry,  had  become  a  student  at  the  Univer- 
sity of  Cambridge.  There  he  had  been  attracted  to 
Coleridge  by  the  fascination  of  his  discourse ;  and  hav- 
ing been  admitted  to  his  regard,  was  introduced  by 
him  to  Lamb.  Lloyd  was  endeared  both  to  Lamb  and 
Coleridge  by  a  very  amiable  disposition  and  a  pensive 
cast  of  diought ;  but  his  intellect  bore  little  resemblance 
to  that  of  either.  He  wrote,  indeed,  pleasing  verses, 
and  with  great  facility,  —  a  &cility  fatal  to  excellence ; 
but  his  mind  was  chiefly  remarkable  for  the  fine  power 
of  analysis  which  distinguishes  his  "  London  "  and  other 
of  his  later  compositions.  In  this  power  of  discriminat- 
ing and  distinguishing  —  carried  to  a  pitch  almost  of 
painfidness  —  Lloyd  has  scarcely  been  equalled ;  and 
his  poems,  though  rugged  in  point  of  versification,  will 
be  found  by  those  who  will  read  them  with  the  calm 
attention  they  require,  replete  with  critical  and  moral 
suggestions  of  the  highest  value.  He  and  Coleridge 
were  devoted  wholly  to  literary  pursuits  ;  while  Lamb's 
days  were  given  to  accounts,  and  only  at  snatches  pf 
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he  able  to  cultivate  the  facnlty  of  wfaich  the 
Coleridge  had  made  him  impeifectlj  con- 
first  compositdons  were  in  verse,  —  prodaced 
;  long  intervals,  and  with  self-distrust  which 
iragements  of  Coleridge  could  not  subdue, 
exception  of  a  sonnet  to  Mrs.  Siddons,  whose 
pecially  in  the  character  of  Lady  Randolph, 
I  a  deep  impression  upon  him,  they  were  ex- 
personal.  The  longest  and  most  elaborate  is 
uful  piece  of  blank  verse  entitled  "  The  Gran- 
,  which  he  so  affectionately  celebrates  the  vir- 
; "  antique  world  "  of  the  aged  housekeeper  of 
ler.  A  youthftd  passion,  which  lasted  only  a 
bs,  and  which  he  afterwards  attempted  to  re- 
tly  aa  a  folly  past,  inspired  a  few  somiets  of 
cate  feeling  and  exquisite  music.  On  the 
bis  parents,  he  felt  himself  called  upon  by 
!pay  to  his  sister  the  solicitude  with  which  she 
hed  over  his  in&ncy;  —  and  well  indeed  he 
1  it  I  To  her,  from  die  age  of  twenty-one, 
ed  his  existence  ;  —  seeking  thenceforth  no 
n  which  could  interfere  with  her  supremacy 
:'»:tioiis,  or  impair  bis  ability  to  sustain  and 
I  her. 
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CHAPTER  n. 

[1796.] 
LETTERS  TO  COLERIDGE. 

In  the  year  1796,  Coleridge,  having  married  and 
relinquished  his  splendid  dream  of  emigration,  was  res 
ident  at  Bristol ;  and  Lamb,  who  had  quitted  the  Tern 
pie,  and  lived  with  his  father,  then  sinking  into  dotage, 
felt  his  absence  from  London  bitterly,  and  sought  a 
correspondence  with  him  as,  almost,  his  only  comfort. 
**  In  your  absence,"  he  writes,  in  one  of  the  earliest  of 
his  letters,*  "  I  feel  a  stupor  that  makes  me  indiflFerent 
to  the  hopes  and  fears  of  this  life.  I  sometimes  wish 
to  introduce  a  religious  turn  of  mind ;  but  habits  are 
strong  things,  and  my  religious  fervors  are  confined, 
alas  I  to  some  fleeting  moments  of  occasional  soli- 
tary devotion.  A  correspondence  opening  with  you 
has  roused  me  a  little  from  my  letliargy,  and  made 
me  conscious  of  existence.  Indulge  me  in  it  1  I  will 
not  be  very  troublesome."  And  again,  a  few  days 
after :  "  You  are  the  only  correspondent,  and,  I  might 
add,  the  only  friend,  I  have  in  the  world.  I  go  no- 
where, and  have  no  acquaintance.  Slow  of  speech, 
and  reserved  of  manners,  no  one  seeks  or  cares  for  my 
society,  and  I  am  left  alone.  Coleridge,  I  devoutly 
wish  that  Fortune,  which  has  made  sport  with  you  so 
long,  may  play  one  freak  more,  throw  you  into  Lon- 
don, or  some  spot  near  it,  and  there  snugify  you  for 
life.     'Tis  a  selfish,  but  natural  wish  for  me,  cast  as  I 

*  These  and  other  poss&gefl  are  extracted  fh)ni  letters  which  are  either 
too  personal  or  not  sufficiently  interesting  for  entire  publication. 
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am  *on  life's  wide  plain  friendless.'"  These  appeals, 
it  may  well  be  believed,  were  not  made  in  vain  to  one 
who  delighted  in  the  lavish  communication  of  the  riches 
of  his  own  mind  even  to  strangers ;  but  none  of  the 
letters  of  Coleridge  to  Lamb  have  been  preserved. 
He  had  just  published  his  "  Religious  Musings,"  and 
'  the  glittering  enthusiasm  of  its  language  excited  Lamb's 
pious  feelings,  almost  to  a  degree  of  pain.  *^  I  dare 
not,"  says  he  of  this  poem,  "  criticize  it.  I  like  not  to 
select  any  part  where  all  is  excellent.  I  can  only  ad- 
mire and  thank  you  for  it,  in  the  name  of  a  lover  of 
true  poetry  — 

'  Believe  thou,  0  my  soul, 
Life  is  a  yislon  shndowv  of  truth ; 
And  vice,  and  anguish,  and  the  wormy  grave, 
Shapes  of  a  dream.* 

I  thank  you  for  these  lines  in  the  name  of  a  necessa- 
rian." To  Priestley,  Lamb  repeatedly  alludes  as  to  the 
object  of  their  common  admiration.  "  In  reading  your 
*  Religious  Musings,' "  says  he,  "  I  felt  a  transient  su- 
periority over  you :  I  have  seen  Priestley.  I  love  to 
see  his  name  repeated  in  your  writings  ;  —  I  love  and 
honor  him  almost  profanely."  *  The  same  fervor  glows 
in  the  sectarian  piety  of  the  following  letter  addressed 
to  Coleridge,  when  ^isdnated  with  the  idea  of  a  cottage 
Ufe. 

*  He  probably  refers  to  the  following  lines  in  the  **  Keligious  Hnslngs:** — 

So  Priestley,  their  patriot,  and  saint,  and  sage, 
Him,  fhll  of  years,  from  his  loved  native  land, 
Statesmen  blood-stained,  and  priests  idolatrous. 
Drove  with  vain  hate.    Calm,  pitying,  he  returned, 
And  mused  expectant  on  those  promised  years  I 
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TO  MR.  GOLEBIDGE. 

''Oct  84tb,  K90. 

. "  Coleridge,  I  feel  myself  much  your  debtor  for  that 
spirit  of  confidence  and  friendship  which  dictated  your 
last  letter.  May  your  soul  find  peace  at  last  in  your 
cottage  life  I  I  only  wish  you  were  btU  settled.  -  Do 
continue  to  write  to  me.  I  read  your  letters  with  my 
sister,  and  they  give  us  both  abundance  of  delight. 
Especially  they  please  us  two,  when  you  talk  in  a  re- 
ligious strain,  —  not  but  we  are  offended  occasionally 
with  a  certain  freedom  of  expression,  a  certain  air  of 
mysticism,  more  consonant  to  the  conceits  of  pagan 
philosophy,  than  consistent  with  the  humility  of  genu- 
ine piety.  To  instance  now  in  your  last  letter, — you 
say,  *it  is  by  the  press,  that  God  hath  given  finite 
spirits  both  evil  and  good  (I  suppose  you  mean  simply 
bad  men  and  good  men),  a  portion  ,as  it  were  of  His 
Omnipresence  I '  Now,  high  as  the  hiunan  intellect 
comparatiyely  will  soar,  and  wide  as  its  influence,  ma- 
lign or  salutary,  can  extend,  is  there  not,  Coleridge,  a 
distance  between  the  Divine  Mind  and  it,  which  makes 
such  language  blasphemy  ?  Again,  in  your  first  fine 
consolatory  epistle  you  say,  *you  are  a  temporary 
sharer  in  human  misery,  that  you  may  be  an  eternal 
partaker  of  the  Divine  Nature.'  What  more  than  tliis 
do  those  men  say,  who  are  for  exalting  the  man  Christ 
Jesus  into  the  second  person  of  an  unknown  Trinity,  — 
men,  whom  you  or  I  scruple  not  to  call  idolaters? 
Man,  full  of  imperfections,  at  best,  and  subject  to 
wants  which  momentarily  remind  him  of  dependence ; 
man,  a  weak  and  ignorant  being,  ^  servile '  from  his 
birth  ^  to  all  the  skyey  influences,'  with  eyes  sometimes 
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open  to  discern  the  right  path,  but  a  head  generallj 
too  dizzy  to  pursue  it ;  man,  in  the  pride  of  speculation, 
foi^etting  his  nature,  and  hailing  in  himself  the  future 
God,  must  make  the  angels  laugh.  Be  not  angry  with 
me,  Coleridge ;  I  wish  not  to  cavil ;  X  know  I  cannot  t/ir- 
8truct  you  ;  I  only  wish  to  reTnind  you  of  that  humility 
which  best  becometh  the  Christian  character.  God,  in 
the  New  Testament  (our  best  gvide)^  is  represented  to 
us  in  the  kind,  condescending,  amiable,  familiar  light 
of  K parent;  and  in  my  poor  mind  'tis  best  for  us  so  to 
consider  of  him,  as  our  hecwenly  father,  and  our  he«t 
friendy  without  indulging  too  bold  conceptions  of  his 
nature.  Let  us  learn  to  think  hmnbly  of  ourselves, 
and  rejoice  in  the  appellation  of  ^dear  children,' 
*  brethren,'  and  *  coheirs  with  Christ  of  the  prom- 
ises,' seeking  to  know  no  further. 

^^  I  am  not  insensible,  indeed  I  am  not,  of  the  value 
of  that  first  letter,  of  yours,  and  I  shall  find  reason  to 
thank  you  for  it  again  and  again  long  after  that  blem- 
ish in  it  is  forgotten.  It  will  be  a  fine  lesson  of  com- 
fort to  us,  whenever  we  read  it ;  and  read  it  we  often 
shall,  Mary  and  I. 

**  Accept  our  loves  and  best  kind  wishes  for  the  wel- 
fere  of  yourself  and  wife  and  Kttle  one.  Nor  let  me 
forget  to  wish  you  joy  on  your  birthday,  so  lately  past ; 
I  thought  you  had  been  older.  My  kind  thanJra  and 
remembrances  to  Lloyd. 

"  God  love  us  all,  and  may  He  continue  to  be  the 
father  and  the  friend  of  die  whole  human  race  I 

"C.  Lamb.'* 

**  Sunday  Evening.*' 

The  next  letter,  commencing  in  a  similar  straini 
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diverges  to  literary  topics,  and  especially  alludes  to 
••  Widton's  Angler,"  —  a  book  which  Lamb  always 
loved  as  it  were  a.  living  friend. 


TO  MB.  COLERIDGE. 

"  Oct  28th,  1791. 

My  dear  friend,  I  am  not  ignorant  that  to  be  a 
partaker  of  the  Divine  Nature  is  a  phrase  to  be  met 
^ A  in  Scripture :  I  am  only  apprehensive,  lest  we  in 
these  latter  days,  tinctured  (some  of  us  perhaps  pretty 
deeply)  with  mystical  notions  and  the  pride  of  meta- 
physics, might  be  apt  to  affix  to  such  phrases  a  mean- 
ing, which  the  primitive  users  of  them,  the  simple 
fisher  of  Galilee  for  instance,  never  intended  to  convey. 
With  that  other  part  of  your  apology  I  am  not  quite  so 
wdl  satisfied.  Yon  seem  to  me  to  have  been  straining 
your  comparing  feiculties  to  bring  together  things  in- 
finitely distant  and  unlike ;  the  feeble  narrow-sphered 
operations  of  the  human  intellect ;  and  the  everywhere 
difiused  mind  of  Deity,  the  peerless  wisdom  of  Jehovah. 
Even  the  expression  appears  to  me  inaccurate,  —  por- 
tion of  omnipresence,  —  omnipresence  is  an  attribute 
whose  very  essence  is  unlimitedness.  How  can  omni- 
presence be  affirmed  of  anything  in  part  ?  But  enough 
of  tliis  spirit  of  disputatiousness.  Let  us  attend  to  the 
proper  business  of  human  life,  and  talk  a  little  together 
respecting  our  domestic  concerns.  Do  you  continue  to 
make  me  acquainted  with  what  you  are  doing,  and 
low  soon  you  are  likely  to  be  settled  once  for  all. 

"  Have  you  seen  Bowles's  new  poem  on  *  Hope  ?  * 
AHtat  character  does  it  bear  ?  Has  he  exhausted  his 
''^res  of  tender  plaintiveness  ?   or  is  he  the  same  in 
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this  last  as  in  all  his  formesr  pieces  ?  The  duties  of  the 
day  call  me  off  &om  this  pleasant  intercourse  with  my 
friend,  —  so  for  the  present  adieu.  Now  for  the  truant 
borrowing  of  a  few  minutes  from  business.  Have  you 
met  with  a  new  poem  called  the  '  Pursuits  of  Litera- 
ture?' from  the  extracts  in  the  *  British  Review'  I 
judge  it  to  be  a  very  humorous  thing,  in  particular  I 
remember  what  I  thought  a  very  happy  character  of 
Dr.  Darwin's  poetry.  Among  all  your  quaint  read- 
ings did  you  ever  light  upon  *  Walton's  Complete 
Angler?'  I  asked  you  the  question  once  before;  it 
breathes  the  very  spirit  of  innocence,  purity,  and  sim- 
plicity of  heart ;  there  are  many  choice  old  verses  in- 
terspersed in  it ;  it  would  sweeten  a  man's  temper  at 
any  time  to  read  it;  it  would  Chrbtianize  every  dis- 
cordant angry  passion ;  pi*ay  make  yourself  acquainted 
vnth  it.  Have  you  made  it  up  with  Southey  yet? 
Surely  one  of  you  two  must  have  been  a  very  silly  fel- 
low, and  the  other  not  much  better,  to  &11  out  like 
boarding-school  misses;  kiss,  shake  hands,  and  make 
it  up. 

"  When  will  he  be  delivered  of  his  new  epic  ?  Madoc, 
I  think,  is  to  be  the  name  of  it,  though  tliat  is  a  name 
not  familiar  to  my  ears.  What  progress  do  you  make 
in  your  hymns  ?  What  *  Review '  are  you  connected 
with  ?  if  with  any,  why  do  you  delay  to  notice  White's 
book  ?  You  are  justly  offended  at  its  profaneness,  but 
surely  you  have  undervalued  its  wit^  or  you  would  have 
been  more  loud  in  its  praises.  Do  not  you  think  that 
in  Slender's  death  and  madness  there  is  most  exquisite 
humor,  mingled  with  tenderness,  that  is  irresistible, 
truly  Sliakspearian  ?  Be  more  full  in  your  mention  of 
It.     Poor  fellow,  he  has  (very  undeservedly)  lost  by  it, 
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nor  do  I  see  that  it  is  likely  ever  to  reimbtirse  him  the 
charge  of  printing,  &c.  Give  it  a  lift,  if  you  can. .  I 
am  just  now  wondering  whether  you  will  ever  come  to 
town  again,  Coleridge ;  'tis  among  the  things  I  dare 
not  hope,  but  can't  help  wishing.  For  myself,  I  can 
live  in  the  midst  of  town  luxury  and  superfluity,  and 
not  long  for  them,  and  I  can't  see  why  your  children 
might  not  hereafter  do  the  same.  Remember,  you  are 
not  in  Arcadia,  when  you  are  in  the  west  of  England, 
and  they  may  catch  infection  from  the  world  witliout 
visiting  the  metropolis*  But  you  seem  to  liave  set 
your  heart  upon  this  same  cottage  plan,  and  God  pros-^ 
per  you  in  the  experiment  1  I  am  at  a  loss  for  more  to 
write  about,  so  'tis  as  well  that  I  am  arrived  at  the  bot- 
tom of  my  paper. 

**  God  love  you,  Coleridge !  —  our  best  loves  and 
tenderest  wishes  await  on  you,  your  Sara,  and  youp 
little  one. 

"  C.  L." 

Having  been  encouraged  by  Coleridge  to  entertain 
the  thought*  of  publishing  his  verses,  he  submitted  the 
poem  called  "  The  Grandame,"  to  his  friend,  with  the 
following  letter :  — 


TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

**  Monday  night. 

"  Unftimished  at  present  with  any  sheet-filling  sub- 
ject, 1  shall  continue  my  letter  gradually  and  journal- 
wise.  My  second  thoughts  entirely  coincide  with  your 
comments  on  *  Joan  of  Arc,'  and  I  can  only  wonder  at 
my  childish  judgment  which  overlooked  the  Ist  book 
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and  could  prefer  the  9th :  not  that  I  was  inseiisjhle  to 
the  soberer  beauties  of  the  former,  but  the  latter  caught 
me  -with  its  glare  of  magic, — the  former,  however,  left 
a  more  pleasing  general  recollection  in  my  mind.     Let 
me  add,  the  Ist  book  was  the  favorite  of  my  sister — 
and  /  now,  with  Joan,  often  *  think  on  Domremi  and 
the  fields  of  Arc'     I  must  not  pass  over  without  ac- 
knowledging my  obligations  to  your  full  and  satisfac- 
tory account  of  personifications.     I  have  read  it  again 
and  again,  and  it  will  be  a  guide  to  my  future  taste. 
Perhaps  I  had  estimated  Southey's  merits  too  much 
by  number,  weight,  and  measure.     I  now  agree  com- 
pletely and  entirely  in  your  opinion  of  the  genius  of 
Southey.     Your  own  image   of  melancholy  is   illus- 
trative of  what  you  teach,  and  in  itself  masterly.     I 
conjecture  it  is  *  disbranched'  from  one  of  your  embryo 
*  hymns.'     When  they  are  mature  of  birth  (were  I 
you)  I  should  print  'em  in  one  separate  volume,  with 
*Reh*gious  Musings,'  and  your  part  of  the  *Joan  of 
Arc.'     Birds  of  the  same  soaring  wing  should  hold  on 
their  flight  in  company.     Once  for  all  (and  by  renew- 
ing the  subject  you  will  only  renew  in  me  the  con- 
demnation of  Tantalus),  I  hope  to  be  able  to  pay  you 
a  visit  (if  you  are  then  at  Bristol)  some  time  in  the 
latter  end  of  August  or  beginning  of  September,  for 
a  week  or  fortnight,  —  before  that  time,  office  business 
puts  an  absolute  veto  on  my  coming. 


'  And  if  a  sigh  that  speaks  regret  of  happier  times  appear, 
A  gUrapse  of  joy  that  we  have  met  shall  shine  and  dry  the  tear.* 

Of  the  blank  verses  I  spoke  of,  the  following  lines 
are  the  only  tolerably  complete  ones  I  have  writ  out  of 
not  more  than  one  hundred  and  fif)y.     That  I  get  on 
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80  slow] J  yon  may  fiurlj  impute  to  want  of  practice 
in  composition,  when  I  declare  to  yon  that  (the  few 
Terses  which  you  have  seen  excepted)  I  have  not  writ 
fifty  lines  since  I  left  school.  It  may  not  be  amiss  to 
r^nark  that  my  grandmother  (on  whom  the  verses  are 
written)  lived  housekeeper  in  a  family  the  fifty  or 
sixty  last  years  of  her  life,  —  that  she  was  a  woman  of 
exemplary  piety  and  goodness,  —  and  for  many  years 
before  her  death  was  terribly  afflicted  with  a  cancer  in 
her  breast  which  she  bore  with  true  Christian  patience. 
Tou  may  think  that  I  have  not  kept  enough  apart  the 
ideas  o(  her  heavenly  and  her  earthly  master,  but  rec- 
ollect I  have  designedly  given  in  to  her  own  way  of 
feeling,  —  and  if  she  had  a  &iling,  'twas  that  she  r^ 
spected  her  master's  &mily  too  much,  not  reverenced 
her  Maker  too  Uttle.  The  lines  begin  imperfectly,  as  I 
may  probably  connect  'em  if  I  finish  at  all,  —  and  if  I 
do,  Biggs  shaU  print  'em,  in  a  more  economical  way 
than  you  yours,  for  (sonnets  and  all)  they  won't  make 
a  thousand  lines  as  I  propose  completing  'em,  and 
the  substance  must  be  wiredrawn." 

m 

The  following  letter,  written  at  intervals,  will  give 
an  insight  into  Lamb's  spirit  at  this  time,  in  its  lighter 
and  gayer  moods.  It  would  seem  that  his  acquaintp- 
ance  with  the  old  English  dramatists  had  just  com* 
menced  with  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  and  Massin- 
ger:  — 

TO  MB.  COLERIDGE. 

"  Tuesday  evening. 

"  To  your  list  of  illustrative  personifications,  into 
lich  a  fine  imagination  enters,  I  will  take  leave  to 


,^»ff  :^  ^^^: 


»    •«. 


fc»V. 


88  LETTERS  TO  COLEBIDGE. 

add  the  following  from  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  *  Wife 
for  a  Month ; '  'tis  the  conclusion  of  a  description  of  a 
sea-fight:  —  *The  game  of  death  was  never  played  so 
nobly  ;  the  meagre  thief  grew  wanton  in  his  mischiefi, 
and  Ids  shrunk  hollow  eyes  smiled  on  his  ruins.'  There 
is  fancy  in  these  of  a  lower  order,  from  *Bonduca : '— - 
*  Tlien  did  I  see  these  vahant  men  of  Britain,  like 
boding  owls  creep  into  tods  of  ivy,  and  hoot  their  fears 
to  one  anotlier  nightly.'  Not  that  it  is  a  personifica- 
tion ;  only  it  just  caught  my  eye  in  a  little  extract  book 
I  keep,  which  is  full  of  quotations  from  B.  and  F.  in 
particular,  in  which  authors  I  can't  help  thinking  there 
is  a  greater  richness  of  poetical  &ncy  than  in  any  one, 
Shakspeare  excepted.  Are  you  acquainted  with  Mas^ 
'  singer  ?  At  a  liazard  I  will  trouble  you  with  a  passage 
from  a  play  of  his  called  *  A  Very  Woman.'  The  hues 
are  spoken  by  a  lover  (disguised)  to  his  fidthless  mis- 
tress. You  will  remark  the  fine  effect  of  the  double 
endings.  You  will  by  your  ear  distinguish  the  lines, 
for  I  write  'em  as  prose.  *Not  &r  from  where  my 
father  lives,  a  lady^  a  neighbor  by,  blest  with  as  great 
a  beauty  as  nature  durst  bestow  without  undoing^  dwelt, 
and  most  happily,  as  I  thought  then,  and  blest  the 
house  a  thousand  times  she  dwelt  in.  This  beauty,  in 
the  blossom  of  my  youth,  when  my  first  fire  knew  no 
adulterate  incense^  nor  I  no  way  to  flatter  but  mjfond^ 
ness ;  in  all  the  bravery  my  firiends  could  show  Tne,  in 
all  the  faith  my  innocence  could  give  mey  in  the  best 
language  my  true  tongue  could  tdl  me^  and  all  the 
broken  sighs  my  sick  heart  lend  me,  I  sued  and  served  ; 
long  did  I  serve  this  lady^  long  was  my  travail,  long  my 
trade  to  tvin  her  ;  with  all  the  duty  of  my  soul  I  served 
HER.'     *Then  she  must  love,'     *She  did,  but  never 
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me:  slie  conld  not  love  me;  she  would  not  love,'  she 
hated,  —  more,  she  scorned  me;  and  in  so  poor  and 
base  a  way  abused  me  for  all  my  services,  for  all  my 
bounties^  so  bold  neglects  flmig  on  me.*  —  *  What  out  of 
love,  and  worthy  love  I  ffave  her^  (shame  to  her  most 
unworthy  mind,)  to  fools,  to  girls,  to  fiddlers  and  her 
boys  she  flung,  all  in  disdain  of  me.'  One  more  pas- 
sage strikes  my  eye  from  B.  and  F.'s  *Palamon  and 
Arcite.'  One  of  *em  complains  in  prison :  *This  is  all 
our  world ;  we  shall  know  nothing  here  but  one  another ; 
hear  nothing  but  the  clock  that  tells  us  our  woes ;  tlie 
vine  shall  grow,  but  we  shall  never  see  it,'  &c^ —  Is  not 
the  last  circumstance  exquisite  ?  I  mean  not  to  lay  my- 
self open  by  saying  they  exceed  Milton,  and  perhaps 
Collins,  in  sublimity.  But  don't  you  conceive  all  poets 
after  Shakspeare  yield  to  'em  in  variety  of  genius  ? 
Massinger  treads  close  on  their  heels ;  but  you  are  most 
probably  as  well  acquainted  with  his  writings  as  your 
himible  servant.  My  quotations,  in  that  case,  will  only 
serve  to  expose  my  barrenness  of  matter.  Southey  in 
simplicity  and  tenderness,  is  excelled  decidedly  only,  I 
think,  by  Beaumont  and  F.  in  his  *  Maid's  Tragedy,' 
and  some  parts  of  ^  Philaster '  in  particular ;  and  else- 
where occasionally;  and  perhaps  by  Cowper  in  his 
*  Crazy  Kate,'  and  in  parts  of  his  translation ;  such  as 
the  speeches  of  Hecuba  and  Andromache.  I  long  to 
know  your  opinion  of  that  translation.  The  Odyssey 
especially  is  surely  very  Homeric.  What  nobler  than 
the  appearance  of  Phoebus  at  the  beginning  of  the  Iliad, 
— the  lines  ending  with  *  Dread  sounding,  boimding  on 
tlie  silver  bow  I* 

"  I  beg  you  will  give  me  your  opinion  of  the  trans- 
lation ;  it  afforded  me  high  pleasure.     As  curious  a 
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specimen  of  translation  as  ever  fell  into  my  hands,  is  a 
young  man's  in  our  office,  of  a  French  novel.  What 
in  the  original  was  literally  ^  amiable  delusions  of  the 
fancy/  he  proposed  to  render  *  the  fair  frauds  of  the 
imagination.'  I  had  much  trouble  in  licking  the  book 
into  any  meaning  at  all.  Yet  did  the  knave  clear  fifty 
or  sixty  pounds  by  subscription  and  selling  the  copy- 
right. The  book  itself  not  a  week's  work  1  To-day's 
portion  of  my  journalizing  epistle  has  been  very  dull 
and  poverty-fitricken.     I  will  here  end." 


*'  Taesday  night 

**  I  have  been  drinking  egg-hot  and  smoking  Oro- 
nooko,  (associated  circumstances,  which  ever  forcibly 
recall  to  my  mind  our  evenings  and  nights  at  the  Salu* 
tation,)  my  eyes  and  brain  are  heavy  and  asleep,  but 
my  heart  is  awake ;  and  if  words  came  as  ready  as 
ideas,  and  ideas  as  feelings,  I  could  say  ten  hundred 
kind  things.  Coleridge,  you  know  not  my  supreme 
happiness  at  having  one  on  earth  (though  counties  sep- 
arate us)  whom  I  can  call  a  friend.  Remember  you 
those  tender  lines  of  Logan  ?  — 


*  Oar  broken  friendnhtps  we  deplore, 
And  loves  of  youth  that  are  no  more; 
No  after  friendships  e*er  can  raise 
Th*  endearments  of  onr  early  dajrs, 
And  ne*er  the  heart  such  fondness  prove, 
As  when  we  first  began  to  love.' 


**  I  am   writing  at    random,  and  half-tipsy,   what 
you  may  not  eqtmlly  understand,  as  you  will  be  sober 


LETTEBS  TO  COLEBIBGE.  41 

wlien  you  read  it;  but  my  sober  and  my  half-tipsy 
hours  you  are  alike  a  sharer  in.     Good-night. 

*  Then  up  rose  onr  bard,  like  a  prophet  in  drink, 
Graigdoroch,  thouUt  soar  when  creation  shall  sink.* 

BURXB.** 


"  Thursday. 

**  I  am  now  in  high  hopes  to  be  able  to  visit  you,  if 
perfectly  convenient  on  your  part,  by  the  end  of  next 
month,  —  perhaps  the  last  week  or  fortnight  in  July. 
A  change  of  scene  and  a  change  of  &ces  would  do  me 
good,  even  if  that  scene  were  not  to  be  Bristol,  and 
those  faces  Coleridge's  and  his  friends'  I  In  the  words 
of  Terence,  a  little  altered,  *  Teedet  me  hujus  quotidi- 
ani  mumdi^  I  am  heartily  sick  of  the  every-day  scenes 
of  life.  I  shall  half  wish  you  unmarried  (don't  show 
this  to  Mrs.  C.)  for  one  evening  only,  to  have  the 
pleasure  of  smoking  with  you,  and  drinking  egg-hot  in 
some  little  smoky  room  in  a  pothouse,  for  I  know  not 
yet  how  I  shall  like  you  in  a  decent  room,  and  looking 
quite  happy.  My  best  love  and  respects  to  Sara  notr 
withstanding. 

"  Yours  sincerely, 

"Chaeles  Lamb.'* 

A  proposal  by  Coleridge  to  print  Lamb's  poems  with 
a  new  edition  of  his  own  (an  association  in  which 
IJoyd  was  ultimately  included)  occasioned  reciprocal 
communications  of  each  other's  verses,  and  many  ques- 
tions of  small  alterations  suggested  and  argued  on  both 
sides.  I  have  thought  it  better  to  omit  much  of  this 
verbal  criticism,  which,  not  veiy  interesting  in  itself 
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lligible  wiihoat  a  con  temporary  reference  to 
IS  which  arc  its  subject.  The  next  letter  was 
m  hearing  of  Coleridge  being  afflicted  with 
disease. 


TO  MB.  COLERIDGE. 

"  Nov.  81h,  1T96. 
brother,  my  friend,  —  I  am  distrest  for  you, 
le  I  am ;  not  so  much  for  yonr  painful,  trouble- 
nplaint,  which,  I  trust,  is  only  for  a  time,  as 
anxieties  which  brought  it  on,  and  perliapa 
ff  may  be  nursing  its  malignity.  Tell  me, 
if  my  friends,  is  your  mind  at  peace,  or  has 
,  yet  unltnown  to  me,  happened  to  give  yon 
quiet,  and  steal  from  you  all  the  pleasant 
f  ftiture  rest?  Are  you  still  (I  fear  you  are) 
being  comfortably  settled?  Would  to  God  it 
ny  power  to  contribute  towards  the  bringing 
to  the  haven  where  you  would  be  I  But  yoa 
'ell  skilled  in  the  philosophy  of  consolation  to 
humble  tribute  of  advice ;  in  pain,  and  in  sick- 
in  all  manner  of  disappointmeivts,  I  trust  you 
;  within  you  which  shall  speak  peace  to  your 
Jake  it,  I  entreat  you,  one  of  your  puny  com- 
1 1  feel  for  you,  and  share  all  your  griefe  with 
feel  as  if  I  were  troubling  you  about  HtUe 
low  I  am  going  to  resume  the  subject  of  our 
etters,  but  it  may  divert  us  both  from  unplea»- 
lings  to  make  such  matters,  in  a  manner,  of 
ce.  Without  further  apology,  then,  it  was 
I  did  not  relish,  that  I  did  not  in  my  heart 
)u  for  those  little  pictures   of  your  feelings 
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which  jroti  lately  sent  me,  if  I  neglected  to  mention 
them.  You  may  remember  yon  had  said  much  the 
same  things  before  to  me  on  the  same  subject  in  a  for- 
mer letter,  and  I  considered  those  last  verses  as  only 
the  identical  thoughts  better  clothed;  either  way  (in 
prose  or  verse}  such  poetry  must  be  welcome  to  me. 
I  love  them  as  I  love  the  Confessions  of  Rousseau,  and 
for  the  same  reason;  the  same  frankness,  the  same 
openness  of  heart,  the  same  disclosure  of  all  the  most 
hidden  and  delicate  affections  of  the  mind :  they  make 
me  proud  to  be  thus  esteemed  worthy  of  the  place  of 
friend-confessor,  brother-confessor,  to  a  man  like  Cole* 
ridge.  This  last  is,  I  acknowledge,  language  too  high 
for  friendship ;  but  it  is  also,  I  declare,  too  sincere  for 
flattery.  Now,  to  put  on  stilts,  and  talk  magnificently 
about  trifles.  I  condescend,  then,  to  your  counsel, 
Coleridge,  and  allow  my  first  sonnet  (sick  to  death  am 
I  to  make  mention  of  my  sonnets,  and  I  blush  to  be  so 
taken  up  with  them,  indeed  I  do) ;  I  allow  it  to  run 
thus,  '  Fairy  Lcmd^  &c.  &c.,  as  I  last  wrote  it. 

"  The  fragments  I  now  send  you,  I  want  printed  to 
get  rid  of  'em ;  for,  while  they  stick  burr-like  to  my 
memory,  they  tempt  me  to  go  on  with  the  idle  trade  of 
versifying,  which  I  long,  most  sincerely  I  speak  it,  I 
long  to  leave  off,  for  it  is  unprofitable  to  my  soul ;  I  feel 
it  is;  and  these  questions  about  words,  and  debates 
about  alterations,  take  me  off,  I  am  conscious,  from  the 
properer  business  of  my  life.  Take  my  sonnets,  once  for 
all,  and  do  not  propose  any  re-amendments,  or  mention 
them  again  in  any  shape  to  me,  I  charge  you.  I  blush 
that  my  mind  can  consider  them  as  things  of  any 
worth.  And,  pray,  admit  or  reject  these  fragments  as 
you  like  or  dislike  them,  without  ceremony.     Call  'em 
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sketches,  fragments,  or  what  you  will,  and  do  not  en- 
title any  of  my  thing%  love  sonnets,  as  I  told  you  to 
call  'em ;  'twill  only  make  me  look  little  in  my  own 
eyes ;  for  it  is  a  passion  of  which  I  retain  nothing  ;  'twas 
a  weakness,  concerning  which  I  may  say,  in  the  words 
of  Petrarch  (whose  life  is  now  open  before  me),  *  if  it 
drew  me  out  of  some  vices,  it  also  prevented  the  growth 
of  many  virtues,  filling  me  with  the  love  of  the  creature 
rather  than  the  Creator,  which  is  the  death  of  the  soul.' 
Thank  God,  the  folly  has  left  me  forever ;  not  even  a 
review  of  my  love  verses  renews  one  wayward  wish  in 
me ;  and  if  I  am  at  all  solicitous  to  trim  'em  out  in 
their  best  apparel,  it  is  because  they  are  to  make  their 
appearance  in  good  company.  Now  to  my  fi:ugments. 
Lest  you  have  lost  my  Grandame,  she  shall  be  one. 
'Tis  among  the  few  verses  I  ever  wrote,  that  to  Mary 
is  another,  which  profit  me  in  the  recollection.  God 
love  her,  and  may  we  two  never  love  each  other 
less  I 

"  These,  Coleridge,  are  the  few  sketches  I  have 
thought  worth  preserving;  how  will  they  relish  thus 
detached  ?  Will  you  reject  all  or  any  of  them  ?  They 
are  thine,  do  whatsoever  thou  listest  with  them.  My 
eyes  ache  with  writing  long  and  late,  and  I  wax  won- 
drous sleepy ;  God  bless  you  and  yours,  me  and  mine  I 
Good-night.  "  C.  Lamb. 

"  I  will  keep  my  eyes   open  reluctantly  a  minute 
longer  to  tell  you,  that  I  love  you  for  those  simple,  tei. 
der,  heartrfiowing  lines  with  which  you  conclude  your 
last,  and  in  my  eyes  best,  sonnet  (so  you  call  'em), 

'  So,  for  the  mother's  sake,  the  child  was  dear, 
And  dearer  was  the  mother  for  the  child.* 
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Cultivate  simplicity,  Coleridge ;  or  rather,  I  should  say, 
banish  elaborateness ;  for  simplicity  springs  spontaneous 
firom  the  heart,  and  carries  into  daylight  with  it  its  own 
modest  buds,  and  genuine,  sweet,  and  clear  flowers  of 
expression^  I  allow  no  hotbeds  in  the  gardens  of  Par- 
nassus. I  am  unwilling  to  go  to  bed,  and  leave  my 
sheet  unfilled  (a  good  piece  of  night-work  for  an  idle 
body  like  me),  so  will  finish  with  begging  you  to  send 
me  the  earliest  account  of  your  complaint,  its  progress, 
or  (as  I  hope  to  God  you  will  be  able  to  send  me)  the 
tale  of  your  recovery,  or  at  least  amendment.  My 
tenderest  remembrances  to  your  Sara. 
"  Once  more  good-night.'* 

A  wish  to  dedicate  his  portion  of  the  volume  to  his 
sister  gave  occasion  to  the  following  touching  letter : 

TO  MB.  COLEBIDGE. 

<<Nov.  Uth,  1796. 

'*  Coleridge,  I  love  you  for  dedicating  your  poetry  to 
Bowles :  Genius  of  the  sacred  fountain  of  tears,  it  was 
he  who  led  you  gently  by  the  hand  through  all  this 
valley  of  weeping,  showed  you  the  dark  green  yew- 
trees,  and  the  willow  shades,  where,  by  the  fall  of 
waters,  you  might  indulge  an  uncomplaining  melan- 
choly, a  delicious  regret  for  the  past,  or  weave  fine 
visions  of  that  awfiil  future, 

*  When  all  the  yanlties  of  lifers  brief  day 
Oblivion's  hnnying  hand  hath  swept  away, 
And  all  its  sorrows,  at  the  awftil  blast 
Of  the  archangel's  tmmp,  are  but  as  shadows  past.* 

"  I  have  another  sort  of  dedication  in  my  head  for 
my  few  things,  which  I  want  to  know  if  you  approve 
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of,  and  can  insert     I  mean  to  inscribe  them  to  m;^ 

sister.      It  will  be  unexpected,  and  it  will  give  her 

pleasure ;  or  do  you  think  it  will  look  whimsical  at  all  ? 

as  I  have  not  spoke  to  her  about  it,  I  can  easily  reject 

the  idea.     But  there  is  a  monotony  in  the  affections, 

which  people  living  together,  or,  as  we  do  now,  veiy 

fi'equently  seeing  each  other,  are  apt  to  give  in  to ;  a 

sort  of  indifference  in  the  expression  of  kindness  for 

each  other,  which  demands  that  we  should  sometimes 

call  to  our  aid  the  trickery  of  surprise.    Do  you  publish 

with  Lloyd,  or  without  him  ?  in  either  case  my  little 

portion  may  come  last,  and  after  the  fashion  of  orders 

to  a  country  correspondent,  I  will  give  directions  how 

I  should  like  to  have  'em  done.     The  title-page  t© 

stand  thus:  — 

POEMS, 

BY 

CHARLES  LAMB,  OF  THE  INWA  HOUSE. 

"  Under  this  title  the  following  motto,  which,  foi 
want  of  room,  I  put  over  leaf,  and  desire  you  to  insert 
whether  you  like  it  or  no.  May  not  a  gentleman 
choose  what  arms,  mottoes,  or  armorial  bearings  the 
herald  will  give  him  leave,  without  consulting  his  re- 
publican friend,  who  might  advise  none  ?  May  not  a 
publican  put  up  the  sign  of  the  Saracen's  Head,  even 
though  his  undisceming  neighbor  should  prefer,  as 
more  genteel,  the  Cat  and  Gridiron? 

r  Motto.] 

'  This  beautr,  in  the  blossom  of  ray  yoath, 
When  my  first  Are  Icnew  no  adulterate  incense, 
Nor  I  no  way  to  flatter  but  my  fondness, 
In  the  best  language  my  true  tongue  conld  tell  me, 
And  all  the  broken  sighs  my  siolL  heatt  lend  me, 
I  sued  and  served.    Long  did  I  love  this  lady.* 
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THE  DEDICATION. 

— • — 

THB  FEW  FOLLOWIKO  POEMS, 

OEVAl'URKS  OF  THE  FANCY  AND  THB  FEELISO 

Ur  LIFE*8  MORE  VACANT  HOURS, 

rSODUCKD,  FOB  THB  MOST  PART,  BT 

LOVB  IN  IDLENESS, 

ARE, 

WITH  ALL  A  brother's   FONDNESS, 

INSCRIBED  TO 

MARY  ANNE  LAMB, 

THE  AUTHOB'S  BEST  FRIEND  AND  8ISTEB. 


^  This  IS  the  pomp  and  paraphernalia  of  parting,  with 
which  I  take  my  leave  of  a  passion  which  has  reigned 
so  royally  (so  long)  within  me ;  thus,  with  its  trappings 
of  laureateship,  I  fling  it  off,  pleased  and  satisfied  with 
myself  that  die  weakness  troubles  me  no  longer.  I  am 
wedded,  Coleridge,  to  the  fortunes  of  my  sister  and  my 
poor  old  fiither.  Oh !  my  friend,  I  think  sometimes, 
could  I  recall  tlie  days  that  are  past,  which  among 
them  should  I  choose?  not  those  ^merrier  days,'  not 
the  *  pleasant  days  of  hope,'  not  ^  those  wanderings 
with  a  fair-hair'd  maid,'  which  I  have  so  often  and  so 
feelingly  regretted,  but  the  days,  Coleridge,  of  a  moth' 
er'«  fcHidness  for  her  schoolboy*  What  would  I  give  to 
call  her  back  to  earth  for  one  day,  on  my  knees  to  ask 
her  pardon  for  all  those  little  asperities  of  temper  which, 
from  time  to  time,  have  given  her  gentle  spirit  pain ; 
and  the  day,  my.friend,  I  trust,  wUl  come ;  there  will 
be  *  time  enough '  for  kind  ofKces  of  love,  if  *  Heaven's 
eternal  year'  be  ours.  Hereafter,  her  meek  spirit  shall 
not  reproach  me.  Oh,  my  fi-iend,  cultivate  the  filial 
feelings  I  and  let  no  man  think  himself  released  ft*om 
the  kind  ^  charities '  of  relationship :   these  shall  give 
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him  peace  at  the  last ;  these  are  the  best  foundatioii  for 
every  species  of  benevolence.  I  rejoice  to  hear,  by 
certain  channels,  that  you,  my  friend,  are  reconcile 
with  all  your  relations.  'Tis  the  most  kindly  and  nat- 
ural species  of  love,  and  we  have  all  the  associated  train- 
of  early  feelings  to  secure  its  strength  and  perpetuity. 
Send  me  an  account  of  vour  health;  indeed  I  am 
solicitous  about  you,     God  love  you  and  yours. 

"  C.  Lamb,'* 

The  following,  written  about  this  time,  alludes  to 
some  desponding  expression  in  a  letter  which  is  lost, 
and  which  Coleridge  had  combated. 


TO  MB.  COLERIDGE. 

•'  Deo.  10th,  1796. 

"  I  had  put  my  letter  into  the  post  rather  hastily,  not 
expecting  to  have  to  acknowledge  another  from  you  so 
soon.  This  morning's  present  has  made  me  alive  again : 
my  last  night's  epistle  was  childishly  querulous ;  but 
you  have  put  a  little  Ufe  into  me,  and  I  will  thank  you 
for  your  remembrance  of  me,  while  my  sense  of  it  is 
yet  warm ;  for  if  I  linger  a  day  or  two  I  may  use  the 
same  phrase  of  acknowledgment,  or  similar,  but  the 
feeling  that  dictates  it  now  will  be  gone.  I  shall  send 
you  a  caput  mortuum^  not  a  eor  vivens.  Thy  Watch- 
man's, thy  bellman's  verses,  I  do  retort  upon  thee,  thou 
libellous  varlet,  —  why  you  cried  the  hours  yourself, 
and  who  made  you  so  proud  I  But  I  submit,  to  show 
my  humility  most  implicitly  to  your  dogmas.  I  reject 
entirely  the  copy  of  verses  you  reject.  With  regard  to 
my  leaving  off  versifying  you  have  said  so  many  pretty 
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things,  so  many  fine  compliments,  ingeniously  decked 
out  in  the  garb  of  sincerity,  and  undoubtedly  springing 
fix>m  a  present  feeling  somewhat  like  sincerity,  that  you 
might  melt  the  most  un-muse-ical  soul,  —  did  you  not 
(now  for  a  Rowland  compliment  for  your  provision  of 
Olivers),  did  you  not  in  your  very  epistle,  by  the  many 
pretty  fancies  and  profusion  of  heart  displayed  in  it, 
dissuade  and  discourage  me  from  attempting  anytliing 
after  ^ou.  At  present  I  have  not  leisure  to  make 
verses,  nor  anything  approaching  to  a  fondness  for  the 
exercise.  In  the  ignorant  present  time,  who  can  answer 
for  the  future  man  ?  'At  lovers'  perjuries  Jove  laughs' 
-  and  poete  have  sometimes  a  disingenuous  way  of  for- 
swearing  their  occupation.  This  though  is  not  my  case. 
Publish  your  Bums  when  and  how  you  like,  it  will  be 
new  to  me,  — my  memory  of  it  is  very  confused,  and 
tainted  with  unpleasant  associations.  Bums  was  the 
god  of  my  idolatry,  as  Bowles  of  yours.  I  am  jealous 
of  your  fi'atemizing  with  Bowles,  when  I  think  you 
relish  him  fiiore  than  Bums,  or  my  old  favorite.  Cow- 
per.  But  you  conciliate  matters  when  you  talk  of  the 
*  divine  chitchat '  of  the  latter :  by  the  expression,  I 
see  you  thoroughly  relish  him.  I  love  Mrs.  Coleridge 
for  her  excuses  an  hundred-fold  more  dearly,  than  if  she 
heaped  ^line  upon  line,'  out  Hannah-ing  Hannah  More; 
and  had  rather  hear  you  sing  '  Did  a  very  little  baby' 
by  your  family  fireside,  than  listen  to  you,  when  you 
were  repeating  one  of  Bowles's  sweetest  sonnets,  in 
your  sweet  manner,  while  we  two  were  indulging  sym- 
pathy, a  solitary  luxury,  by  the  fireside  at  the  Saluta- 
tion. Yet  have  I  no  higher  ideas  of  heaven.  Your 
company  was  one  *  cordial  in  this  melancholy  vale  *•  — 
the  remembrance  of  it  is  a  blessing  partly,  and  part7y  a 
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curse.  When  I  can  abstract  myself  from  tilings  pres- 
ent, I  can  enjoy  it  with  a  freshness  of  relish ;  but  it 
more  constantly  operates  to  an  un&vorable  comparison 
with  the  uninteresting  converse  I  always  and  only  can 
partake  in.  Not  a  soul  loves  Bowles  here ;  scarce  one 
has  heard  of  Bums  ;  few  but  laugh  at  me  for  reading 
my  Testament,  —  they  talk  a  language  I  understand 
not,  I  conceal  sentiments  that  would  be  a  puzzle  tci 
them.  I  can  only  converse  with  you  by  lettei:,  and 
with  the  dead  in  their  books.  My  sister,  indeed,  is  all 
I  can  wish  in  a  companion ;  but  our  spirits  are  alike 
poorly,  our  reading  and  knowledge  from  the  sel&ame 
sources ;  our  commimication  with  the  scenes  of  the 
world  alike  narrow;  nerer  haying  kept  separate  com- 
pany,  or  any  *  company'  together — never  having  read 
separate  books,  and  few  books  together  —  what  knowl- 
edge have  we  to  convey  to  each  other  ?  In  our  little 
range  of  duties  and  connections,  how  few  sentiments 
can  take  place,  without  friends,  ¥dth  few  books,  with  a 
taste  for  religion,  rather  than  a  strong  religious  habit  I 
We  need  some  support,  some  leading-strings  to  cheer 
and  direct  us ;  you  talk  very  wisely,  and  be  not  sparing 
of  your  advice.  Continue  to  remember  us,  and  to  show 
us  you  do  remember  us  :  we  will  take  as  lively  an  in- 
terest in  what  concerns  you  and  yours.  All  I  can  add 
to  your  happiness,  will  be  sympathy :  you  can  add  to 
mine  more;  you  can  teach  me  wisdom.  I  am  indeed 
an  unreasonable  correspondent ;  but  I  was  unwilling  to 
let  my  last  night's  letter  go  off  without  this  qualifier : 
you  will  perceive  by  this  my  mind  is  easier,  and  you 
will  rejoice.  I  do  not  expect  or  wish  you  to  write, 
till  you  are  moved ;  and,  of  course,  shall  not,  till  you 
announce  to  me  that' event,  think  of  writing  myself. 
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Love  to  Mrs.  Coleridge  and  David  Hartley,  a^d  my 
kind  remembrance  to  Lloyd  if  he  is  with  you. 

"  0.  Lamb. 

**  I  will  get  *  Nature  and  Art,'  —  have  not  seen  it 
yet — nor  any  of  Jeremy  Taylor's  works." 


CHAPTER  HL 

[1797.] 
LETTERS  TO  COLERIBOB. 


The  volume  which  was  to  combine  the  early  poetry 
of  the  three  friends  was  not  completed  in  the  year 
1796,  and  proceeded  slowly  through  the  press  in  the 
foUowing  year ;  Lamb  occasionally  submitting  an  addi- 
tional sonnet,  or  correction  of  one  already  sent,  to  the 
judgment  of  Coleridge,  and  filling  long  letters  with 
minute  suggestions  on  Coleridge's  share  of  the  work, 
and  high,  but  honest  expressions  of  praise  of  particular 
images  and  thoughts.  The  eulogy  is  only  interesting 
as  indicative  of  the  reverential  feeling  with  which 
Lamb  regarded  the  genius  of  Coleridge  —  but  one  or 
two  specimens  of  the  gentle  rebuke  which  he  ventured 
on,  when  the  gorgeousness  of  Coleridge's  language 
seemed  to  oppress  his  sense,  are  worthy  of  preserva- 

n.     The  following  relates  to  a  line  in  the  noble 

Ide  on  the  Departing  Year,"  in  which  Coleiidge 

\  written  of 

"  Th'  ethereal  multitude, 
Whose  pnrple  locks  with  snow-white  glories  shone.*' 
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Purple  locks  and  snow-white  glories ; '  —  these 
lings  tlie  muse  talks  about  when,  to  borrow  H. 
ole'a  witty  phrase,  she  is  not  finely-frenzied,  only 
e  light-lieaded,  that's  all  — '  Purple  locks  1 '  They 
manage  things  differently  in  fairy-land ;  hut  your 
en  tresses '  are  to  my  fancy." 

tliis  remonstrance  Coleridge  changed  the  "  pur- 
into  **  golden,"  defending  his  original  epithet ;  and 
I  thus  gave  up  the  point :  — 
Golden  locks  and  snow-white  glories'  are  as  in- 
uous  as  your  former ;  and  if  the  great  Italian 
srs,  of  whom  my  friend  knows  about  as  much  aa 
an  in  the  moon  —  if  tliese  great  gentlemen  be  on 
side,  I  see  no  harm  in  your  retaining  the  purple. 
glories  that  I  have  observed  to  encircle  the  heads 
nts  and  madonnas  in  tliose  old  paintings,  liave 
mostly  of  a  dirty  drab-colored  yellow  —  a  dull 
ogium.  Keep  your  old  line ;  it  will  excite  a  con- 
kind  of  pleasurable  idea  in  the  reader's  mind,  not 
enough  to  be  called  a  conception,  nor  just  enough, 
ik,  to  reduce  to  painting.  It  is  a  rich  line,  you 
and  riches  liide  a  many  faults."  And  the  word 
allied  "  was  ultimately  adopted,  instead  of  purple 
!den  :  but  the  snow-white  glories  remain. 

t  satisfied  with  the  dedication  of  his  portion  of  the 
le  to  Ills  sister,  and  the  sonnet  which  had  been 
o  the  press.  Lamb  urged  on  Coleridge  the  inser- 
if  another,  which  seems  to  have  been  ultimately 
eld  as  too  poor  in  poetical  merit  for  publication, 
•ejected  sonnet,  and  the  references  made  to  it  by 
riler,  have  an  interest  now  beyond  what  mere 
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fitncy  can  give-     After  yarions  critical  remarks  on  an 
ode  of  Coleridge,  he  thus  introduced  the  subject :  — 

**  If  the  fmtemal  sentiment  conveyed  in  the  follow- 
ing lines  will  atone  for  the  total  want  of  anything  like 
merit  or  genius  in  it,  I  desire  you  will  print  it  next  after 
my  other  sonnet  to  my  sister. 

'  Friend  of  my  earliest  years  and  childish  days, 
My  joys,  my  sorrows,  thoa  with  me  hast  shared, 
Companion  dear;  and  we  alike  have  fared, 
Poor  pilgrims  we,  through  lifers  unequal  ways. 
It  were  unwisely  done,  should  we  refuse 
To  cheer  our  path,  as  featly  as  we  may,  — 
Our  lonely  path  to  cheer,  as  travellers  use, 
With  merry  song,  quaint  tale,  or  roundelay. 
And  we  will  sometimes  talk  past  troubles  o^er, 
Of  mercies  shown,  and  all  our  sickness  hcaPd, 
And  in  his  judgments  God  remembering  love: 
And  we  will  leam  to  praise  God  evermore. 
For  those  ^  glad  tidings  of  great  joy,"  reveard 
By  that  sooth  messenger,  sent  from  above.'  — 1797. 

"  This  has  been  a  sad  long  letter  of  business,  with 
no  room  in  it  for  what  honest  Bunyan  terms  heart-work, 
I  have  just  room  left  to  congratulate  you  on  your  re- 
moval to  Stowey ;  to  wish  success  to  all  your  projects ; 
to  *bid  fiiir  peace'  be  to  that  house ;  to  send  my  love 
and  best  wishes,  breathed  warmly,  afl:er  your  dear  Sara, 
and  her  little  David  Hartley.  If  Lloyd  be  with  you, 
bid  him  write  to  me :  I  feel  to  whom  I  am  obliged  pri- 
marily, for  two  very  friendly  letters  I  have  received 
already  from  him.  A  dainty  sweet  book  that '  Nature 
and  Art'  is.  —  I  am  at  present  re-re-reading  Priest- 
ley's "  Examination  of  the  Scotch  Doctors  : "  how  tlie 
rogue  strings  'em  up  1  three  together  1  You  have  no 
loubt  read  that  clear,  strong,  humorous,  most  enter- 
aiiiing  piece  of  reasoning?     If  not,  procure  it,  and 
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be  exquijjitely  amused.  I  wish  I  could  get  more  of 
Priestley's  works.  Can  you  recommend  me  to  any 
more  books,  easy  of  access,  such  as  circulating  shops 
afford  I     God  bless  you  and  yours- 

**  Monday  morning,  at  offioe.*' 

"  Poor  Mary  is  very  unwell  with  a  sore  throat  and  a 
slight  species  of  scarlet  fever.     God  bless  her  too." 

He  recurs  to  the  subject  in  his  next  letter,  which  ia 
also  interesting,  as  urging  Coleridge  to  attempt  some 
great  poem  worthy  of  his  genius. 


TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

"Jan.  10th,  1T9T. 

"  I  need  not  repeat  my  wishes  to  have  my  little  son- 
nets printed  verbatim  my  last  way.  In  particular,  I 
fear  lest  you  should  prefer  printing  my  first  sonnet,  as 
you  have  done  more  than  once,  'Did  the  wand  of  Mer- 
lin wave  ? '  it  looks  so  like  Mr.  Merlin,  the  ingenious 
successor  of  the  immortal  Merlin,  now  living  in  good 
health  and  spirits,  and  flourishing  in  magical  reputa- 
tion, in  Oxford  Street ;  and,  on  my  life,  one  half  who 
read  it  would  understand  it  so.  Do  put  'em  forth 
finally,  as  I  have,  in  various  letters,  settled  it ;  for  first 
a  man's  self  is  to  be  pleased,  and  then  his  friends,  — 
and,  of  course,  the  greater  number  of  his  friends,  if  they 
differ  inter  Be.  Thus  taste  may  safely  be  put  to  the 
vote.  I  do  long  to  see  our  names  together ;  not  for 
vanity's  sake,  and  naughty  pride  of  heart  altogether, 
for  not  a  living  soul  I  know,  or  am  intimate  with,  will 
scarce  read  the  book,  —  so  I  shall  gain  notliing,  quoad 
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famam  ;  and  yet  there  is  a  little  vanity  mixes  in  it^  I 
cannot  help  denying.  —  I  am  aware  of  the  unpoetical 
cast  of  the  last  six  lines  of  my  last  sonnet,  and  think 
myself  unwarranted  in  smuggling  so  tame  a  thing  into 

;  the  book ;   only  the  sentiments  of  those  six  lines  are 

thoroughly  congenial  to  me  in  my  state  of  mind,  and 
I  wish  to  accumulate  perpetuating  tokens  of  my  adeo- 
tion  to  poor  Mary,  —  that  it  has  no  originality  in  its 
cast,  nor  anything  in  the  feelings,  but  what  is  conmion 
and  natural  to  thousands,  nor  ought  properly  to  be 
called  poetry,  I  see*;  still  it  will  tend  to  keep  present 
to  my  mind  a  view  of  things  which  I  ought  to  indulge. 
These  six  lines,  too,  have  not,  to  a  reader,  a  connected- 
ness  with  the  foregoing.  Omit  it,  if  you  like.  —  What 
a  treasure  it  is  to  my  poor,  indolent,  and  unemployed 
mind  thus  to  lay  hold  on  a  subject  to  talk  about,  though 
'tis  but  a  sonnet,  and  that  of  the  lowest  order  I  How 
moumftdly  inactive  I  am  1  —  'Tis  night :  good-night. 

**  My  sister,  I  thank  God,  is  nigh  recovered :  she 
was  seriously  ill.  Do,  in  your  next  letter,  and  that 
right  soon,  give  me  some  satisfaction  respecting  your 

I  present  situation  at  Stowey.     Is  it  a  farm  you  have 

j  got  ?  and  what  does  your  worship  know  about  farming? 

I  **  Coleridge,  I  want  you  to  write  an  epic  poem. 

Nothing  short  of  it  can  satisfy  the  vast  capacity  of  true 
poetic  genius.  Having  one  great  end  to  direct  all  your 
poetical  faculties  to,  and  on  which  to  lay  out  your 
hopes,  your  ambition  will  show  you  to  what  you  are 
equal.  By  the  sacred  energies  of  Milton  1  by  the 
dainty,  sweet,  and  soothing  fantasies  of  honey- 
tongned  Spenser  I  I  adjure  you  to  attempt  the  epic. 
Or'do  something  more  ample  than  the  writing  an  oo- 
easional  brief  ode  or  sonnet ;  something  *  to  nud^e  your- 
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• 

Belf  forever  known,  —  to  make  the  age  to  come  yonr 
own.'  But  I  prate ;  doubtless  you  meditate  sometliing. 
When  you  are  exalted  among  the  lords  of  epic  fame,  I 
shall  recall  with  pleasure,  and  exultingly,  the  days  of 
your  humility,  when  you  disdained  not  to  put  forth,  in 
the  same  volume  with  mine,  your  *  Religious  Musings,' 
and  that  other  poem  from  the  ^  Joan  of  Arc,'  those 
promising  first-fruits  of  high  renown  to  come.  You 
have  learning,  you  have  fancy,  you  have  enthusia^sm, 
you  have  strength,  and  amplitude  of  wing  enow  for 
flights  like  those  I  recommend.  In  the  vast  and  unex- 
plored regions  of  fairy-land,  there  is  ground  enough 
unfound  and  uncultivated ;  search  there,  and  realize 
your  favorite  Susquehannah  scheme.  In  all  our  com- 
parisons of  taste,  I  do  not  know  whether  I  have  ever 
heard  your  opinion  of  a  poet,  very  dear  to  me,  —  the 
now-outK)f-fashion  Cowley.  Favor  me  with  your  judg- 
ment  of  him,  and  tell  me  if  his  prose  essays,  in  partic- 
ular, as  well  as  no  inconsiderable  part  of  his  verse, 
be  not  delicious.  I  prefer  the  graceful  rambling  of 
his  essays,  even  to  the  courtly  elegance  and  ease  of 
Addison ;  abstracting  from  this  the  latter's  exquisita 
humor. 

"  When  the  little  volume  is  printed,  send  me  three 
or  four,  at  all  events  not  more  than  six  copies,  and  tell 
me  if  I  put  you  to  any  additional  expense,  by  printing 
with  you.  I  have  no  thought  of  the  kind,  and  in  that 
case  must  reimburse  you." 

In  the  commencement  of  this  year,  Coleridge  re- 
moved from  Bristol  to  a  cottage  at  Nether  Stowey, 
to  embody  his  favorite  dream  of  a  cottage  life.     This 


i 


u 


LETTERS  TO  COLERIDGE.  57 

change  of  place  probably  delayed  the  printing  of  the 
volume ;  and  Coleridge,  busy  with  a  thousand  specula- 
tions, became  irregular  in  replying  to  the  letters  with 
writing  which  Lamb  solaced  his  dreary  hours.  The 
following  are  the  most  interesting  portions  of  the  only 
letters  which  remain  of  this  year. 


TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

"Jan.  10th,  1797. 

Priestley,  whom  I  sin  in  almost  adoring,  speaks  of 
*  such  a  choice  of  company,  as  tends  to  keep  up  that 
right  bent,  and  firmness,  of  mind,  which  a  necessary 
intercourse  with  the  world  would  otherwise  warp  and 
relax.'  *  Such  fellowship  is  the  true  balsam  of  life ;  its 
cement  is  infinitely  more  durable  than  that  of  the 
friendships  of  the  world,  and  it  looks  for  its  proper 
fruit,  and  complete  gratification,  to  the  life  beyond  the 
grave.'  Is  there  a  possible  chance  for  such  an  one  as 
I  to  realize  in  this  world  such  friendships  ?  Where  am  I 
to  look  for  'em  ?  What  testimonials  shall  I  bring  of  my 
being  worthy  of  such  friendship  ?  Alas  1  the  great  and 
good  go  together  in  separate  herds,  and  leave  such  as 
I  to  lag  far,  far  behind  in  all.  intellectual,  and,  far  more 
grievous  to  say,  in  all  moral  accomplishments.  Cole- 
ridge, I  have  not  one  truly  elevated  character  among 
my  acquaintance :  not  one  Christian :  not  one,  but 
undervalues  Christianity  —  singly  what  am  I  to  do  ? 
esley  (have  you  read  his  life  ?)  was  he  not  an  ele- 
ted  character  ?  Wesley  has  said,  *  Religion  is  not  a 
litary  thing.'  Alas  1  it  necessarily  is  so  with  me,  or 
^xt  to  solitary.  'Tis  true  you  write  to  me.  But  cor- 
spondence  by  letter,  and  personal  intimacy,  are  very 
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widely  different.  Do,  do  write  to  me,  and  do  some  good 
to  my  mind,  already  how  much  *  warped  and  relaxed ' 
by  the  world  I  'Tis  the  conclusion  of  another  evening. 
Good-night.     God  have  us  all  in  his  keeping. 

"  If  you  are  sufficiently  at  leisure,  oblige  me  with  an 
account  of  your  plan  of  life  at  Stowey  —  your  literary 
occupations  and  prospects  —  in  short,  make  me  ac- 
quainted with  every  circumstance  which,  as  relating  to 
you,  can  be  interesting  to  me.  Are  you  yet  a  Berk- 
leyan?  Make  me  one.  I  rejoice  in  being,  specula- 
tively, a  necessarian.  Would  to  God,  I  were  habitu- 
ally a  practical  one  I  Confirm  me  in  the  faith  of  that 
great  and  glorious  doctrine,  and  keep  me  steady  in  the 
contemplation  of  it.  You  some  time  since  expressed 
an  intention  you  had  of  finishing  some  extensive  work 
on  the  Evidences  of  Natural  and  Revealed  ReUgion* 
Have  you  let  that  intention  go?  Or  are  you  doing 
anything  towards  it  ?  Make  to  yourself  other  ten  tal^ 
ents.  My  letter  is  full  of  nothingness.  I  talk  of  noth- 
ing. But  I  must  talk.  I  love  to  write  to  you.  I 
take  a  pride  in  it.  It  makes  me  think  less  meanly  of 
myself.  It  makes  me  think  myself  not  totally  discon- 
nected fi'om  the  better  part  of  mankind.  I  know  I  am 
too  dissatisfied  with  tlie  beings  around  me ;  but  I  can- 
not help  occasionally  exclaiming,  ^  Woe  is  me,  that  I 
am  constrained  to  dwell  vnth  Meshech,  and  to  have  my 
habitation  among  the  tents  of  Kedar.'  I  know  I  am 
noways  better  in  practice  than  my  neighbors,  but  I 
have  a  taste  for  Religion,  an  occasional  earnest  aspira- 
tion after  perfection,  which  they  have  not.  I  gain 
nothmg  by  being  with  such  as  myself —  we  encourage 
one  another  in  mediocrity.  I  am  always  longing  to  be 
with  men  more  excellent  than  myself.     All  this  must 
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Boxmd  odd  to  you,  but  these  are  my  predominant  feel- 
ings, when  I  sit  down  to  write  to  you,  and  I  should 
put  force  upon  my  mind  were  I  to  reject  them.  Yet  I 
rejoice,  and  feel  my  privilege  with  gratitude,  when  I 
have  been  reading  some  wise  book,  such  as  I  have  just 
been  reading,  *  Priestley  on  Philosophical  Necessity,'  in 
the  thought  that  I  enjoy  a  kind  of  communion,  a  kind 
of  friendship  even,  with  the  great  and  good.  Books 
are  to  me  instead  of  iriends.  I  wish  they  did  not  r^ 
semble  the  latter  in  their  scarceness. 

"  And  how  does  little  David  Hartley  ?  *  JEcguid 
in  antiquam  virttUemf^  Does  his  mighty  name  work 
wonders  yet  upon  his  little  frame  and  opening  mind  ? 
I  did  not  distinctly  imderstand  you  —  you  don't  mean 
to  make  an  actual  ploughman  of  him  ?  Is  Lloyd  with 
you  yet?  Are  you  intimate  with  Southey?  What 
poems  is  he  about  to  publish?  —  he  hath  a  most  pro- 
lific brain,  and  is  indeed  a  most  sweet  poet.  But  how 
can  you  answer  all  the  various  mass  of  interrogation  I 
have  put  to.  you  in  the  course  of  the  sheet  ?  Write 
back  just  what  you  like,  only  write  something,  how- 
ever brief.  I  have  now  nigh  finished,  my  page,  and 
got  to  the  end  of  another  evening  (Monday  evening), 
and  my  eyes  are  heavy  and  sleepy,  and  my  brain  un- 
suggestive.  I  have  just  heart  enough  awake  to  say 
good-night  once  more,  and  God  love  you,  my  dear 
friend;  God  love  us  all.  Mary  bears  an  afiectionate 
remembrance  of  you. 

**  Charles  Lamb." 

A  poem  of  Coleridge,  emulous  of  Southey's  "  Joan 
ft  Arc,"  which  he  proposed  to  call  the  "  Maid  of  Or- 
leans," on  which  Lamb  had  made  some  critical  re- 
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educed  tlio  humorous  recantation  n 
Ing  letter  opens. 


TO  UB.  COLERIDGE. 

"Feb. 
poem  is  altogether  admirable — p: 
exquisite  —  in  particular  your  per 
le  Maid  far  surpasses  anything  of  t 

I  perceived  all  its  excellences,  i 
s  readily  as  now  you  have  been  re 
ilm  from  my  eyca.  I  was  only  stru 
Ity  disproportion,  in  the  matter  and 
ill  think  I  perceive,  between  tliese 
r  ones,     I  had  an  end  in  view,  I  ■ 

reject  tlie  poem,  onlv  as  being  ( 
■thcr,  and  in  subservience  to  tliat  ei 
done  in  me  to  overpass,  and  make 
sric,  which  could  you  think  me  a 
',  might  reasonably  damn  forever 
nil  pretensions,  in  me,  to  be  critical 
he  judged  by  Lloyd,  whether  I 
ly  handsome  recantation.  I  was  in 
whose  friend  has  asked  him  liis  opi 
mg  lady — the  deluded  wight  gives  ^ 
1-  in  toto  —  don't  hke  her  fece,  her 
finds  fault  with  her  eyebrows ;  ca 
;  his  friend  looks  blank,  he  begins 
nd  veers  about  —  he  acknowledges 
judgment  in  dress,  a  certain  sim] 
nd  honesty  of  heart,  something  t< 
'hich  gains  upon  you  after  a  short 
id   tlien   her  accurate  pronunciatio 
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French  language,  and  a  pretty  uncultivated  taste  in 
drawing-  The  reconciled  gentleman  smiles  applause, 
squeezes  him  by  the  hand,  and  hopes  he  will  do  him 
the  honor  of  taking  a  bit  of  dinner  with  Mrs. 


and  him,  —  a  plaui  family  dinner, — some  day  next 
week;  *for,  I  suppose,  you  never  heard  we  wer& 
married.  I'm  glad  to  see  you  hke  my  wife,  how- 
ever ;  you'll  come  and  see  her,  ha  ? '  Now  ^m  I  too 
proud  to  retract  entirely  ?  Yet  I  do  perceive  I  am  in 
some  sort  straitened:  you  are  manifestly  wedded  to 
this  poem,  and  what  fancy  has  joined  let  no  man  sep- 
arate.    I  turn  me  to  the  *  Joan  of  Arc,'  second  book. 

"  The  solemn  openings  of  i**  are  with  sounds,  which 
LI.  would  say  *are  silence  to  the  mind.'  The  deep 
preluding  strains  are  fitted  to  initiate  the  mind,  with 
a  pleasing  awe,  into  the  sublimest  mysteries  of  theory 
concerning  man's  nature,  and  his  noblest  destination  — 
the  philosophy  of  a  first  cause  —  of  subordinate  agents 
in  creation,  superior  to  man  —  the  subserviency  of 
Pagan  worship  and  Pagan  faith  to  the  introduction  of 
a  purer  and  more  perfect  religion,  which  you  so  ele- 
gantly describe  as  winning,  with  gradual  steps,  her 
difficult  way  northward  from  Betliabra.  After  all  this 
Cometh  Joan^  a  publican^s  daughter,  sitting  on  an  ale- 
house bench^  and  marking  the  atvinginffs  of  the  sign^ 
board,  finding  a  poor  man,  his  wife  and  six  childi'en, 
starved  to  death  with  cold,  and  thence  roused  into  a 
state  of  mind  proper  to  receive  visions,  emblematical  of 
equality  ;  which,  what  the  devil  Joan  had  to  do  with,  1 
don't  know,  or,  indeed,  with  the  French  and  American 
revolutions,  though  that  needs  no  pardon,  it  is  executed 
80  nobly.  After  all,  if  you  perceive  no  disproportion, 
all  argument  is  vain  :  I  do  not  so  much  object  to  parts 
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I,  when  you  talk  of  building  your  fame  on  these 
in  preference  to  the  '  Religious  Musings,'  I  can- 
ilp  conceiving  of  you,  and  of  the  author  of  that, 
o  diffiirent   persons,   and   I   think  yon  a   very 

have  been  re-reading  your  letter ;  much  of  it  I 
dispute,  but  with  the  latter  part  of  it,  in  which 
ompare  the  two  Joans  with  respect  to  their  pre- 
itions  for  fiuiaticism,  I,  toto  corde,  coincide ;  only 
kk  that  Southey's  strength  rather  lies  in  the  de- 
ion  of  the  emotions  of  the  Maid  under  the  weight 
piration,  —  these  (I  see  no  niighty  difference  be- 

her  describing  them  or  j/ou  describing  them}, 
if  you  only  equal,  the  previous  admirers  of  his 

as  is  natural,  will  pr^er  his,  —  if  you  surpass, 
lice  will  scarcely  allow  it,  and  1  scarce  think 
vill  surpass,  though  your  specimen  at  the  con- 
D,  I  am  in  earnest,  I  think  very  nigh  equals 
And  in  an  account  of  a  &natic  or  of  a  prophet, 
ascription  of  her  emotions  is  expected  to  be  most 
r  finished.  By  the  way,  I  spoke  £ar  too  dispar- 
ly  of  your  lines,  and,  I  am  ashamed  to  say,  pur- 
■.  I  sliould  like  you  to  specify,  or  particularize ; 
ary  of  tlie  'Tottering  Eld,'  of  'his  eventful  years 
ne  and  gone,'  is  too  general ;  why  not  make  him 
ier,  or  some  character,  however,  in  which  he  has 
pritness  to  frequency  of  'cruel  wrong  and  strange 
IS  I '  I  think  I  shotild.  When  I  laughed  at  the 
itble  man  crawling  fi'om  beneath  the  coverture,' 
der  I  did  not  perceive  that  it  was  a  laugh  of  hoi^ 
such  as  I  have  kughed  at  Dante's  picture  of  the 
led  Ugolino.  Without  &lsehood,  I  perceive  an 
ed  jjeaudes  in  your  narrative.     Yet  I  wonder  you 
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do  not  perceive  something  out-of-the-way,  something 
unsimple  and  artificial,  in  the  expression  ^v  Diced  a  sad 
tale.'  I  hate  made-dishes  at  the  muses'  banquet.  I 
believe  I  was  wrong  in  most  of  my  other  objections. 
But  surely  ^hailed  him  immortal,'  adds  nothing  to  the 
terror  of  the  man's  death,  which  it  was  your  business 
to  heighten,  not  diminish  by  a  phrase,  which  takes 
away  aU  terror  firom  it.  I  like  that  line,  '  They  closed 
their  eyes  in  sleep,  nor  knew  'twas  death.'  Indee<l 
there  is  scarce  a  line  I  do  not  like.  *•  Turbid  ecstasy  * 
is  surely  not  so  good  as  what  you  Jiad  written,  *  troub- 
lous.' Turbid  rather  suits  the  muddy  kind  of  inspira- 
tion which  London  porter  confers.  The  versification 
is,  throughout,  to  my  ears  unexceptionable,  with  no 
disparagement  to  the  measure  of  the  ^  Religious  Mus- 
ings,' which  is  exactly  fitted  to  the  thoughts. 

"Tou  were  building  your  house  on  a  rock,  when 
you  rested  your  fame  on  that  poem.  I  can  scarce 
bring  myself  to  believe,  that  I  am  admitted  to  a  fa- 
miliar correspondence,  and  all  the  license  of  friendship, 
with  a  man  who  writes  blank  verse  like  Milton.  Now, 
this  is  delicate  flatteiy,  indirect  flattery.  60  on  with 
your  ^Maid  of  Orleans,'  and  be  content  to  be  second 
to  yourself.  I  shall  become  a  convert  to  it,  when  'tis 
finished. 

"  This  afternoon  I  attend  the  funeral  of  my  poor 
old  aunt,  who  died  on  Thursday.  I  own  I  am  thank- 
ful that  the  good  creature  has  ended  all  her  days  of 
Koffering  and  infirmity.  She  was  to  me  the  '  cherisher 
[if  infancy,',  and  one  must  fall  on  those  occasions  into 

leflections,  which  it  would  be  commonplace  to  enumer- 
ite,  concerning  death,  ^  of  chance  and  change,  and  fate 

a  human  life.'     Good  God,  who  could  have  foreseen 
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!  but  four  months  back  I  I  had  reckoned,  in 
lar,  on  my  aunt's  living  many  years  ;  she  was 
hearty  old  woman.  But  she  was  a  mei-e  skel&- 
ore  she  died,  looked  more  like  a  corpse  that  had 
seks  in  the  grave,  than  one  fresh  dead.  '  Truly 
;ht  is  sweot,  and  a  pleasant  thing  It  is  for  the 
I  behold  tlie  sun  ;  but  let  a  man  live  many  days 
joice  in  them  all,  yet  let  him  remember  the  days 
moss,  for  they  shall  be  many.'     Coleridge,  why 

to  live  on  after  all  the  strength  and  beauty  of 
ice  are  gone,  when  all  the  life  of  life  b  fled,  as 
Sums  exjiresses  it  ?  Tell  Lloyd  I  have  had 
,ts  of  turning  Quaker,  and  have  been  reading, 

rather  just'  beginning  to  read,  ft  most  rapi- 
ok,  good  thoughts  in  good  language,  William 
i  'No  Cross,  no  Crown.'  I  like  it  immensely, 
kily  I  went  to  one  of  his  meetings,  tali  him,  in 
Im  Street,  yesterday,  and  saw  a  man  under  all 
itations  and  workings  of  a  fanatic,  who  believed 
f  under  the  influence  of  some  'inevitable  pres- 

This  cured  me  of  Quakerism  ;  I  lovfi  it  in  the 
of  Penn  and  Woolman,  but  I  detest  the  vanity 
an  thinking  he  speaks  by  the  Spirit,  when  what 
s  an  ordinary  man  might  say  without  all  that 
g  and  trembling.  In  tJie  midst  of  his  inspira- 
nd  the  effects  of  it  were  most  noisy,  was  handed 
le  midst  of  the  meeting  a  most  terrible  black- 
Wapping  sailor ;  the  poor  man,  I  believe,  had 
have  been  in  tlie  hottest  part  of  an  engagement, 
i  congregation  of  broad-brims,  togethi:r  with  the 
J  of  the  prophet,  were  too  much  for  his  gravity, 
1  I  saw  even  he  had  delicacy  enough,  not  to 
out.     And  the  inspired  gentleman,  tltough  Ida 
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manner  was  so  supernatural,  yet  neither  talked  nor 
professed  to  talk  anything  more  than  good  sober  sense, 
common  morality,  with  now  and  then  a  declaration 
of  not  speaking  from  himself.  Among  other  things, 
looking  back  to  his  childhood  and  early  youth,  he  told 
the  meeting  what  a  graceless  yoimg  dog  he  had  been, 
that  in  his  youth  he  had  a  good  share  of  wit :  reader, 
if  thou  hadst  seen  the  gentleman,  thou  wouldst  have 
sworn  that  it  must  indeed  have  been  many  years  ago, 
for  his  rueful  physiognomy  would  have  scared  away 
the  playful  goddess  from  the  meeting,  where  he  pre- 
sided, forever,  A  wit  1  a  wit !  what  could  he  mean  ? 
Lloyd,  it  minded  me  of  Falkland  in  the  Rivals,  *  Am 
I  full  of  wit  and  humor?  No,  indeed  you  are  not. 
Am  I  the  life  and  soul  of  every  company  I  come  into  ? 
No,  it  cannot  be  said  you  areV  That  hard-faced  gen- 
tleman, a  wit !  Why,  nature  wrote  on  his  fanatic  fore- 
head fifty  years  ago,  *Wit  never  comes,  that  comes  to 
all.'  I  should  be  as  scandalized  at  a  bon  mot  issuing 
from  his  oracle-looking  mouth,  as  to  see  Cato  go  down 
a  country-dance.  God  love  you  all.  You  are  very 
good  to  submit  to  be  pleased  with  reading  my  nothings. 
'Tis  the  privilege  of  friendship  to  talk  nonsense,  and  to 
have  her  nonsense  respected.  —  Yours  ever, 

"C.  Lamb.'* 


TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

••  April  7th,  1797. 

"  Your  last  letter  was  dated  the  10th  February ;  in 

it  you  promised  to  write  again  the  next  day.     At  least, 

[  did  not  expect  so  long,  so  unfriend-like  a  silence. 

rhere  was  a  time,  CoL,  when  a  remissness  of  this  sort 

vou  I  6 
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in  a  dear  Mend  would  have  lain  very  heavy 
mind,  but  Utterly  I  have  been  too  ^miliar  w 
lect  to  feel  much  from  the  semblance  of  it. 
suspect  one's  self  overlooked,  and  in  tlie  way  t 
ion,  is  a  feeling  rather  humbling ;  perhaps,  as 
to  self-monJ6cation,  not  un&vorable  to  the 
state.  Still,  as  you  meant  to  confer  no  benefit 
soul  of  your  friend,  you  do  not  stand  quite  cl' 
the  imputation  of  unkindliness  (a  word,  by 
mean  the  diminutive  of  unkindness).  And  t 
vid  Hartley  was  unwell ;  and  how  ia  the  anuJ 
o|)her,  the  minute  philosopher  1  and  David's 
.  Coleridge,  I  am  not  trifling,  nor  are  these  m 
fact  questions  only.  You  are  all  very  dear  t 
cious  to  me ;  do  what  you  will.  Col.,  you  may 
and  vex  mo  hy  your  silence,  but  you  cannot 
jay  heart  from  you  all.  I  cannot  scatter  fri 
like  chuck-farthings,  nor  lot  them  drop  fro 
hand  like  hourglass  sand.  I  have  hut  two  ' 
people  in  the  world  to  whom  I  am  more  thaji 
ent,  and  I  can't  afford  to  whistle  them  off  lo  th 
"  My  sister  has  recovered  from  her  illness 
that  merciful  God  make  tender  my  heart,  as 
ine  as  thankful,  as  in  my  distress  I  was  eamesi 
prayers.  Congratulate  me  on  an  ever-pres' 
never-alienable  friend  like  her.  And  do,  do  i 
you  have  not  het,  my  dedication.  It  will  h 
half  its  value  hy  coming  so  late.  If  you  re 
going  on  with  that  volume,  I  shall  be  enabled 
or  two  to  send  you  a  short  poem  to  insert, 
answer  this.  Friendship,  and  acts  of  fTiendshif 
be  reciprocal,  and  free  as  the  air ;  a  friend  shou 
be  reduced  to  l>eg  an  alms  of  his  fellow.     Y< 
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beg  an  alms ;  I  entreat  yon  to  write,  and  tell  me  all 
abont  poor  Lloyd,  and  all  of  you.  God  love  and  pre- 
serve yon  all. 

"C.  Lamb." 

TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

"June  13th,  1797. 

"I  stared  with  wild  wonderment  to  see  thy  well- 
known  hand  again.  It  revived  many  a  pleasing  reo- 
ollection  of  an  epistolary  intercourse,  of  late  strangely 
suspended,  once  the  pride  of  my  life.  Before  I  even 
opened  thy  letter,  I  figured  to  myself  a  sort  of  complar- 
cency  which  my  little  hoard  at  home  would  feel  at  re- 
ceiving the  new-comer  into  the  little  drawer  where  I 
keep  my  treasures  of  this  kind.  You  have  done  well 
in  writing  to  me.  The  little  room  (was  it  not  a  little 
one  ?)  at  the  Salutation  was  already  in  the  way  of  be- 
coming a  fiuling  ideal  it  had  begun  to  be  classed  in 
my  memory  with  those  '  wanderings  with  a  fair-hair'd 
maid,'  in  the  recollection  of  which  I  feel  I  have  no 
property.  You  press  me,  very  kindly  do  you  press 
me,  to  come  to  Stowey;  obstacles,  strong  as  death, 
prevent  me  at  present ;  maybe  I  may  be  able  to  come 
before  the  year  is  out ;  believe  me,  I  will  come  as  soon 
as  I  can,  but  I  dread  naming  a  probable  time.  It  de- 
pends on  fifty  things,  besides  the  expense,  which  is  not 
nothing.  As  to  Richardson,  caprice  may  grant  what 
caprice  only  refiised,  and  it  is  no  more  hardship,  rightly 
considered,  to  be  dependent  on  him  for  pleasure,  than 
lie  at  the  mercy  of  the  rain  and  sunshine  for  the  en- 

)yment  of  a  holiday :  in  either  case  we  are  not  to  look 

r  a  suspension  of  the  laws  of  nature.      *  Grill  will  be 

rill.'     Vide  Spenser. 
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"  I  coiild  not  but  smile  at  the  compromise 
witli  me  for  printJng  Lloyd's  poems  first ;  bi 
in  nature,  I  fear,  too  many  tendencies  to 
jealousy  not  to  justify  you  in  your  apology, 
any  one  b  welcome  to  preeminence  from 
Lloyd,  for  he  would  be  the  last  to  desire  it. 
let  his  name  umformly  precede  mine,  for  it 
treating  me  like  a  child  to  suppose  it  conic 
pain.  Yet,  alas !  I  am  not  insusceptible  of  th 
sions.  Thank  God,  I  have  the  ingenuousr 
ashamed  of  them.  I  am  dearly  fond  of  Charl 
he  is  all  goodness,  and  I  have  too  much  of  thi 
my  composition  to  feel  myself  thoroughly  de; 
his  fnendship. 

"  Lloyd  tells  me  that  Sheridan  put  you  up( 
your  tragedy.  I  hope  you  are  only  Cole 
when  you  talk  of  finishing  it  in  a  few  day 
Epeare  was  a  more  modest  man,  but  you  I 
your  own  power. 

"  Of  my  last  poem  you  speak  slightingly ; 
longer  stanzas  were  pretty  tolerable ;  at  least 
one  good  line  in  it, 

*  Thick-ahndeil  tr««a,  vltli  dark  (reen  lear  rich  olnd 

"To  adopt  your  own  expression,  I  call  thi 
line,  a  fine  full  line.  And  some  others  I  thoi 
beautiful.  Believe  me,  my  little  gentleman 
some  repugnance  at  riding  behind  in  tlie  baske 
I  confess,  in  pretty  good  company.  Your  [ 
idiocy,  with  the  sugar-loaf  head,  is  exquisite 
yon  not  too  severe  upon  our  more  favored  b 
fatuity  ?  I  send  you  a  trifling  letter ;  but 
only  to  think  tliat  I  have  been  skimming  tfa 
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cies  of  my  mind,  and  found  it  only  froth.  Now,  do 
write  again ;  you  cannot  believe  how  I  long  and  love 
always  to  hear  about  you.     Yours,  most  affectionately, 

"Charles  Lamb." 


TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

"June  24th,  1707, 

'*  Did  you  seize  the  grand  opportunity  of  seeing  Kos- 
ciusko while  he  was  at  Bristol  ?  I  never  saw  a  hero ; 
I  wonder  how  they  look.  I  have  been  reading  a  most 
curious  romance-like  work,  called  the  *Life  of  John 
Buncle,  Esq.'  'Tis  very  interesting,  and  an  extraor- 
dinary compound  of  all  manner  of  subjects,  from  the 
depth  of  the  ludicrous  to  the  heights  of  subhme  relig- 
ious truth.  There  is  much  abstruse  science  in  it  above 
my  cut,  and  an  infinite  fund  of  pleasantry.  John 
Buncle  is  a  famous  fine  man,  formed  in  nature's  most 
eccentric  hour.  I  am  ashamed  of  what  I  write.  But 
I  have  no  topic  Ho  talk  of.  I  see  nobody ;  and  sit,  and 
read,  or  walk  alone,  and  hear  nothing.  I  am  quite 
lost  to  conversation  from  disuse ;  and  out  of  the  sphere 
of  my  little  family,  who,  I  am  thankAil,  are  dearer  and 
dearer  to  me  every  day,  I  see  no  face  that  brightens  up 
at  my  approach.  My  friends  are  at  a  distance  (mean- 
ing Birmingham  and  Stowey)  ;  worldly  hopes  are  at  a 
low  ebb  with  me,  and  unworldly  thoughts  are  not  yet 
familiarized  to  me,  though  I  occasionally  indulge  in 
them.  Still  I  feel  a  calm  not  unlike  content.  I  fear 
it  is  sometimes  more  akin  to  physical  stupidity  than 
to  a  heaven-flowing  serenity  and  peace.  What  right 
lave  I  to  obtrude  all  this  upon  you  ?  and  what  is  such 
a  letter  to  you  ?  and  if  I  come  to  Stowey,  what  con- 
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tion  can  I  fnmisli  to  compensate  mj  friend  tot 
stores  of  knowledge  and  of  fancy ;  those  delights 
'easures  of  wisdom,  which,  I  know,  he  will  open 
1?  But  it  is  better  to  give  than  to  receive ;  and 
I  a  very  patient  hearer,  and  docile  scholar,  in  our 
T  evening  meetings  at  Mr,  May's ;  was  I  not, 
'  What  I  have  owed  to  thee,  my  heart  can  ne'er 
t. 
jod  love  you  and  years.  "  C.  L." 

,  length  the  small  volume  containing  the  poems 
>leridge,  Lloyd,  and  Lamb,  was  published  by  Mr. 
Q  at  Bristol.  It  excited  little  attention;  but  Lamb 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  his  dedication  to  his  sister 
id  in  good  set  form,  after  his  own  &shion,  and  of 
ssing  the  delight  and  pride  with  which  she  r&< 
i  it.  This  little  hook,  now  very  scarce,  had  the 
ring  motto  exf^essive  of  Coleridge's  feeling  tow- 
bis  associates :  —  Duplex  nobia  vinculum,  et  amici' 
'.  nmiliwm  junctctrvmque  Camcetutrwm;  qtiod  viauim 
•■  mors  solvat,  neque  temporU  longinqaitaa.     Lamb'i 

of  the  work  consists  of  eight  sonnets ;  four  short 
lents  of  blank  verse,  of  which  the  "  Grandame  "  is 
rincipal ;  a  poem,  called  the  **  Tomb  of  Douglas ; " 

versea  to  Charles  Lloyd ;  and  a  vision  of  '*  R&- 
jice;  which  are  all  published  in  the  last  edition 
9  poetical  works  except  one  of  the  Bonnets,  which 
addressed  to  Mrs.  Siddons,  and  the  "  Tomb  of 
;Ias,"  which  was  justly  omitted  as  commonplace 
rapid.  They  only  occupy  twenty-eight  duodeo- 
lages,  within  which  space  waa  comprised  all  that 
)  at  this  time  had  written  which  he  deemed 
1  preserving. 
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The  foUowmg  letter  from  Lamb  to  Coleridge  seems 
to  have  been  written  on  receiving  the  first  copy  of  the 
work. 

TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

"Dec  lOth,  1797. 

"I  am  sorry  I  cannot  now  relish  your  poetical 
present  so  thoroughly  as  I  feel  it  deserves ;  but  I  do 
not  the  less  thank  Lloyd  and  you  for  it. 

"  Before  I  offer,  what  alone  I  have  to  offer,  a  few 
obvious  remarks,  on  the  poems  you  sent  me,  I  can  but 
notice  the  odd  coincidence  of  two  young  men,  in  one 
age,  carolling  their  grandmothers.  Love,  what  L. 
calls  the  ^feverish  and  romantic  tie,'  hath  too  long 
domineered  over  all  the  charities  of  home:  the  dear 
domestic  ties  of  father,  brother,  husband.  The  amiable 
and  benevolent  Cowper  has  a  beautiful  passage  in  his 
^  Task,'  —  some  natural  and  painful  reflections  on  his 
deceased  parents :  and  Hayley's  sweet  lines  to  his 
mother  are  notoriously  the  best  things  he  ever  wrote. 
Oowper's  lines,  some  of  them  are  — 

*  How  gladly  would  the  roan  recall  to  life 
The  bcy*8  neglected  sire;  a  mother,  too! 
That  softer  name,  perhaps,  more  gladly  still, 
Might  he  demand  them  at  the  gates  of  death.' 

"I  cannot  but  smile  to  see  my  granny  so  gayly 
decked  forth :  though,  I  think,  whoever  altered  *  thy ' 
praises  to  *her'  praises  —  'thy'  honored  memory  to 
'her'  honored  memory,  did  wrong  —  they  best  ex- 
prest  my  feelings.  There  is  a  pensive  state  of  recol- 
lection, in  which  the  mind  is  disposed  to  apostrophize 
he  departed  objects  of  its  attachment ;  and,  breaking 
toose  firom  grammatical   piecision,  changes  from   the 
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,  and  from  the  tliird  to  the  first  per- 
random  ^cy  or  the  fecHng  direcis. 
sonnets,  6th,  7th,  8th,  9th,  aqd  11th, 
lutiful.  I  think  him  too  lavish  of  his 
2o'«  and  did' 9,  when  they  occur  too 
laintness  with  them  along  with  their 
ler  air  of  antiquity,  which  the  patrons 
liroua  of  conveying, 
e,  I  may  notice  more  particularly 
i,  Dermody's  Sonnets.  I  shrink  from 
!asing  lot  makes  me  too  confused  for  a 
'  things,  too  selfish  for  sympathy  ;  and 
meaningless  remarks,  I  have  imposed 
ask,  to  lull  reflection,  a^  well  as  to 
Dt  neglect  reading  your  valuable  pres- 
f  acknowledgments  to  Lloyd;  you 
about  realizing  an  Elysium  upon 
)nbt,  I  shall  be  happier.  Take  my 
emember  me  most  affectionately  to 
1  give  little  David  Hartley  —  God 
irt! — a  kiss  for  me.  Bring  him  up 
mning  of  his  Christian  name,  and 
(^imposed  upon  him}  will  demand  of 

I  "  C.  Lamb. 

ne  thing  to  say,  that  I  shall  write  tiu 

id  me  word,  where  you  are,  for  you 

ove, 

pretty  well,  thank  God.     We  thbik 

n.     God   bless  you :  continue  to  be 

t,   and   I   will   strive   to  fancy   that 

'  all  barrenness.' " 


1 
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After  several  disappointments,  occasioned  by  tlie 
Btate  of  business  in  tlie  India  House,  Lamb  achieved 
his  long-checked  wish  of  visiting  Coleridge  at  Stowey, 
in  company  with  his  sister,  witliout  whom  he  felt  it 
almost  a  sin  to  enjoy  anything.  Coleridge,  shortly 
after,  abandoned  his  scheme  of  a  cottage-life ;  and,  in 
the  following  year,  left  England  for  Germany.  Lamb, 
however,  was  not  now  so«lonely  as  when  he  wrote  to 
Coleridge  imploring  his  correspondence  as  the  only 
comfort  of  his  sorrows  and  labors ;  for,  through  the 
instrumentality  of  Coleridge,,  he  was  now  rich  in 
fnends.  Among  them  he  marked  George  Dyer,  the 
guileless  and  simple-hearted,  whose  love  of  learning 
was  a  passion,  and  who  found,  even  in  the  forms  of 
verse,  objects  of  worship  ;  Southey,  in  the  young  vigor 
of  his  genius ;  and  Wordsworth,  the  great  regenera- 
tor of  English  poetry,  preparing  for  his  long  contest 
with  the  glittering  forms  of  inane  phraseology  which 
had  usurped  tlie  dominion  of  the  pubh'c  mind,  and 
with  the  cold  mockeries  of  scorn  with  which  their 
gupremacy  was  defended.  By  those  the  beauty  of 
his  character  was  felt ;  the  original  cast  of  liis  pow- 
ers was  appreciated ;  and  his  peculiar  humor  was  de- 
tected and  Idndled  into  fitiul  life. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

[1798.] 

1«AMB's  literary  efforts  and  C0RRE8P0NDBNCB  WITH 

SOUTHEY. 

In  the  year  1798,  the  blank  verse  of  Lloyd  and 
Lamb,  which  had  been  contained  in  the  volume  pnb- 
lished  in  conjunction  with  Coleridge,  was,  with  some 
additions  by  Lloyd,  published  in  a  thin  duodecimo, 
price  2«.  6d,  under  the  title  of  "  Blank,  Verse,  by 
Charles  Lloyd  and  Charles  Lamb."  This  unpretend- 
ing book  was  honored  by  a  brief  and  scornful  notice 
in  the  catalogue  of  "  The  Montlily  Review,"  in  the 
small  print  of  which  the  works  of  the  poets  who  are 
now  recognized  as  the  greatest  ornaments  of  tlieir 
age,  and  who  have  impressed  it  most  deeply  by  their 
genius,  were  usually  named  to  be  dismissed  with  a 
sneer.  After  a  contemptuous  notice  of  "  The  Moum- 
fiil  Muse "  of  Lloyd,  Lamb  receives  his  quietus  in  a 
line:  —  "Mr.  Lamb,  the  joint  author  of  this  little 
volume,  seems  to  be  very  properly  associated  with  his 
plaintive  companion."  * 

In  this  year  Lamb  composed  his  prose  tale,  **  Rosa- 
mund Gray,"  and  published  it  in  a  volume  of  the 
same  size  and  price  with  the  last,  under  the  title  of 
"  A  Tale  of  Rosamund  Gray  and  Old  Blind  Margaret," 
which,  having  a  semblance  of  story,  sold  much  better 
than  his  poems,  and  added  a  few  poimds  to  his  slender 
income.  This  miniature  romance  is  unique  in  Eng- 
lish literature.     It  bears  the  impress  of  a  recent  pe- 

«  Monthly  Review,  Sept.  1798. 
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rusal  of  "  The  Man  of  Feeling,"  and  "  Julia  de  Rou- 
bign^ ; "  and  while  on  the  one  hand  it  wants  the 
graphic  force  and  delicate  touches  of  Mackenzie,  it  is 
informed  with  deeper  feeling  and  breathes  a  diviner 
morality  than  tlie  most  charming  of  his  tales.  Lamb 
never  possessed  the  faculty  of  constructing  a  plot 
either  for  drama  or  novel ;  and  while  he  luxuriated 
in  the  humor  of  Smollett,  the  wit  of  Fielding,  or  the 
solemn  pathos  of  Richardson,  he  was  not  amused,  but 
perplexed,  by  the  attempt  to  thread  the  windings  of 
story  which  conduct  to  their  most  exquisite  passages 
through  the  maze  of  adventure.  In  this  tale,  nothing 
is  made  out  with  distinctness,  except  the  rustic  piety 
and  grace  of  the  lovely  girl  and  her  venerable  grand- 
mother, which  are  pictured  with  such  earnestness  and 
simplicity  as  might  beseem  a  fragment  of  the  book 
of  Ruth.  The  villain  who  lays  waste  their  humble 
joys  is  a  murky  phantom  without  individuality;  the 
events  are  obscured  by  the  haze  of  sentiment  which 
hovers  over  them ;  and  the  narrative  gives  way  to  the 
reflections  of  the  author,  who  is  mingled  with  the 
persons  of  the  tale  in  visionary  conftision,  and  gives 
to  it  tlie  character  of  a  sweet  but  disturbed  dream.  It 
has  an  interest  now  beyond  that  of  fiction ;  for  in  it 
we  may  trace,  "as  in  a  glass  darkly,"  the  charac- 
teristics of  the  mind  and  heart  of  the  author,  at  a 
time  when  a  change  was  coming  upon  them.  There 
are  the  dainty  sense  of  beauty  just  weaned  from  its 
nalpable  object,  and  quivering  over  its  lost  images ; 
deling  grown  retrospective  before  its  time,  and  ting- 
ig  all  things  with  a  strange  solemnity ;  hints  of  that 
raving  after  immediate  appliances  which  might  give 
mpulse  to  a  harassed  frame,  and  confidence  to  strug- 
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gliiig  fiuicy,  and  of  that  escape  from  the  pressure 
of  agony  into  fantastic  mirth,  *  which  in  after-life 
made  Lamb  a  problem  to  a  stranger,  while  they  en- 
deared him  a  thousand-fold  to  those  who  really  knew 
him.  While  the  fiilness  of  the  religious  sentiments, 
and  the  scriptural  cast  of  the  language,  still  partake 
of  his  early  manhood,  the  visit  of  the  narrator  of  the 
tale  to  the  churchyard  where  his  parents  lie  buried, 
after  his  nerves  had  been  strung  for  the  endeavor  by 
wine  at  the  ^'illage  inn,  and  the  half-frantic  jollity  of 
his  old  heart-broken  friend  (the  lover  of  the  tale), 
whom  he  met  there,  with  the  exquisite  benignity  of" 
thought  breathing  through  the  whole,  prophesy  the 
delightftd  peculiarities  and  genial  frailties  of  an  aftier- 
day.  The  reflections  he  makes  on  the  eulogistic  char^ 
acter  of  all  the  inscriptions,  are  drawn  from  his  owu 
childhood ;  for  when  a  very  httle  boy,  walking  with 
his  sister  in  a  churchyard,   he  suddenly  asked   her, 

Mary^  where  do  the  naughty  people  lief^^ 

Rosamund  Gray"  remaiited  unreviewed  till  Au- 
gust, 1800,  when  it  received  the  following  notice  in 

The  Monthly  Review's"  catalogue,  the  manufiu;- 
turer  of  wliich  was  probably  more  tolerant  of  hetero- 
dox composition  in  prose  than  verse :  —  "In  the  pe- 
rusal of  this  pathetic  and  interesting  story,  the  reader 
who  has  a  mind  capable  of  enjoying  rational  and 
moral  sentiment  will  feel  much  gratification.  Mr. 
Lamb  has  here  proved  liimself  skilftJ  in  touching  the 
nicest  feelings  of  the  heart,  and  in  affording  *  great 
pleasure  to  the  imagination,  by  exhibiting  events  and 
situations  which,  in  the  hands  of  a  writer  less  conver- 
sant Mritli  tlie  springs  and  energies  of  the  rrwrdL  gense^ 
would  make  a  very  ^  sorry  figure*^  ^*     While  we  ao- 
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knowli3dge  this  scanty  praise  as  a  redeeming  trait  in 
the  long  series  of  critical  absurdities,  we  cannot  help 
observing  how  curiously  misplaced  all  tlie  laudatory 
epithets  are ;  the  sentiment  being  profound  and  true, 
but  not  "  rationcd^^^  and  tlie  "  springs  and  energies 
of  the  moral  sense''  being  substituted  for  a  weakness 
which  had  a  power  of  its  own  I 

Lamb  was  introduced  by  Coleridge  to  Southey  as 
early  as  the  year  1795 ;  but  no  intimacy  ensued  until 
he  accompanied  Lloyd  in  the  summer  of  1797  to  the 
little  village  of  Burton,  near  Christchurch,  in  Hamp- 
shire, where  Southey  was  then  residmg,  and  where 
they  spent  a  fortnight  as  the  poet's  guests.  After 
Coleridge's  departure  for  Germany,  in  1798,  a  corre- 
spondence began  between  Lamb  and  Southey,  which 
continued  through  that  and  part  of  the  following  year ; 
—  Southey  communicates  to  Lamb  his  "  Eclogues," 
which  he  was  tlien  preparing  for  the  press,  and  Lamb 
repaying  the  confidence  by  submitting  the  products  of 
his  own  leisure  hours  to  his  genial  critic.  If  Southey 
did  not,  in  all  respects,  compensate  Lamb  for  the  ab- 
sence of  his  earlier  friend,  he  excited  in  him  a  more  en-^ 
tire  and  active  intellectual  sympathy ;  as  the  chaiucter 
of  Southey's  mind  bore  more  resemblance  to  his  own 
than  that  of  Coleridge.  In  purity  of  thought ;  in  the 
love  of  the  minutest  vestige  of  antiquity ;  in  a  certain 
primness  of  style  bounding  in  the  rich  humor  which 
threatened  to  overflow  it ;  they  were  nearly  akin  :  both 
alike  reverenced  childliood,  and  both  had  preserved 
its  best  attributes  unspotted  from  the  world.  If  Lamb 
bowed  to  the  genius  of  Coleridge  with  a  fonder  rever- 
ence, he  felt  more  at  home  with  Southey ;  and  although 
he  did  not  pour  out  the  inmost  secrets  of  his  soul  in  his 
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letters  to  him  as  to  Coleridge,  he  gave  m 
the  "first  sprightly  runnings"  of  his  hum 
Here  is  the  first  of  hia  fireaks :  — 


TO  ME.  SOUTHET. 

"  My  tailor  has  brought  me  home  a  r 
pelled,  with  a  velvet  collar.  He  assures  n 
wears  velvet  collars  now.  Some  are  bom 
some  achieve  lashion,  and  others,  like  } 
servant,  have  &shion  tluiist  upon  them, 
has  been  making  inroads  hitherto  by  mot 
foisting  upon  me  an  additional  button,  re 
gaiters,  but  to  come  upon  me  tlius  in  a  full 
ury,  neither  becomes  him  as  a  tailor  or  th 
man.  My  meek  gentleman  was  robbed  th 
coming  with  liis  wife  and  femiiy  in  a  on 
from  Uampstead ;  tlie  villains  rifled  him  <; 
eas,  some  sliillings  and  half-pence,  and  : 
customers'  measures,  which  they  swore 
notes.  They  did  not  shoot  him,  and  wht 
off,  he  addrest  them  with  profound  gratil 
a  conge :  '  Gentlemen,  I  wish  you  good-ni 
are  very  much  obliged  to  you  that  you  hi 
us  ill  I '  And  this  is  the  cuckoo  that  has 
dacity  to  foist  upon  me  ten  buttons  on  a 
black  velvet  collar.  —  A  cursed  ninth  of  a  i 

"  When  you  write  to  Lloyd,  he  wishes 
correspondents  to  address  him  as  Mr.  C.  L 

The  following  letter — yet  richer  in  fun- 
Saturdaj,  July  28th,  1798.     In  onler  to  n 
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rions  intelligible,  it  is  only  necessary  to  mention  thai 
Southey  was  then  contemplating  a  calendar  illustrative 
of  the  remarkable  days  of  the  year. 


TO  MB.  SOUTHEY. 

"July  28th,  1798. 

**I  am  ashamed  that  I  have  not  thanked  you  b^ 
fore  this  for  the  *  Joan  of  Arc,*  but  I  did  not  know 
your  address,  and  it  did  not  occur  to  me  to  write 
through  Cottle.  The  poem  delighted  me,  and  the 
notes  amused  me,  but  methinks  she  of  Neufchatel, 
in  the  print,  holds  her  sword  too  ^Uke  a  dancer.'  I 
sent  your  notice  to  Phillips,  particularly  requesting  an 
immediate  insertion,  but  I  suppose  it  came  too  late.  I 
am  sometimes  curious  to  know  what  progress  you  make 
in  that  same  *  Calendar : '  whether  you  insert  the  nine 
worthies  and  Whittington  ?  what  you  do  or  how  you 
can  manage  when  two  Saints  meet  and  quarrel  for 
precedency  ?  Martlemas,  and  Candlemas,  and  Christ- 
mas, are  glorious  themes  for  a  writer  like  you,  antiq- 
uity-bitten, smit  with  the  love  of  boars'  heads  and 
rosemary ;  but  how  you  can  ennoble  the  1st  of  April 
I  know  not.  By  the  way  I  had  a  tiling  to  say,  but  a 
certain  false  modesty  has  hitherto  prevented  me :  per- 
haps I  can  best  communicate  my  wish  by  a  hint,— 
my  birthday  is  on  the  10th  of  February,  New  Style, 
but  if  it  interferes  with  any  remarkable  event,  why 
rather  than  my  country  should  lose  her  &me,  I  care 
not  if  I  put  my  nativity  back  eleven  days.  Fine  fam- 
ily patronage  for  your  *  Calendar,'  if  that  old  lady  ol 
prolific  memory  were  living,  who  lies  (or  lyes)  in  some 
church  in  London  (saints  forgive  me,  but  I  have  for* 
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got  what  church),  attesting  that  enonnous  legend  of  as 
many  children  as  days  in  the  year,  1  marvel  her  im- 
pudence did  not  grasp  at  a  leap-year.  Three  hundred 
and  sixty-five  dedications,  and  all  in  a  femily  —  you 
might  spit  in  spirit,  on  the  oneness  of  MecaBnas's  pat- 
ronage I 

"Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge,  to  the  eternal  regret 
of  his  native  Devonshire,  emigrates  to  Westphalia  — 
*  Poor  Lamb  (these  were  his  last  words)  if  he  wants 
any  knowledge^  he  may  apply  to  me,*  ■  in  ordinary 
cases  I  thanked  him,  I  have  an  ^Encyclopedia'  at 
hand,  but  on  such  an  occasion  as  going  over  to  a 
German  university,  I  could  not  refiuin  from  sending 
liim  the  following  propositions,  to  be  by  him  defended 
or  oppugned  (or  both)  at  Leipsic  or  Gottingen. 

THESES  QUiSDAM  THE0L06ICJE. 

I. 

*'  *  Whether  God  loves  a  lying  angel  better  than  a 

time  man?' 

n. 

"  Whether  the  archangel  Uriel  eonld  knowingly 
affirm  an  untruth,  and  whether,  if  he  eauid^  he 
fvoiddf* 

m. 

"*  Whether  honesty  be  an  angelic  virtue,  or  not 
rather  belonging  to  that  class  of  qualities  which  the 
schoolmen  term  "  virtutes  minus  splendidaa,  et  hominis 
et  terras  nimis  participes  ? 


)9  9 


IV, 

**^  Whether   the  serapliim  ardentes  do  not  mam 
fest  their  goodness  by  the  way  of  vision  and  theory  ? 
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and  whether  practice  be  not  a  sub-celestial,  and  merely 
human  virtue  ? ' 

V. 

**  'Whether  the  higher  order  of  seraphim  illuminati 
ever  «iteer  f ' 

VI. 

** '  Whether  pure  intelligences  can  love^  or  whether 
they  can  love  anything  besides  pure  intellect  ?  * 

VII. 

**  *  Whether  the  beatific  vision  be  anything  more  or 
less  than  a  perpetual  repr^entment  to  each  individual 
angel  of  his  own  present  attainments,  and  future  capar 
bilities,  something  in  the  manner  of  mortal  looking- 
glasses  ?  * 

vm. 

"  *  Whether  an  "  immortal  and  amenable  soul  '*  may 
not  come  to  be  damned  at  last^  and  the  man  never  suspect 
it  beforehand  f* 

**  Samuel  Taylor  hath  not  deigned  an  answer ;  was 
it  impertinent  of  me  to  avail  myself  of  that  offered 
source  of  knowledge  ? 

"  Wishing  *  Madoc '  may  be  bom  into  the  world 
with  as  splendid  promise  as  the  second  birth,  or  purifi- 
cation of  the  *  Maid  of  Neufchatel,'  —  I  remain  yours 
sincerely,  "  C.  Lamb. 

**  I  hope  Edith  is  better ;  my  kindest  remembrances 
to  her.  You  have  a  good  deal  of  trifling  to  forgive  in 
this  letter." 

The  two  next  letters  to  Southey  illustrate  strikingly 

VOL.  I.  6 
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the  restless  kindness  and  exquisite  spirit  of  allowance 
in  Lamb's  nature ;  the  first  an  earnest  pleading  for  a 
poor  fellow  whose  distress  actually  haunted  him ;  tlie 
second  an  affecting  allusion  to  tlie  real  goodness  of  a 
wild  untoward  school-mate,  and  fine  self-reproval  —  in 
this  instance  how  unmerited  ! 


TO  MR.  SOUTHEY. 

"  Dear  Southey,  —  Your  friend  John  May  has  for- 
merly made  kind  offers  to  Lloyd  of  serving  me  in  the 
India  House,  by  the  interest  of  his  friend,  Sir  Francis 
Baring.  It  is  not  likely  that  I  shall  ever  put  his  good- 
ness to  the  test  on  my  own  account,  for  my  prospects 
are  very  comfortable.  But  I  know  a  man,  a  young 
man,  whom  he  could  serve  through  the  same  channel, 
and, I  think,  would  be. disposed  to  serve  if  he  were 
acquainted  with  his  case.  This  poor  fellow  (whom  I 
know  just  enough  of  to  vouch  for  his  strict  integrity 
and  worth),  has  lost  two  or  three  employments  from 
illness,  which  he  cannot  regain;  he  was  once  insane, 
and,  from  the  distressful  uncertainty  of  his  livelihood, 
has  reason  to  apprehend  a  return  of  that  malady.  He 
has  been  for  some  time  dependent  on  a  woman  whose 
lodger  he  formerly  was,  but  who  can  ill  afford  to  main- 
tain him ;  and  I  know  that  on  Christm'as  night  last  he 
actually  walked  about  the  streets  all  night,  ratKer  than 
accept  of  her  bed,  which  she  offered  him,  and  offered 
herself  to  sleep  in  the  kitchen;  and  that,  in  conse- 
quence of  that  severe  cold,  he  is  laboring  under  a  bilious 
disorder,  besides  a  depression  of  spirits,  which  incapac- 
itates him  from  exertion  when  he  most  needs  it.     For 


IT- 
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God's  sake,  Southey,  if  it  does  not  go  against  jon  to 
ask  fiivors,  do  it  now  ;  ask  it  as  for  me  ;  but  do  not  do 
a  violence  to  your  feelings,  because  he  does  not  know 
of  this  application,  and  will  suiFer  no  disappointment. 
What  I  meant  to  say  was  tliis,  —  there  are  in  the  In- 
dia House  what  are  called  extra  clerks^  not  on  the  es- 
tablishment, like  me,  but  employed  in  extra  business, 
by-jobs ;  tliese  get  about  bOl.  a  year,  or  rather  more, 
but  never  rise ;  a  director  can  put  in  at  any  time  a 
young  man  in  this  office,  and  it  is  by  no  means  con- 
sidered so  great  a  favor  as  making  an  established  clerk. 
He  would  think  himself  as  rich  as  an  emperor  if  he 
could  get  such  a  certain  situation,  and  be  relieved 
from  those  disquietudes  which,  I  do  fear,  may  one 
day  bring  back  his  distemper. 

"  You  know  John  May  better  than  I  do,  but  I  know 
enough  to  believe  that  he  is  a  good  man ;  he  did  make 
me  that  oflfer  I  have  mentioned,  but  you  will  perceive 
that  such  an  offer  cannot  authorize  me  in  applying  for 
another  person. 

**  But  I  cannot  help  writing  to  you  on  the  subject, 
for  the  young  man  is  perpetually  before  my  eyes,  and  I 
shall  feel  it  a  crime  not  to  strain  all  my  petty  interest 
to  do  him  service,  though  I  put  my  own  delicacy  to  the 
question  by  so  doing.  I  have  made  one  other  unsuc- 
cessftd  attempt  already ;  at  all  events  I  will  thank  you 
to  write,  for  I  am  tormented  with  anxiety. 

"C.  Lamb." 

•*  Dear  Sotjthet, 
"Poor  Sam.   Le  Grice!     I  am  afraid  the  world, 
ad  the   camp,  and  the  university,  have  spoilt   liim 
nong    them.     'Tis   certain   he  had  at  one  time  a 
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rtrcng  capacity  of  taming  out  somethin 
knew  him,  aiid  that  not  long  since,  wht 
most  warm  heait.  I  am  ashamed  of  the  i 
have  sometimes  felt  towards  him.  I  thin 
in  one's  heart.  I  am  under  obligations  to 
the  warmest  friendship,  and  heartii'et  syn 
for  an  agony  of  sympathy  exprest  both 
deed,  and  tears  for  me,  when  I  was  in  my 
tress.  But  I  have  forgot  that  I  as,  I  fear 
forgot  the  awiul  scenes  which  were  bef 
when  he  aervod  the  office  of  a  comforter 
service  was  too  mean  or  troublesome  for 
form.  I  can't  think  what  but  tlie  devil, ' 
der,'  could  have  suck'd  my  heart  so  dry  oi 
all  gratitude.  If  he  does  come  in  your  w 
fell  not  to  tell  him  that  I  retain  a  most  afl 
memhrance  of  his  old  friendliness,  and  an 
to  resume  onr  intercourse.  In  this  I  an 
cannot  recommend  him  to  your  society,  1 
afraid  whether  he  be  quite  worthy  of  it. 
no  right  to  dismiss  him  from  my  regard, 
one  time,  and  in  the  worst  of  times,  my 
friend,  and  great  comfort  to  me  then.  I 
him  to  play  at  cards  with  my  fether,  mi 
cepted,  literally  all  day  long,  in  long  days 
me  fivm  being  teased  by  the  old  man,  whi 
able  to  l>ear  it. 

"God  bless  him  for  it,  and  God  bless  yo 


Lamb  now  began  to  write  the  traged 
Woodvil."  His  admiration  of  the  drama 
abetli*s  age  was  yet  young,  and  had  son 
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discretion  of  an  early  love;  but  there  waa  notliing 
aflTected  in  the  antique  cast  of  his  language,  or  the  fre- 
quent roughness  of  his  verse.  His  delicate  sense  of 
beauty  had  found  a  congenial  organ  in  the  style  which 
he  tasted  with  rapture;  and  criticism  gave  him  little 
encouragement  to  adapt  it  to  the  &igid  insipidities 
of  the  time.  "  My  tragedy,"  says  he  in  the  first  letter 
to  Southey,  which  alludes  to  the  play,  "  will  be  a  med- 
ley (or  I  intend  it  to  be  a  medley)  of  laughter  and 
tears,  prose  and  verse;  and,  in  some  places,  rhyme; 
songs,  wit,  pathos,  humor;  and,  if  possible,  sublimity; 
— at  least,  'tis  not  a  &ult  in  my  intention  if  it  does 
not  comprehend  most  of  these  discordant  atoms  — 
Heaven  send  they  dance  not  the  dance  of  death  1 " 
In  another  letter  he  there  introduces  the  delicious 
rhymed  passage  in  the  "Forest  Scene,"  which  God- 
win, having  accidentally  seen  quoted,  took  for  a  choice 
fragment  of  an  old  dramatist,  and  went  to  Lamb  to 
assist  him  in  finding  the  author. 


TO  MB.  SOUTHEY. 

**  I  just  send  you  a  few  rhymes  from  my  play,  the 
only  rhymes  in  it.  A  forest-liver  giving  an  account 
of  his  amusements. 

*  What  sports  haye  yon  in  the  forest  ? 
Kot  many,  —  some  few, — as  thus, 
To  see  the  sun  to  bed,  and  see  him  rise, 
Like  some  hot  amorist  with  glowing  eyes, 
Bursting  the  lazy  bands  of  sleep  that  bound  him : 
With  all  his  fires  and  traTelling  glories  round  himi 
Sometimes  the  moon  on  soft  night-olouds  to  rest, 
Like  beauty  nestling  in  a  young  man's  breast, 
And  all  the  winking  stars,  hor  handmaids,  keep 
Admiring  silence,  while  those  lovers  sleep: 
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nnetlniM  oatBtntch'd  in  very  Idlsneu, 
ought  doing,  Mjiag  little,  tliinliiiig  loss, 
!)  vlsw  ttw  le&Ten,  thia  duiceri  npon  nir, 
D  eddying  roDod;  and  email  birdi  hovr  thaj  I 
hen  mother  Aatumn  Glli  their  beaks  with  c 
loh'd  tnm  the  careleu  Anuiithea'e  horn  ; 
nd  how  the  woodt  berriw  and  worm"  prOTidi 
ilhont  their  palna,  when  earth  hath  nought  t 

>  answer  their  small  wimti; 

I  liew  the  graceful  deer  codm  trooping  by, 
len  pau-e,  and  gaze,  then  lara  thaj  know  do 
ke  bHfihfiil  joDiiken  in  society  ; 

>  mark  the  structure  oT  a  plant  or  tree ; 

id  all  &ir  things  of  earth,  how  lair  tbay  be  t 

i  to  antidpate  charges  of  unorif 
is  almost  Shakspeare's :  — 

To  have  mj  love  to  bed  and  to  arise. ' 


ik  there  is  a  sweetness  in  the  rer 
ne  rhymes  in  that  exquisite  plaj, 
!iree  is  yours : 

lat  met  the  gaze,  or  tnni'd  it  knew  not  why. 

[1  anticipate  all  my  play,  and  hav' 
u  An  idea  for  Leviathan — C' 
are  heen  puzzled  to  find  out  a 
I,  —  'tis  a  whale,  say  some ;  a  c 
[n  my  simple  conjecture,  Leviathi 
less  than  the  Lord  Mayor  of  Lo 


US  also  to  have  sent  about  this  I 
tastic  poem  of  the  "  Witch,"  as  1 
dates  to  one  of  its  conceits : 


■ff>" 


LETTERS  TO   SOUTHED.  87 


TO  MB.  SOUTHET. 

**  Your  recipe  for  a  Turk's  poison  is  invaluable,  and 
truly  Marlowish.  .  .  .^  Lloyd  objects  to  '  shutting 
ap  the  womb  of  his  purse '  in  my  curse,  (which,  for  a 
^Christian  witch  in  a  Christian  country,  is  not  too  mild, 
I  hope,)  do  you  object  ?  I  think  there  is  a  strangeness 
in  the  idea,  as  well  as  *  shaking  the  poor  like  snakes 
from  his  door,'  which  suits  the  speaker.  Witches  illus- 
trate, as  fine  ladies  do,  from  their  own  familiar  objects, 
and  snakes  and  shutting  up  of  wombs  are  in  their  way. 
I  don't  know  that  this  last  charge  has  been  before 
brought  against  'em,  nor  either  the  sour  milk  or  the 
mandrake  babe ;  but  I  affirm  these  be  things  a  witch 
would  do  if  she  could." 

Here  is  a  specimen  of  Lamb's  criticism  on  South- 
tyy^s  poetical  communications  :  — 


TO  MR.  SOUTHET. 

"I  have  read  your  Eclogue  repeatedly,  and  can 
not  call  it  bald,  or  without  interest ;  the  cast  of  it,  and 
the  design,  are  completely  original,  and  may  set  people 
upon  thinking :  it  is  as  poetical  as  the  subject  requires, 
which  asks  no  poetry ;  but  it  is  defective  in  pathos. 
The  woman's  own  story  is  the  tamest  part  of  it  — 
I  should  like  you  to  remould  that  —  it  too  much  re- 
sembles the  young  maid's  history,  both  had  been  in 
service.  Even  the  omission  would  not  injure  the 
poem;  after  the  words  'growing  wants,'  you  might, 
not  unconnectedly,  introduce, '  look  at  that  little  chub 
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down   U>  '  welcome   one.'     And,   decide 
have  yon  end  it  someliow  thus, 

^<rive  th«tn  at  loat  th'iK  eToning  m  good  mw 

I 

Now,  fun  thse  well)  herennfr  yoo  bsTa  Ui 
To  givQ  wd  mcuilDg  to  tha  Tilligfr-b«ll9,'  t 

whicli  jvould  leave  a  stronger  impressio 
more  pleasingly  recall  tlie  beginning  of 
than  the  present  commonplafie  refereni 
world,  which  the  woman  'must  have  hea 
I  should  like  you  too  a  good  deal  to  enl 
striking  part,  as  it  might  have  been,  o 
'  Is  it  idleness  ? '  &c.,  that  affords  a  j 
dwelling  on  sickness,  and  inabilities. 
And  you  might  also  a  good  deal  enrich 
a  picture  of  a  country  wedding:  the 
very  well,  in  a  transient  fit  of  oblivioi 
tlie  ceremony  and  circumstances  of  her 
six  years  ago,  the  snugness  of  the  br 
feastings,  the  cheap  merriment,  the  \ve 
the  secret  envyings  of  the  maidens  —  i 
all  this,  recur  to  her  present  lot.  I  do  i 
I  can  suggest  anythmg  else,  or  that  I  h 
anything  new  or  material.  I  shall  be 
see  some  more  poetry,  though,  I  fear,  y 
transcribing  will  be  greater  than  the  3 
marks  may  do  them. 

"  Yours  affectionately, 

"I  cut  mj   letter  short  because  I  an: 
business.*' 

The  following,  of  the  same  character, 
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teresting,  as  tracing  the  origin  of  his  "  Rosamund,'* 
and  exhibiting  his  joung  enthusiasm  for  the  old 
English  drama,  so  nobly  developed  in  his  "  Speci- 
mens : "  — 

TO  MR.  SOUTHEY. 

"Dear  Southey,  —  I  thank  you  heartily  for  the 
Eclogue ;  it  pleases,  me  mightily,  being  so  full  of  pic- 
ture-work and  circumstances.  I  find  no  fiiult  in  it, 
unless  perhaps  that  Joanna's  ruin  is  a  catastrophe  too 
trite:  and  this  is  not  the  first  or  second  time  you 
have  clothed  your  indignation  in  verse,  in  a  talfe  of 
mined  innocence.  The  old  lady,  spinning  in  the  sun, 
I  hope  would  not  disdain  to  claim  some  kindred  with 
old  Margaret.  I  could  almost  wish  you  to  vary  some 
circumstances  in  the  conclusion.  A  gentleman  se- 
ducer has  so  often  been  described  in  prose  and  verse ; 
what  if  you  had  accomplished  Joanna's  ruin  by  the 
clumsy  arts  and  rustic  gifts  of  some  country-fellow? 
T  am  thinking,  I  believe,  of  the  song, 

*Aii  old  woman  clothed  in  grer, 

Whose  daughter  was  charming  and  young, 
And  she  was  deluded  away 
By  Roger's  false  flattering  tongue.' 

"  A  Roger-Lothario  would  be  a  novel  character ;  I 
think  you  might  paint  him  very  well.  You  may 
think  this  a  very  silly  suggestion,  and  so,  indeed,  it 
is ;  but,  in  good  truth,  nothing  else  but  the  first 
words  of  that  foolish  ballad  put  me  upon  scribbling 
my  ^Rosamund.'  But  I  thank  you  heartily  for  tlie 
poem.  Not  having  anything  of  my  own  to  send  you 
in  return  —  though,  to  tell  truth,.  I  am  at  work  upon 
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Bometbmg,  which,  if  I  were  to  cut  a' 
perhaps  I  might  send  70a  an  extra 
might  not  displease  you ;  hut  I  will  n 
whether  it  will  come  to  anything,  I  ] 
am  as  slow  as  a  Fleming  p^ter  v 
anything  —  I  will  crave  leave  to  put  d 
of  old  Christopher  Marlowe's ;  I  take 
tragedy, '  The  Jew  of  Malta.'  The  J 
character,  quite  out  of  nature ;  but,  w! 
the  terrible  idea  our  simple  ancestors 
not  more  to  be  discommended  for  a  1 
ing  (I  think  Addison  calls  it},  than 
feiries  of  Marlowe's  mighty  successor, 
betwixt  Barabas,  the  Jew,  and  Itbau 
captjve,  exposed  to  sale  for  a  slave. 


M  iJTttww  nueol) 

A>  Hit  ni79«ir,  I  wit 

■breed  B-nighta, 

And  kill  lick  people  firoanlng  uodet  wa 

&nd  poison  welli 

And  now  Had  then,  lo 

cherish  ChriUian 

1  nm  conteat  Co  lose  » 

me  of  my  crown 

ThM  1  niHy,  wslking 

n  my  gallery, 

See'm  go  pinioned  rIo 

ng  hy  my  door. 

BolnR  young.  I  itudied 

physic,  and  beff 

To  praclino  flret  upon 

the  Italian: 

There  1  enriched  Ihe 

riesta  «ilh  burial 

And  Always  kept  the  uxton'i  ums  in  i 

With  digging  gmve.,  > 

nd  ringing  dead  I 

And,  Oder  that,  was  I 

an  engineer. 

And  in  the  wars  'twlit  France  and  Gar 

Under  pretence  of  Mrr 

Dg  Cbarlea  the  f 

BU«  (Hend  and  snemj 

with  my  itratag 

Then  after  that  was  1 

And  with  eilorting,  co 

lening,  rorreltlng, 

I  flll'd  the  jails  with  bankrupt)  in  a  yei 
And  with  young  orphans  planted  hospit 
And  (Teiy  moon.nuda  tome  or  other  u 


LETTERS  TO  SOUTHBY.  91 

Aod  now  and  then  one  hang  himself  for  grief, 
Pinning  upon  his  breast  a  long  great  scroll, 
How  I  with  interest  had  tormented  him. 

(^Now  hear  Ithamore,  the  other  gentle  nature.) 

ITHAMOBB. 

(A  comical  dog,) 

Faith,  master,  and  I  have  spent  my  time 
In  setting  Christian  vilinges  on  fire, 
Chaining  of  eunuchs,  binding  galley-elayes. 
*  One  time  I  was  an  hostler  in  an  inn, 
And  in  the  night-time  secretly  would  I  steal 
To  travellers*  chambers,  and  there  cut  their  throats. 
Once  at  Jerusalem,  where  the  pilgrims  knoel'd, 
I  strewed  powder  on  the  marble  stones, 
And  therewithal  tlieir  knees  would  rankle  so. 
That  I  have  laughM  a  good  to  see  the  cripples 
Go  limping  home  to  Christendom  on  stilta. 

BARABAS. 

Why,  this  is  something — 

**  There  is  a  mixture  of  the  ludicrous  and  the  terri- 
ble in  these  lines,  brimful  of  genius  and  antique  inven- 
tion, that  at  first  reminded  me  of  your  old  description 
of  cruelty  in  hell,  which  was  in  the  true  Hogarthian 
style.  I  need  not  tell  yowthat  Marlowe  was  author  of 
that  pretty  madrigal,  '  Come  live  with  me  and  be  my 
Love,'  and  of  the  tragedy  of  *  Edward  II.,'  in  which  are 
certain  lines  unequalled  in  our  English  tongue.  Hon- 
est Walton  mentions  the  said  madrigal  under  the  de- 
nomination of  ^  certain  smooth  verses  made  long  since 
by  Kit  Marlowe.' 

"  I  am  glad  you  have  put  me  on  the  scent  after  old 
Quarles.  If  I  do  not  put  up  those  eclogues,  and  that 
shortly,  say  I  am  no  true-nosed  hound.  I  have  had  a 
letter  from  Lloyd;  the  young  metaphysician  of  Caius 
18  well,  and  is  busy  recanting  the  new  heresy,  meta- 
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physics,  for  the  old  dogma,  Greek.     M 
Tou,  is  quite  well. 

"  Yours  sincerely. 

The  following  letters,  which  most  1 
ten  after  a  short  interval,  show  a  n 
opinion,  very  unusual  with  Lamb  (w! 
favorite  books  as  he  did  to  his  friends' 
ative  merits  of  the  ** Emblems"  of 
Quarles : 

TO  UB.  SOUTHET. 

"Dear  Southey,  —  I  have  at  last  b« 
as  to  pick  up  Wither's  '  Emblems '  for 
book  and  qu^nt,'  as  the  brief  author 
Gray '  hath  it ;  it  is  in  a  most  detestabl 
ervation,  and  the  cuts  are  of  a  fainter 
I  have  seen.  Some  child,  the  curse  of 
bane  of  bibliopical  rarities,  hath  been  d 
of  them  with  its  paint  and  dirty  tingei 
ticular,  hath  a  litllo  sullied  'the  author 
ture,  which  I  think  valuable,  as  the  po 
panies  it  is  no  common  one ;  this  las 
'  Emblems '  are  far  interior  to  old  Q 
told  you  otherwise,  but  I  had  not  thi 
witli  attention.  I  have  picked  up,  t» 
of  Quarles  for  ninepence  I  1 1  O  tempo 
BO  tliat  if  you  have  lost  or  parted  with  ; 
say  so,  and  I  can  furnish  you,  for  j 
things  more  than  I  do.  Tou  will  be  a 
with  honest  Wither's  '  Supersedeas  to 
custom  it  is,  without  any  deserving,  to 
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thors  to  ^ve  unto  them  their  books.*  I  am  sorry  *tig 
imperfect,  as  the  lottery  board  annexed  to  it  also  is. 
Methinks  you  might  modernize  and  elegantize  this 
Supersedeas,  and  place  it  in  front  of  your  'Joan  of 
Arc/  as  a  gentle  hint  to  Messrs.  Parke,  &c.  One  of 
the  happiest  emblems,  and  comicalest  cuts,  is  the  owl 
and  little  chirpers,  page  63. 

"  Wishing  you  all  amusement,  which  your  true  em- 
blem-fancier can  scarce  fail  to  find  in  even  bad  em- 
blems, I  remain  your  caterer  to  command, 

"  C.  Lamb. 

"  Love  arid  respects  to  Edith.  I  hope  she  is  well. 
How  does  your  *  Calendar '  prosper  ?  '* 


TO  MR  SOUTHEY. 

«  Not.  Wh,  1798. 

I  perfectly  accord  with  your  opinion  of  old 
Wither;  Quarles  is  a  wittier  writer,  but  Wither  lays 
more  hold  of  the  heart.  Quarles  thinks  of  his  audi- 
ence when  he  lectures;  Wither  soliloquizes  in  com- 
pany from  a  fiill  heart.  What  wretched  stuff  are  the 
*  Divine  Fancies'  of  Quarles  I  Religion  appears  to 
him  no  longer  valuable  than  it  frimishes  matter  for 
quibbles  and  riddles ;  he  turns  God's  grace  into  wan- 
tonness. Wither  is  like  an  old  fnend,  whose  warm* 
heartedness  and  estimable  qualities  make  us  wish  he 
possessed  more  genius,  but  at  the  same  time  make  us 
willing  to  dispense  with  that  want.  I  always  love  W., 
and  sometimes  admire  Q.  Still  that  portrait  poem  is 
a  fine  one;  and  the  extract  from  *  Shepherds'  Hunting* 
places  him  in  a  starry  height  far  above  Quarles.     If 
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rrote  that  review  in  '  Crit  Rev.,'  I  am  sorry  jon 
I  sparing  of  pi'aise  to  the  '  Ancient  Marinere  j '  — 
r  from  calling  it  as  you  do,  with  some  wit,  but 
severity, '  A  Dutch  Attempt,'  Ac,  I  call  it  a  right 
sh  attempt,  and  a  saccessiul  one,  to  dethrone 
an  sublimity.  You  have  selected  a  passage  fer- 
1  unmeaning  miracles,  but  have  passed  by  fifly 
^  as  miraculous  as  the  miracles  they  celebrate. 
er  so  deeply  felt  the  pathetic  as  in  that  part, 


ing  me  into  high  pleasure  through  sufferings. 
[  does  not  like  it;  his  head  is  too  metaphysical, 
our  taste  too  correct ;  at  least  I  must  allege  som^ 
against  you  both,  to  excuse  my  own  dotage  — 


ron  allow  some  elaborate  beauties  —  you  should 
extracted  'em.  The  '  Ancient  Marinere  '  plays 
tricks  with  the  mind  than  that  last  poem,  which 
one  of  the  finest  written.  But  I  am  getting  too 
itical ;  and  before  I  degenerate  into  abuse,  I  will 
ide  with  assuring  you  that  I  am 

"  Sincerely  yours,  "  C.  Laub. 

am  going  to  meet  Lloyd  at  Ware  on  Saturday, 
um  on  Sunday.  Have  you  any  commands  or 
endatjons  to  the  metaphysician  ?  I  shall  be  very 
'  if  you  will  dine  or  spend  any  time  with  me  in 
way  tlirough  the  great  ugly  city ;  but  I  know  you 
jther  ties  upon  you  in  these  parts. 
lOve  and  respects  to  Edith,  and  friendly  remem* 
M  to  Cottle." 


1 
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In  this  year,  Mr.  Cottle  proposed  to  publish  an 
annual  volume  of  fugitive  poetry  by  various  hands, 
nuder  the  title  of  the  "Annual  Anthology ; "  to  which 
Coleridge  and  Southey  were  principal  contributors,  the 
first  volume  of  which  was  published  in  the  following 
year.  To  this  little  work  Lamb  contributed  a  short 
religious  efinsion  in  blank  verse,  entitled  "Living 
without  God  in  the  World."  The  following  letter  to 
Southey  refers  to  this  poem  by  its  first  words,  "  Mys- 
tery of  God,"  and  recurs  to  the  rejected  sonnet  to  his 
sister ;  and  alludes  to  an  intention,  afterwards  changed, 
of  entitling  the  proposed  collection  "  Gleanings  " 


«( 


TO  MR.  SOUTHEY. 

"  Nov.  28th,  179». 

I  can  have  no  objection  to- your  printing  *  Mystery 
of  God'  with  my  name,  and  all  due  acknowledgments 
for  the  honor  and  fitvor  of  the  communication  ;  indeed, 
His  a  poem  that  can  dishonor  no  name.     Now,  that  is 

in  the  true  strain  of  modern  modesto-vanitas 

But  for  the  sonnet,  I  heartily  wish  it,  as  I  thought  it 
was,  dead  and  forgotten.  If  the  exact  circumstances 
under  which  I  wrote  could  be  known  or  told,  it  would 
be  an  interesting  sonnet;  but,  to  an  indifierent  and 
stranger  reader,  it  must  appear  a  very  bald  thing, 
certainly  inadmissible  in  a  compilation.  I  wish  you 
could  affix  a  difierent  name  to  tlie  volume ;  there  is 
a  contemptible  book,  a  wretched  assortment  of  vapid 
feelings,  entitled  PratV%  OleaningSy  which  hath  damned 
and  impropriated  the  title  forever.  Pray  think  of  some 
other.  The  gentleman  is  better  known  (better  had  he 
remained  unknoi^  n)  by  an  *  Ode  to  Benevolence,'  writ- 
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aiid  spoken  for  and  at  the  anniml 
mane  Socie^,  who  walk  in  processio 
1  all  the  objects  of  their  charity  b< 
im  God  thanks  for  giving  them  su 


d  this  time  Lamb's  most  intimate  s 
fd  and  Jem  White,  the  author  of  the 
."  When  Lloyd  was  in  town,  he  and 
be  same  house,  and  were  fast  fiiep 

men  could  be  more  unlike,  Lloyd  hi 
in  his  nature,  and  White  nothing  elst 
ly  understand,"  observes  Mr.  Southi 
1  which  he  favored  the  publisher, 
d  sympathize  with  both." 
'he  literary  association   of   Lamb  v 

Southey  drew  down  upon  him  the  1 
ng  Bconiers  of  the  "Anti-Jacobin," 
in  boyish  pride  and  aristocratic  pat 
arrows  of  their  wit  against  all  cliar^ 
Ml,  whether  in  politics  or  poetry,  ai 
m  tliey  wounded.     No  one  could  I 

than   Lamb  of  pohtical  heresy ; 
igly  opposed  to  new  theories  in  m< 
Uways   regarded  with   disgust ;    an< 

shared  in  the  injustice  which  accus 
le  last,  but  was  confounded  in  the 
,  —  his  only  crime  being  that  he  ha 

poems  deeply  colored  with  religion 
onjunction  with  two  other  men  of 
!  dazzled  by  the  glowing  phanton 
ich  Hevulution  liad  raised.     The  vt 
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ber  of  tlie  "  Antir  Jacobin  Magazine  and  Reviow  "  was 
adorned  by  a  caricature  of  Gilray's,  in  which  Cole- 
ridge and  Southey  were  introduced  with  asses'  heads, 
and  Lloyd  and  Lamb  as  toad  and  frog.  In  the  num- 
ber for  July  appeared  the  well-known  poem  of  the 
"  New  Morality,"  in  which  all  the  prominent  objects 
of  tlie  hatred  of  these  champions  of  religion  and  or- 
der  were  introduced  as  offering  homage  to  Lepaux, 
a  French  charlatan,  —  of  whose  existence  Lamb  had 
never  even  heard. 


**  Conrten  and  Stan,  sedition's  eyening  host, 
Thou  Morning  Chronicle,  and  Morning  Post, 
Whether  ye  make  the  *  Rights  of  Man  *  your  themey 
Your  country  libel,  and  your  God  blaspheme, 
Or  dirt  on  prwaU  worth  and  virtue  throw , 
Still  blatphemoiu  cr  Uachguard,  praise  Lepanz. 
And  ye  five  other. wandering  bards,  that  moT« 
Id  sweet  accord  of  harmony  and  love, 
C— dge  and  S— th — y,  L-^,  and  Ij — h  and  Co., 
Tune  all  your  mystic  harps  to  praise  Lepaux  1 


»t 


Not  content  with  thus  confounding  persons  of  the 
most  opposite  opinidns  and  the  most  various  charac- 
ters in  one  common  libel,  the  party  returned  to  the 
charge  in  the  number  for  September,  and  thus  de- 
nounced the  young  poets,  in  a  parody  on  the  "  Ode 
to  the  Passions,"  under  the  title  of  "The  Aiuuv 
chists." 

'•  Next  H— lo— ft  vow'd  in  doleftil  tone, 
No  mare  to  fire  a  thankless  age; 
Oblivion  marVd  his  labors  for  her  own, 
NaKlected  from  the  press,  and  damn'd  upon  the  stage. 

See!  faithful  to  their  mighty  dam, 

C dge,  S — th — y,  L^d,  and  L— b. 

In  splay-foot  madrigals  of  love. 
Soft  moaning  like  the  widow'd  dav«, 

VOL    I.  7 
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Pour,  side-by-sidOi  their  syrnpathetio  notes; 
Of  equal  rights,  and  civic  feaBts, 
And  tyrant  kings,  and  knavi&h  priests, 
Swift  tlirongh  the  land  the  tuneful  mischief  floata. 

And  now  to  softer  strains  they  struck  the  lyre, 
They  suug  the  beetle  or  the  mole. 
The  dying  kid,  or  ass's  foal, 

By  cruel  man  permitted  to  expire.*' 


Tliese  efRisIons  have  the  palliation  which  the  excess 
of  sportive  wit,  impelled  by  youthfiil  spirits  and  fos- 
tered by  the  applause  of  the  great,  brings  with  it; 
but  it  will  be  diHicult  to  palliate  the  coarse  malignity 
of  a  passage  in  the  prose  department  of  the  same 
work,  in  which  the  writer  added  to  a  statement  that 
Mr.  Coleridge  was  dishonored  at  Cambridge  for  preach- 
ing Deism :  "  Since  then  he  has  left  his  native  country, 
commenced  citizen  of  the  world,  left  his  poor  chil- 
dren fatherless,  and  his  wife  destitute.  JSx  his  cUscCy 
his  friends  Lamb  and  Southey."  It  was  surely  rather 
too  much  even  for  partisans,  when  denouncing  their 
political  opponents  as  men  who  **  dirt  on  private  worth 
and  virtue  threw,"  thus  to  slander  two  young  men 
of  the  most  exemplary  character  —  one,  of  an  almost 
puritanical  exactness  of  demeanor  and  conduct — and 
the  other,  persevering  in  a  life  of  noble  self-sacrifice, 
checkered  only  by  the  firailties  of  a  sweet  nature, 
which  endeared  him  even  to  those  who  were  not  ad- 
mitted to  the  intimacy  necessary  to  appreciate  the 
touching  example  of  his  severer  virtues  1 

If  Lamb's  acquaintance  with  Coleridge  and  Southey 
procured  for  him  the  scorn  of  the  more  virulent  of 
the  An ti- Jacobin  party,  he  showed  by  his  intimacy 
with  another  distinguished  object  of  their  animosity, 
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that  he  was  not  solicitous  to  avert  it.  He  was  intro- 
duced by  Mr.  Coleridge  to  one  of  the  most  remark- 
able persons  of  that  stirring  time  —  the  author  of 
"Caleb  Williams,"  and  of  the  "Pohtical  Justice." 
The  first  meeting  between  Lamb  and  Godwin  did  not 
wear  a  promising  aspect.  Lamb  grew. warm  as  the 
conviviality  of  the  evening  advanced,  and  indulged  in 
some  freaks  of  humor  which  had  not  been  dreamed 
of  in  Godwin's  philosophy ;  and  the  pliilosopher,  for- 
getting the  equanimity  with  which  he  usually  looked 
on  the  vicissitudes  of  the  world  or  the  whist-table, 
broke  into  an  allusion  to  Gilray's  caricature,  and 
asked,  "  Pray,  Mr.  Lamb,  are  you  toad  or  frog  f " 
Coleridge  was  apprehensive  of  a  rupture ;  but  calling 
the  next  morning  on  Lamb,  he  found  Godwin  seated 
at  breakfast  with  him ;  and  an  interchange  of  civil- 
ities and  card-parties  was  established,  which  lasted 
through  the  life  of  Lamb,  whom  Godwin  only  survived 
a  few  months.  IndiiFerent  altogether  to  the  politics  of 
the  age,  L&mb  could  not  help  being  struck  with  pro- 
ductions of  its  new-bom  energies,  so  remarkable  as  the 
works  and  the  character  of  Godwin.  He  seemed  to 
realize  in  himself  what  Wordsworth  long  afterwards 
described,  "  the  central  calm  at  the  heart  of  all  agita- 
tion." Through  tlie  medium  of  his  mind  the  stormy 
convulsions  of  society  were  seen  "  silent  as  in  a  pic- 
ture." Paradoxes  the  most  daring  wore  the  air  of 
deliberate  wisdom  as  he  pronounced  them.  He  foretold 
the  friture  happiness  of  mankind,  not  with  the  inspira- 
on  of  the  poet,  but  with  the  grave  and  passionless 
oice  of  the  oracle.  There  was  nothing  better  calcu- 
ited  at  once  to  feed  and  to  make  steady  the  enthusi- 
sm  of  youthfrd  patriots  than  tlie  high  speculations,  in 


100  LETTERS  TO  SOUTHI 

which  he  taught  them  to  engage  on 
evils  and  the  great  destiny  of  hia 
would  have  suspected  th'.'  author  of 
which  startled  the  wise  and  allocked 
calm,  gentlemanly  person  who  rai 
above  the  most  gentle  commonplace 
in  little  beyond  the  whist-table.  Hi 
were  entirely  subservient  to  his  lo 
thought  any  man  who  had  written  e 
a  superiority  over  his  fellows  wh 
another  class,  and  could  scarcely 
distinctions.  Of  all  his  works  Lam 
on  Sepulchres"  the  best  —  a  short 
scheme  for  preserving  in  one  place 
great  writei-s  deceased,  and  assigning 
station,  —  quite  chimerical  in  itself 
with  solemn  and  touching  musings 
and  &me,  embodied  in  a  style  of  e 
and  beauty. 


CHAPTER  V. 
[1798,  1800.] 


The  year  1799  found  Lamb  e 
leisure  hours  in  completing  his  tragec 
vil,"  which  seems  to  have  been  6n!shi 
and  transmitted  to  Kir.  Kemblc.  '. 
thorS,  vho  are  fiiacinated  by  the  spl 


r 


LETTERS  TO  SOUTHEY.  101 

representatiGn,  he  longed  to  see  his  conceptions  embod- 
ied on  the  stage,  and  to  receive  his  immediate  reward 
in  the  sympathy  of  a  crowd  of  excited  spectators.  ,  The 
hope  was  vain  ;  —  but  it  cheered  him  in  many  a  lonely 
hour,  and  inspired  him  to  write  when  exhausted  with 
tlie  business  of  the  day,  and  when  the  less  powerful 
stimulus  of  the  press  would  have  been  insufficient  to 
rouse  him.  In  the  mean  time  he  continued  to  corre- 
spond with  Mr.  Southey,  to  send  him  portions  of  his 
play,  and  to  reciprocate  criticisms  with  him.  The 
following  three  letters,  addressed  to  Mr.  Southey  in 
the  spring  of  this  year,  require  no  commentary. 


TO  MR.  SOUTHEY. 

"Jan.  2l8t,  1799. 

**  I  am  to  blame  for  not  writing  to  you  before  on  my 
own  account;  but  I  know  you  can  dispense  with  the 
expressions  of  gratitude  or  I  should  have  thanked  you 
before  for  all  May's  kindness.*  He  has  liberally  sup- 
plied the  person  I  spoke  to  you  of  with  money,  and  had 
procured  him  a  situation  just  after  himself  had  light- 
ed upon  a  similar  one,  and  engaged  too  far  to  recede. 
But  May's  kindness  was  the  same,  and  my  thanks  to 
you  and  him  are  the  same.  May  went  about  on  this 
business  as  if  it  had  been  his  own.  But  you  knew 
John  May  before  this,  so  I  will  be  silent. 

"  I  shaU  be  very  glad  to  hear  from  you  when  conven- 
ient. I  do  not  know  how  your  *  Calendar '  and  other 
affairs  thrive ;  but  above  all,  I  have  not  heard  a  great 
while  of  your  '  Madoc '  —  the  opus  magnum.  I  would 
willingly  send  you  something  to  give  a  value  to  this 

*  See  ante^  p.  82. 
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■;  but  I  have  only  one  slight  j 
e  worth  the  sending,  which 
where  into  my  play,  which,  bj 
Fed  the  addition  of  ten  lines, 
A  father,  old  Walter  Wo. 
ici)  relates  this  of  his  son  J( 
rse  armies,'  being  a  royalist,  ai 
intary  man. 

'  I  saw  hint  in  the  day  of  Worcester  fi| 
Whither  he  came  at  Ivice  uven  yeni 
Under  the  dliclplioe  of  the  Lord  FaJli 
(Hi8  uncle  hy  ihe  mollier'i  side, 
Who  KSTB  hi>  youthrul  politica  n  ben 
Qaite/rDifl  the  principles  of  his  fathei 
There  did  I  see  this  valinnl  Lamb  of 
Thii  spriK  of  hoDor,  this  nnbeiirded  J 
This  Telsrai]  in  gnen  jeart,  tbis  >pra 
<With  drendless  ea«e  jcaidlng  a  flre-h( 
Which  seem'd  to  scorn  Ihe  manage  o 
Prick  forth  vritb  such  a  nu'rfA  into  thi 
To  mingle  rivalshipnnd  acts  of  war 
Ktbd  wlih  Ihe  sinewy  tOMters  of  the: 
You  would  have  thought  the  work  of 
A  plny-gnma  merely^  nnd  the  rabid  K 

To  inslruot  mn  youth  in  imnges  of  n 
And  practice  oftiie  uuedged  plnyera' 
The  rough  fanatic  and  blood-practisei 
Seeing  such  hope  and  virtne  in  the  h 
Disclosed  their  ranks  to  )el  bim  pass 
Checking  their  swords'  uncivil  Injuri 
As  loth  to  mar  that  curious  workman 
Of  Valor's  beauty  pourtray'd  in  his  ] 

Lloyd  objects  to  '  pourtrayed  ir 
!  the  line. 

[  shall  chip  this  in  somewhere. 
;  through  the  lines ;  perhaps  tl 

their  origin  to  Shakspeare,  t 

wed. 
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**  He  says  in  Henry  the  Fourth  — 

•  This  infant  Hotspar,      '^ 
Man  in  swathing  clothes.' 

But  pray  did  Lord  Falkland  die  before  Worcester 
fight?  In  that  case  I  must  make  bold  to  uncliiy 
some  other  nobleman. 

^^  Kind  love  and  respects  to  Edith. 

"  C.  Lamb." 

TO  MR.  SOtJTHEY. 

"  March  15th,  1799. 

*'Dear  Sonthey,  —  I  have  received  your  little  vol- 
ume, for  which  I  thank  you,  though  I  do  not  entirely 
approve  of  this  sort  of  intercourse,  where  the  presents 
are  all  on  one  side.  I  have  read  the  last  Eclogue 
again  with  great  pleasure.  It  hath  gained  considerably 
by  abridgment,  and  now  I  think  it  wants  nothing  but 
enlargement.  You  will  call  this  one  of  tyrant  Pro- 
crustes' criticisms,  to  cnt  and  pull  so  to  his  own  stand- 
ard ;  but  the  old  lady  is  so  great  a  favorite  with  me,  I 
want  to  hear  more  of  her ;  and  of  *  Joanna '  you  have 
given  us  still  less.  But  the  picture  of  the  rustics  lean- 
ing over  the  bridge,  and  the  old  lady  travelling  abroad 
on  summer  evening  to  see  her  garden  watered,  are 
images  so  new  and  true,  that  I  decidedly  prefer  this 
*  Rnin'd  Cottage  '  to  any  poem  in  the  book.  Indeed  I 
think  it  the  only  one  that  will  bear  comparison  with 
your  *Hymn  to  the  Penates,'  in  a  former  volume. 

**I  compare  dissimilar  things,  as  one  would  a  rose 
and  a  star,  for  the  pleasure  they  give  us,  or  as  a  child 
soon  learns  to  choose  between  a  cake  and  a  rattle ;  for 
dissimilars  have  mostly  some  points   of  compariscm. 
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The  next  best  poem,  I  think,  is  the  firsi 
very  complete,  and  abounding  in  littlt 
realities.  The  remainder  Eclogues,  e 
the  '  Funeral,'  I  do  not  greatly  admire 
which  had  at  least  as  good  a  title  to 
the  *  Witch,'  or  the  *  Sailor's  Mother 
it  the  '  Last  of  the  Family.'  The  '  0 
Berkeley '  comes  next ;  in  Bome  humon 
it  the  preference  above  any.  But  wh 
Matthew  of  Westminster?  You  are  af 
these  antiquated  monastics,  as  Swedenb 
followers  aSect  to  call  him,  ^e  Baron, 
ibles.  But  yon  have  raised  a  very  co 
of  the  true  narrative  of  Matthew  of 
'Tis  surprising  with  how  little  addition  ; 
able  to  convert,  with  so  little  alteration 
meant  for  terror,  into  circumstances  an 
spleen.  The  parody  ia  not  so  successf 
iamous  line,  indeed,  which  conveys  the  t 
image  I  ever  met  with : 

■Tha  doatoT  whUpcT'd  the  Dnreo,  ulcl  tha  aurgt 


But  the  offering  the  bride  three  times 
slightest  analogy  or  proportion  to  the 
three  times  heard !  In  *  Jasper,'  the  ci 
the  great  light  ia  very  affecting.  Bui 
you  mention  it  before.  The  '  Rose '  is  t 
piece  in  the  volume  ;  it  hath  neither  tht 
ness ;  and,  besides,  sets  all  chronology  i 
at  defiance. 

"  '  Cousin  Margaret,'  you  know,   I 
Inaions   to   the   '  Pilgrim's   Progress '  a 
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happy,  and  harmonize  tacitly  and  delicately  with  old 
cousins  and  aunts.  To  familiar  faces  we  do  associate 
familiar  scenes,  and  accustomed  objects ;  but  what  hath 
Apollidon  and  his  sea-nymphs  to  do  in  these  affairs  ? 
ApoUyon  I  could  have  borne,  though  he  stands  for 
the  devil,  but  who  is  Apollidon?  I  think  you  are 
too  apt  to  conclude  faintly,  with  some  cold  moral,  as 
in  the  end  of  the  poem  called  *  The  Victory '  — 

'  Be  thon  her  comforter,  who  art  the  widow^tf  friend ; ' 

a  single  commonplace  line  of  comfort,  which  bears  no 
proportion  in  weight  or  number  to  the  many  lines 
which  describe  suffering.  This  is  to  convert  religion 
into  mediocre  feelings,  which  should  bum,  and  glow, 
and  tremble.  A  moral  should  be  wrought  into  the 
body  and  soul,  the  matter  and  tendency  of  a  poem, 
not  tagged  to  the  end,  like  a  *  God  send  the  good  ship 
into  harbor,'  at  the  conclusion  of  our  bills  of  lading. 
The  finishing  of  the  *  Sailor '  is  also  imperfect.  Any 
dissenting  minister  may  say  and  do  as  much. 

**  These  remarks,  I  know,  are  crude  and  unwrought, 
but  I  do  not  lay  claim  to  much  accurate  thinking. 
I  never  judge  system-wise  of  things,  but  fasten  upon 
particulars.  After  aU,  there  is  a  great  deal  in  the  book 
that  I  must,  for  time,  leave  unmentioned^  to  deserve 
my  thanks  for  its  own  sake,  as  well  as  for  the  friendly 
remembrances  implied  in  the  gift.  I  again  return  you 
my  thanks. 

"  Pray  present  my  love  to  Edith. 

«  a  L." 
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TO  MR.  SOUTHET. 

"  I  am  hugely  pleased  with  your  *  1 
old  freemason,'  as  yoo  call  him.  The  tl 
zaa  are  delicious;  they  seem  to  me  a 
Bums  and  Old  Quarles,  those  kind  of 
where  more  is  felt  than  strikes  the  eai 
a  jocular  pathos,  which  makes  one  fee 
The  measure,  t^>o,  is  novel  and  pleasing 
most  wonder  Rob.  Bums,  in  his  lifetim 
hied  upon  it.  The  fourth  stanza  is  le 
being  less  ori^al.  The  fifth  falls  ol 
felicity  of  phrase,  no  old-feshioned  phras 
'  YoDDg  hopes  aod  Idtb'*  delightrul  dreg 

savor  neither  of  Bums  nor  Quarles ;  tl 
like  shreds  of  many  a  modem  sentii 
The  last  stanza  liath  nothing  striking  in 
the  two  concluding  lines,  which  are  B 
I  wish  if  you  concur  with  me,  these  tl 
looked  to.  I  am  sure  this  is  a  kiad  of 
comes  tenfold  better  recommended  to  th 
there  more  hke  a  neighbor  or  £tmi1iar,  t 
of  Hamneb  and  Zillahs  and  Madelons 
will  send  me  the  '  HoUy-tree,'  if  it  al 
this,  for  it  must  please  me.  I  have  nev 
love  this  sort  of  poems,  that  open  a  ni 
with  the  most  despised  of  the  animal  an 
I  think  this  vein  may  be  further  opened 
dar  hath  very  prettily  apostrophized  a  flj 
his  mouse  and  hia  loose;  Colendge  le 
hath  made  overtu.'es  of  intimacy  to  a  ji 
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only  following  at  unresembling  distance,  Sterne  and 
greater  Cervantes.     Besides  these,  I  know  of  no  other 
examples  of  breaking  down  the  partition  between  us 
and   our   ^poor  earthbom   companions.'     It  is   some- 
times revolting  to  be  put  in  a  track  of  feeling  by  other 
people,  not  one's  own  immediate  thoughts,  else  I  would 
persuade  you,  if  I  could  (I  am  in  earnest),  to  com- 
mence a  series  of  these  animal  poems,  which  might 
have  a  tendency  to  rescue  some  poor  creatures  from 
tlie  antipathy  of  mankind.     Some  thoughts  come  across 
me;  —  for  instance  —  to  a  rat,  to  a  toad,  to  a  cock- 
chafer, to  a  mole  —  people  bake  moles  alive  by  a  slow 
oven-fire  to  cure  consumption  —  rats  are,  indeed,  the 
most  despised  and  contemptible  parts  of  God's  earth. 
I  killed  a  rat  the  other  day  by  punching  him  to  pieces, 
and  feel  a  weight  of  blood   upon  me  to   this  hour. 
Toads  you  know  are  made  to  fly,  and  tumble  down 
and  crush  all  to  pieces.     Cockchafers  are  old  sport: 
then  again  to  a  worm,  with  an  apostrophe  to  anglers, 
those  patient  tyrants,  meek  inflicters  of  pangs^  intolera- 
ble,  cool  devils ;   to  an  owl ;  to  all  snakes,  with  an 
apology  for  their  poison  ;  to  a  cat  in  boots  or  bladders. 
Your  own  fancy,  if  it  takes  a  fancy  to  these  hints,  will 
suggest  many  more.     A  series  of  such  poems,  suppose 
them  accompanied  with  plates   descriptive  of  animal 
torments,  cooks  roasting  lobsters,  fishmongers  crimping 
skates,  &c.,  &c.,  would  take  excessively.     I  will  will- 
ingly enter  into  a  partnership  in  the  plan  with  you :  I 
think  my  heart  and  soul  would  go  with  it  too  —  at 
east,  give  it  a  thought.     My  plan  is  but  this  minute 
ome  into  my  head  ;  but  it  strikes  me  instantaneously 
is  something  new,  good,  and  useful,  foil  of  pleasure, 
nd  foil  of  moral.     If  old  Quarles  and  Wither  could 


^^^"^^ 
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live   again,   we   would    invite    them  into    our    finn. 
Burns  hath  done  his  part." 

In  the  summer  Lamb  revisited  the  scenes  in  Hert 
fordshire,  where,  in  his  grandmother's  time,  he  had 
spent  so  many  happy  holidays.  In  the  following  let- 
ter, he  just  hints  at  feelings  which,  many  years  after, 
he  so  beautifully  developed  in  those  essays  of  "Elia," 
—  "  Blakesmoor,"  and  "  Mackery  End." 


TO  MR.  SOUTHEY. 

"  Oct  81st,  1799. 

Dear  Southey,  —  I  have  but  just  got  your  letter, 
being  returned  from  Herts,  where  I  have  passed  a  few 
red-letter  days  with  much  pleasure.  I  would  describe 
the  county  to  you,  as. you  have  done  by  Devonshire, 
but  alas !  I  am  a  poor  pen  at  that  same.  I  could  tell 
you  of  an  old   house  with   a   tapestry  bedroom,  the 

*  Judgment  of  Solomon '   composing   one   panel,   and 

*  ActaBon  spying  Diana  naked '  the  other.  I  could  tell 
of  an  old  marble  hall,  with  Hogarth's  prints,  and  the 
Koman  Caesars  in  marble  hunor  round.  I  could  tell  of 
a  wilderness^  and  of  a  village  church,  and  where  the 
bones  of  my  honored  grandam  lie ;  but  there  are  feel- 
ings which  refuse  to  be  translated,  sulky  aborigines, 
which  will  not  be  naturalized  in  another  soil.  Of  tliis 
nature  are  old  family  faces,  and  scenes  of  infancy. 

"I  have  given  your  address,  and  the  books  you 
want,  to  the  Arch's;  they  will  send  them  as  soon 
as  they  can  get  them,  but  they  do  not  seem  quite 
familiar  to  their  names.  I  shall  have  nothing  to  com- 
municate, I  fear,  to  the  '  Anthology.'     You  shall  hav« 
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some  fragments  of  my  play,  if  you  desire  them,  but  I 
think  I  had  rather  print  it  whole.  Have  you  seen  it, 
or  shall  I  lend  you  a  copy  ?  I  want  your  opinion  of  it. 
"  I  must  get  to  business,  so  farewell ;  my  kind  r^ 
membrances  to  Edith.  ^^  C.  L." 

In  the  autumn  of  tliis  year,  Lamb's  choice  list  of 
friends  received  a  most  important  addition  in  Mr. 
Thomas  Manning,  then  a  mathematical  tutor  at  Camr 
bridge :  of  whom  he  became  a  frequent  correspondent, 
and  to  whom  he  remained  strongly  attached  through 
life.  Lloyd  had  become  a  graduate  of  the  university, 
and  to  his  introduction  Lamb  was  indebted  for  Man- 
ning's friendship.  The  following  letters  will  show 
how  earnestly,  yet  how  modestly,  Lamb  sought  it. 


TO  MB.  MANNING. 

"Deo.  1799. 

"  Dear  Manning,  —  The  particular  kindness,  even 
up  to  a  degree  of  attachment,  which  I  have  experi- 
ftnced  from  you,  seems  to  claim  some  distinct  acknowl- 
edgment on  my  part.  I  could  not  content  myself  with 
a  bare  remembrance  to  you,  conveyed  in  some  letter  to 
Lloyd. 

"  Will  it  be  agreeable  to  you,  if  I  occasionally  recruit 
your  memory  of  me,  which  must  else  soon  fade,  if  you 
consider  the  brief  intercourse  we  have  had.  I  am  not 
likely  to  prove  a  troublesome  correspondent.  My 
scribbling  days  are  past.  I  shall  have  no  sentiments  to 
communicate,  but  as  they  spring  up  from  some  living 
and  worthy  occasion. 

I  look  forward  with  great  pleasure  to  the  perform 


«( 
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anise  of  yoiir  promise,  that  we  should  meei 
early  in  the  ensuing  year.  The  century 
commence  auspiciously  far  me,  that  brii 
Manning's  friendship,  as  an  earnest  of  it£ 

"  I  should  have  written  before,  but  for  a 
inflammation  in  one  of  my  eyes,  brought 
travelling  with  the  coach  windows  some^ 

"  What  more  I  have  to  say  shall  be  re 
letter  to  Lloyd.  I  must  not  prove  tediou 
my  first  outset,  lest  I  should  affi-ight  yo 
judged  loquacity. 

"  1  am,  yours  most  ancerely, 

»C 

TO   MB.  UANSINO. 

"D 

"  Dear  Manning,  —  Having  suspended 
spondence  a  decent  interval,  as  knowing 
good  things  may  be  taken  to  satiety,  a 
but  recur  to  learn  whether  you  be  sti 
happy.  Do  all  things  continue  in  the  stat( 
in  Cambridge  ? 

"  Do  your  night  parties  still  flourish  7 
conlJnne  to  bewilder  your  company,  with 
sand  laces,  running  down  through  all  the  h 
ism  (like  Lloyd  over  his  perpetual  harpsic 
the  smile  and  the  glimmer  of  half-sense  i 
sense,  to  the  grin  and  hanging  lip,  of  Bett; 
Johnny  ?  And  does  the  6ice-digsolving  ci 
at  twelve  ?  How  unlike  the  great  ori^na 
petty  terrors  in  the  postscript,  not  fearfu 
make  a  fair^'  shudder,  or  a  Liliputian  fine 
months  lull  of  child,  miscarry.    Yet  one  of 
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Bad  more  beast  than  the  rest,  I  thought  faintly  resem- 
bled one  of  your  brutifications.  But,  seriously,  I  lontr 
to  see  your  own  honest  Manning-face  again.  I  did  not 
mean  a  pun,  —  your  man's  face,  you  will  be  apt  to  say, 
I  know  your  wicked  will  to  pun.  I  cannot  now  write 
to  Lloyd  and  you  too,  so  you  must  convey  as  much 
interesting  intelligence  as  this  may  contain,  or  be 
thought  to  contain,  to  him*  and  Sophia,  with  my 
dearest  love  and  remembrances. 

"  By  the  by,  I  think  you  and  Sophia  both  incorrect 
with  regard  to  the  title  of  the  play*  Allowing  your 
objection  (which  is  not  necessary,  as  pride  may  be, 
and  is  in  real  life  often,  cured  by  misfortunes  not  di- 
rectly originating  from  its  own  acts,  as  Jeremy  Taylor 
will  tell  you  a  naughty  desire  is  sometimes  sent  to  cure 
it.  I  know  you  read  these  practical  divines)  —  but  al- 
lowing your  objection,  does  not  the  betraying  of  his 
Other's  secret  directly  spring  from  pride  ?  —  from  the 
pride  of  wine  and  a  full  heart,  and  a  proud  overstep- 
ping of  the  ordinary  rules  of  morahty,  and  contempt 
of  the  prejudices  of  mankind,  which  are  not  to  bind 
superior  souls  —  *  as  trust  in  the  matter  of  secrets  all  ties 
o{  blood,  4c.,  &c.,  keeping  o{  promises,  the  feeble  mind's 
religion,  binding  our  morning  knowledge  to  the  per- 
formance of  what  last  nights  ignorance  spake '  —  does 
he  not  prate,  that  *  Chreat  Spirits '  must  do  more  than 
die  for  their  friend  —  does  not  the  pride  of  wine  incite 
him  to  display  some  evidence  of  friendship,  which  its 
own  irregularity  shall  make  great  ?  This  I  know,  that 
I  meant  his  punishment  not  alone  to  be  a  cure  for  his 
daily  and  habitual  pride,  but  the  direct  consequence 
and  appropriate  punishment  of  a  particular  act  of  pride. 

*  It  had  been  proposed  to  entitle  John  WoodoU  ^  Pride's  Cure.** 
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"  If  you  do  not  understand 
not  explaining  my  meaning. 

*'  I  have  not  seen  Coleridg 
expect  to  see  him,  —  perhaps 
bridge. 

"  Need  I  turn  over  to  Hot  a' 
merely  to  say,  what  I  hope  yo 
my  repeating  it,  tliat  I  frould 
dear  Manning, 

"  Your  sincere  friend. 

Early  in  the  following  year 
his  sister,  removed  to  Chapel  S 
the  summer  he  visited  Coleridgi 
a  few  delightful  liolidays  in  h: 
Wordsworth,  who  then  resided 
This  was  the  first  opportunity 
seeing  much  of  tlie  poet,  who  v 
a  beneficial  and  lasting  infiuenci 
moral  sense  of  the  opening  ci 
Lamb  was  scarcely  prepared  t' 
naked  simplicity  of  the  "  Ly 
Wordsworth  was  preparing  for 
conceits  "  of  the  writers  of  Elia 
blended  with*  his  first  love  of  p< 
at  once   acknowledge   tiie  sere 

in  which  language  was  only  the  stainless  mirror  of 
thought,  and  which  sought  no  aid  eitlier  from  the 
grandeur  of  artificial  life,  or  the  pomp  of  words.  In 
after-days  he  was  among  the  most  earnest  of  this  great 
poet's  admirers,  and  rejoiced  as  he  found  the  scoff- 
ers who  sneered  at  bis  bold  experiment  gradually 
owning  lib  power.     How  he  felt  when  tlie  liltle  gold- 
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en  opportunity  of  conversation  with  Wordsworth  and 
Coleridge  had  passed  will  appear  from  the  following 
letter,  which  seems  to  have  been  addressed  to  Cole- 
ridge shortly  after  his  return  to  London. 


TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

"  I  am  scarcely  yet  so  reconciled  to  the  loss  of  you, 
or  so  subsided  into  my  wonted  uniformity  of  feeUng,  as 
to  sit  calmly  down  to  think  of  you  and  write  to  you. 
But  I  reason  myself  into  the  belief  that  those  few  and 
pleasant  holidays  shall  not  have  been  spent  in  vain.  I 
feel  improvement  in  the  recollection  of  many  a  casual 
conversation.  The  names  of  Tom  Poole,  of  Words- 
worth, and  his  good  sister,  with  thine  and  Sara's,  are 
become  'familiar  in  my  mouth  as  household  words.' 
You  would  make  me  very  happy,  if  you  think  W.  has 
no  objection,  by  transcribing  for  me  that  inscription  of 
his.  I  have  some  scattered  sentences  ever  floating  on 
my  memory,'  teasing  me  that  I  cannot  remember  more 
of  it.  You  may  believe  I  will  make  no  improper  use 
of  it.  Believe  me  I  can  think  now  of  many  subjects 
on  which  I  had  planned  gaining  information  from  you ; 
but  I  forgot  my  *  treasure's  wortli'  while  I  possessed  it. 
Your  leg  is  now  become  to  me  a  matter  of  much  more 
importance  —  and  many  a  little  thing,  which  when  I 
was  present  with  you  seemed  scarce  to  indent  my  no- 
tice, now  presses  painfully  on  my  remembrance.  Is  the 
Patriot  come  yet?  Are  Wordsworth  and  his  sister 
gone  yet  ?  1  was  looking  out  for  John  Thelwall  all 
the  way  from  Bridgewater,  and  had  I  met  him,  I  think 
it  would  have  moved  almost  me  to  tears.  You  will 
oblige  me  too  by  sending  me  my  greatcoat,  wliich  I 

you  I.  8 
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e  oblivious  state  the  raiiid 
-  is  it  not  ridiculous  that  I 
at  lingering  so  cunningly 
!  none — so  send  it  me  b; 
18  such  a  thing,  directing 
treet,  Pentonville,  near  Loi 
nxeripiion! — it  will  recall 

voices  —  and  with  them 
;ss  to  one  who  could  and 
le  silence  of  a  grateful  hear 
hilu  I  was  with  you,  but 
i,  nor  I  hope  from  any  be 
ise  lias  made  me  awkwar 

myself,  particularly  at  Tc 
nk's,  most  like  a  sulky 
verse  are  strange  to  me.  ] 
re  me  as  you  did. 
I  your  dear  Sara  —  to  me 
f  kind — agreed  yet  about 

Hartley  ?  and  how  go.  o: 
'.  will  see  White  to-morro 
ormation  on  that  matt«r ; 
ts  well  aH:er  talking  with 
>pen. 
thanks  to  you,  and  all  of  } 


tlj  after  came  to  town,  to 
lis  contributioni  to  the  (i 
lote  is   addressed    to  him 


<4 
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TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

"Jan.  2d,  1800. 

Dear  Coleridge,  —  Now  I  write,  I  cannot  miss 
this  opportunity  of  acknowledging  the  obligations  my- 
self, and  the  readers  in  general  of  that  luminous  paper, 
the  *  Morning  Post,'  are  under  to  you  for  the  very 
novel  and  exquisite  manner  in  which  you  combined 
political  with  grammatical  science,  in  your  yesterday's 
dissertation  on  Mr.  Wyndham's  unhappy  composition. 
It  must  have  been  the  death-blow  to  that  ministry.  I 
expect  Pitt  and  Grenville  to  resign.  More  especially 
the  delicate  and  Cottrellian  grace  with  which  you  offi- 
ciated, with  a  ferula  for  a  white  wand,  as  gentleman- 
usher  to  the  word  ^  also,'  which  it  seems  did  not  know 
its  place. 

**  I  expect  Manning  of  Cambridge  in  town  to-night 
—  will  you  fulfil  your  promise  of  meeting  him  at  my 
house  ?  He  is  a  man  of  a  thousand.  Give  me  a  line 
to  say  what  day,  whether  Saturday,  Sunday,  Monday, 
Ac,  and  if  Sara  and  the  Philosopher  can  come.  I  am 
afraid  if  I  did  not  at  intervals  call  upon  you,  I  should 
never  see  you.  But  I  forget,  the  affairs  of  the  nation 
engross  your  time  and  your  mind. 

"  Farewell.  "  C.  L." 

Coleridge  afterwards  spent  some  weeks  with  Lamb, 
as  appears  &om  the  following  letter :  — 


TO  MR.  MANNING. 

"March  17th,  1800. 

•*  Dear  Manning,  —  I  am   living  in   a  continuous 


"^ 
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fea;3t.  Coleridge  has  been  with  me  now  for  nigh  three 
weeks,  and  the  more  I  see  of  him  in  the  quotidian  mi- 
dress  and  relaxation  of  his  mind,  the  more  cause  I  see 
to  love  him,  and  believe  him  a  very  godd  man^  and 
all  those  foolish  impressions  to  the  contrary  fly  off 
like  morning  slumbers.  He  is  engaged  in  translations, 
which  I  hope  will  keep  him  this  month  to  come.  He 
is  uncommonly  kind  and  friendly  to  me.  He  ferrets  me 
day  and  night  to  do  something.  He  tends  me,  amidst 
all  his  own  worrying  and  heart-oppressing  occupations, 
as  a  gardener  tends  his  young  tulip.  Marry  come  up ; 
what  a  pretty  similitude,  and  how  like  your  humble 
servant  I  He  has  lugged  me  to  the  brihk  of  engaging 
to  a  newspaper,  and  has  suggested  to  me  for  a  first 
plan,  the  forgery  of  a  supposed  manuscript  of  Burton 
the  anatomist  of  melancholy.  I  have  even  written  the 
introductory  letter ;  and,  if  I  can  pick  up  a  few  guineas 
this  way,  I  feel  they  will  be  most  refreshing^  bread  be- 
ing 80  dear.  If  I  go  on  with  it,  I  will  apprise  you  of 
it,  as  you  may  like  to  see  my  things  1  and  the  tulip  of 
all  flowers,  loves  to  be  admired  most. 

**  Pray  pardon  me,  if  my  letters  do  not  come  very 
thick.  I  am  so  taken  up  with  one  thing  or  other, 
that  I  cannot  pick  out  (I  will  not  say  time,  but) 
fitting  times  to  write  to  you.  My  dear  love  to  Lloyd 
and  Sophia,  and  pray  split  this  thin  letter  into  three 
parts,  and  present  them  with  the  tipo  biggest  in  my 
name. 

"  They  are  my  oldest  iriends ;  but,  ever  the  new 
friend  driveth  out  the  old,  as  the  ballad  sings!  God 
bless  you  all  three  I  I  would  hear  from  LI.  if  I 
could. 

«  C.  L." 
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^  Flour  has  just  fallen  nine  shillings  a  sack  I  we 
shall  be  all  too  rich. 

"TeU  Charles. I  have  seen  his  mamma,  and  have 
almost  £illen  in  love  with  her^  since  I  mayn't  with 
Olivia.  She  is  so  fine  and  graceful,  a  complete 
matron-lady-quaker.  She  has  given  me  two  little 
books.  Olivia  grows  a  charming  girl  —  fidl  of  feeling, 
and  thinner  than  she  was;  but  I  have  not  time  to 
fidl  in  love. 

*^  Mary  presents  her  gmerdl  eompUmenta,  She  keeps 
in  fine  health  I " 

Coleridge,  during  this  visit,  recommended  Lamb  to 
Mr.  Daniel  Stuart,  then  editor  of  the  ^*  Morning 
Post, "  as  a  writer  of  light  articles,  by  which  he  might 
add  something  to  an  income,  then  barely  sufficient 
for  the  decent  support  of  himself  and  his  sister.  It 
would  seem  fi'om  his  next  letter  to  Manning,  that  he 
had  made  an  o£kr  to  try  his  hand  at  some  personal 
squibs,  which,  ultimately,  was  not  accepted.  Manning 
need  not  have  feared  that  there  would  have  been  a 
particle  of  malice  in  them  I  Lamb  afterwards  became 
a  correspondent  to  the  paper,  and  has  recorded  his 
experience  of  the  misery  of  toiling  afler  pleasantries 
in  one  of  the  ^^  Essays  of  Ella,"  entitled  *^  Newspapers 
thirty-five  years  ago." 


TO  MB.  MANNING. 

"  C.  L.*8  moral  sense  presents  her  compliments  to 
x:tor   Manning,  is  very  thankful  for   his    medical 
Ivice,  but  is  happy  to  add  that  her  disorder  has  died 
itself. 
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**  Dr.  Manning,  Coleridge  has  left  us,  to  go  into 
the  north,  on  a  visit  to  his  God,  Wordsworth.  With 
him  have  flown  all  my  splendid  prqspects  of  engage- 
ment with  the  *  Morning  Post,'  all  my  visionaiy  guin- 
eas, the  deceitful  wages  of  unborn  scandal.  In  truth 
I  wonder  you  took  it  up  so  seriously.  All  my  inten- 
tion was  but  to  make  a  Uttle  sport  with  such  public 
and  fair  game  as  Mr.  Pitt,  Mr.  Wilberforce,  Mrs. 
Fitzherbert,  the  Devil,  &c.  —  gentry  dipped  in  Styx 
all  over,  whom  no  paper  javelin-lings  can  touch.  To 
have  made  free  with  these  cattle,  where  was  the 
harm?  'twould  have  been  but  giving  a  polish  to 
lampblack,  not  nigrifying  a  negro  primarily.  After 
all,  I  cannot  but  regret  my  involuntary  virtue.  Hang 
virtue  that's  thrust  upon  us ;  it  behaves  itself  with 
such  constraint,  till  conscience  opens  the  window  and 
lets  out  the  goose.  I  had  struck  off  two  imitations 
of  Burton,  quite  abstracted  from  any  modem  allusions, 
which  was  my  intent  only  to  lug  in  from  time  to  time 
to  make  'em  popular. 

"  Stuart  has  got  these,  with  an  introductory  letter ; 
but,  not  hearing  from  him,  I  have  ceased  from  my  la- 
bors, but  I  write  to  him  to-day  to  get  a  final  answer. 
I  am  afraid  they  won't  do  for  a  paper.  Burton  is  a 
scarce  gentleman,  not  much  known,  else  I  had  done 
*em  pretty  well. 

**  I  have  also  hit  off  a  few  lines  in  the  name  of  Bur- 
ton, being  a  *  Conceit  of  DiaboUc  Possession.'  Bur- 
ton was  a  man  often  assailed  by  deepest  melancholy, 
and  at  other  times  much  given  to  laughing,  and  jest- 
ing, as  is  the  way  with  melancholy  men.  I  will  send 
them  you :  they  were  almost  extempore,  and  no  great 
things  ;  but  you  will  indulge  them.     Robert  Lloyd  is 
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come  to  town.  Priscilla  meditates  going  to  see  '  Pizar- 
ro '  at  Drury  Lane  to-night  (from  her  uncle's),  under 
cover  of  coming  to  dine  with  me  .  .  heu!  tempora! 
heu!  mares! — I  have  barely  time  to  finish,  as  I  ex- 
pect her  and  Robin  every  minute.  —  Yours  as  usual, 

"  C.  L." 

The  following  is  an  extract  from  a  letter  addressed 
about  this  time  to  Manning,  who  had  taken  a  view  of 
a  personal  matter  relating  to  a  common  friend  of  both, 
directly  contrary  to  that  of  Lamb. 


TO  MB.  MANNING. 

"  Dear  Manning,  —  Rest  you  merry  in  your  opin- 
ion I  Opinion  is  a  species  of  property ;  and  though 
I  am  always  desirous  to  share  with  my  "friend  to  a 
certain  extent,  I  shall  ever  like  to  keep  some  tenets, 
and  some  property,  properly  my  own.  Some  day, 
Manning,  when  we  meet,  substituting  Corydon  and 
fair  Amaryllis,  for and ^  we  will  discuss  to- 
gether this  question  of  moral  feeling,  *  In  what  cases, 
and  how  far  sincerity  is  a  viitue  ? '  I  do  not  mean 
Truth,  a  good  Olivia-like  creature,  God  bless  her,  who, 
meaning  no  offence,  is  always  ready  to  give  an  an- 
swer when  she  is  asked  why  she  did  so  and  so ;  but  a 
certain  forward-talking  half-brother  of  hers.  Sincerity, 
that  amphibious  gentleman,  who  is  so  ready  to  perk 
up  his  obnoxious  sentiments  unasked  into  your  notice, 
as  Midas  would  his  ears  into  your  face  uncalled  for. 
But  I  despair  of  doing  anything  by  a  letter  in  the 
way  of  explaining  or  coming  to  explanations.  A  good 
wish,  or  a  pun,  or  a  piece  of  secret  history,  may  be 
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iigh  that  way  conveye 
hat  intelligence  of  a  tt 
f  that  medium,  witho 
I  am  a  good  deal  pie 
-behaved,  decent  man, 
1,  or  imposing,  as  you 
uess  sort  of  gentleman 
bristians  imagine  him. 
;3  neither  horns  nor  claw 
mre  you.  A  middle-sii 
understanding;  wherea 

I  expect  to  find  a  Briar 

II  enough  to  pull  Jupite 
is  it  a  part  of  your  s 

Lloyd  ?  for,  really,  gei 
*  virtues  upon  a  first  acij 

bless  yon,  Manning, 
uid  believe  me,  seriously 
;r  and  friend, 

lowing  letter  was  address 
J  had  left  London  on  a 
le  mean  time  had  settle 


TO  UB.   COLERID 

Coleridge,  —  I  have  ta 
L.  &  Co.,  Inqirimia :  y 
German  dictionaries, 
lore)  of  German  and  1 
man  books  unbound,  as 
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cy's  Ancient  Poetiy,'  and  one  volume  of  '  Anderson's 
Poets.'  I  specify  them,  that  you  may  not  lose  any. 
Secmido  :  a  dressing-gown  (value,  fivepence)  in  which 
you  used  to  sit  and  look  like  a  conjuror,  when  you 
were  translating  Wallenstein.  A  case  of  two  razors, 
and  a  shaving-box  and  strap.  This  it  has  cost  me  a 
severe  struggle  to  part  with.  They  are  in  a  brown- 
paper  parcel,  which  also  contains  sundry  papers  and 
poems,  sermons,  some  few  JSpic  Poems,  —  one  about 
Cain  and  Abel,  which  came  from  Poole,  &c.,  &c., 
and  also  your  tragedy ;  with  one  or  two  small  Ger- 
man books,  and  that  drama  in  which  Got-fader  per- 
forms. Tertio  :  a  small  oblong  box  containing  all  your 
letters^  collected  from  all  your  waste  papers,  and  which 
fill  the  said  little  box.  All  other  waste  papers,  which 
I  judged  worth  sending,  are  in  the  paper  parcel  afore- 
said. But  you  will  find  aU  your  letters  in  the  box 
by  themselves.  Thus  have  I  discharged  my  con- 
science and  my  lumber-room  of  all  your  property, 
save  and  except  a  foUo  entitled  *  Tyrrell's  Bibliotheca 
Politica,'  which  you  used  to  learn  your  politics  out  of 
when  you  wrote  for  the  '  Post,'  mutatis  mutandis^  i,  e., 
applying  past  inferences  to  modem  data,  I  retain  that, 
because  I  am  sensible  I  am  very  deficient  in  the  pol- 
itics myself:  and  I  have  torn  up  —  don't  be  angry, 
waste  paper  has  risen  forty  per  cent.,  and  I  can't 
afford  to  buy  it — all  *  Buonaparte's  Letters,'  *  Arthur 
Young's  Treatise  on  Com,'  and  one  or  two  more  light- 
armed  infantry,  which  I  thought  better  suited  the  flip- 
pancy of  London  discussion,  than  the  dignity  of  Kes- 
wick thinking.  Mary  says  you  will  be  in  a  passion 
about  them,  when  you  come  to  miss  them  ;  but  you 
must  study  philosophy.     Read  *  Albertus  Magnus  de 
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Chartis  Amissis'  five  times  over  after  phleboioiniz* 
iiig,  —  'tis  Burton's  recipe  —  and  then  be  angry  with 
an  absent  fnend  if  you  can.  Sara  is  obscure.  Am 
I  to  understand  by  her  letter,  that  she  sends  a  kiss 

to  Eliza  B ?     Pray  tell  your  wife  that  a  note  of 

interrogation  on  the  superscnption  of  a  letter  is  high- 
ly ungiammatical  —  she  proposes  writing  my  name 
Larnbf  Lamb^  is  quite  enough.  I  have  had  the  ^  An- 
thology,' and  like  only  one  thing  in  it,  LewU ;  but  of 
that  the  last  stanza  is  detestable,  the  rest  most  exqui- 
site I  —  the  epithet  ermable  would  dash  the  finest  poem. 
For  God's  sake  (I  never  was  more  serious},  don't 
make  me  ridiculous  any  more  by  terming  me  gentle- 
hearted  in  print,  or  do  it  in  better  verses.  It  did  well 
enough  five  years  ago  when  I  came  to  see  you,  and 
was  moral  coxcomb  enough  at  the  time  you  wrote 
the  lines  to  feed  upon  such  epithets ;  but,  besides  that, 
the  meaning  of  gentle  is  equivocal  at  best,  and  almost 
always  means  poor-spirited;  the  very  quality  of  gen 
tleness  is  abhorrent  to  such  vile  trumpetings.  My 
sentiment  is  long  since  vanished.  I  hope  my  virtues 
have  done  sucking,  I  can  scarce  think  but  you  meant 
it  in  joke.  I  hope  you  did,  for  I  should  be  ashamed 
to  think  you  could  think  to  gratify  me  by  such  praise, 
fit  only  to  be  a  cordial  to  some  green-sick  sonneteer.* 

4f  This  refers  to  a  poem  of  Goleridge*8  composed  in  1797,  and  published 
in  the  "  Anthology"  of  the  year  1800,  under  the  title  of  **  This  Lime-tree 
Bower  my  Prison,"  addressed  to  **  Charles  Lamb,  of  the  India  House, 
London,"  in  which  Lamb  is  than  apostrophised,  as  taking  more  pleasure 
in  the  country  than  Coleridge's  other  Tisitors — a  compliment  which  even 
then  he  scarcely  merited: 

^ Bat  thou,  methinks  most  glad, 

My  gentle-hearted  Charles !    For  thou  hast  pined 
And  linger*d  after  nature  many  a  year, 
In  the  great  city  pent,"  —  &c. 
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• 

•*  I  have  hit  oft*  the  following  in  imitation  of  old 
English  poetiy,  which,  I  imagine,  I  am  a  dab  at. 
The  measure  is  un  measurable ;  but  it  most  resembles 
that  beautiful  ballad  the  '  Old  and  Young  Courtier ; ' 
and  in  its  feature  of  taking  the  extremes  of  two  sit- 
uations for  just  parallel,  it  resembles  the  old  poetry 
certainly.  If  I  could  but  stretch  out-  the  circum- 
stances to  twelve  more  verses,  i.  e.,  if  I  had  as  much 
genius  as  the  writer  of  that  old  song,  I  think  it  would 
be  excellent.  It  was  to  follow  an  imitation  of  Bur- 
ton in  prose,  which  you  have  not  seen.  But  fate 
*and  wisest  Stewart'  say  No,* 

**  I  can  send  you  200  pens  and  six  quires  of  paper 
immediately^  if  they  will  answer  the  carriage  by  coach. 
It  would  be  foolish  to  pack  'em  up  cam  mvMs  libris  et 
cceteris^  —  they  would  all  spoil.  I  only  wait  your 
commands  to  coach  them.  I  would  pay  five-and- 
forty  thousand  carriages  to  read  W.'s  tragedy,  of 
which  I  have  heard  so  much  and  seen  so  little  — 
only  what  I  saw  at  Stowey.  Pray  give  me  an  order 
in  writing  on  Longman  for  'Lyrical  Ballads.'  I 
have  the  first  volume,  and,  truth  to  tell,  six  shillings 
is  a  broad  shot.  I  cram  all  I  can  in,  to  save  a  mul- 
tiplying of  letters,  —  those  pretty  comets  with  swing- 
ing tails. 

"  I'll  just  crowd  in  God  bless  you  I 

"  C.  Lamb." 

"John  Woodvil"   was  now  printed,  although  not 
ilished  till   a  year  afterwards;   probably  withheld 

Fhe  quaint  and  pathetic  poem,  entitled  "  A  Ballad,  noticing  the  dif- 
ice  of  rich  and  poor,  in  tae  ways  of  a  rich  nohle^s  palace  and  a  poor 
fhoQse." 


V 


^ 
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in  tlie  hope  of  its  representation  on 
copy  was  sent  to  Coleridge  for  Wor 
the  following  letter  or  cluster  of  lette 
several  times.  The  ladies  referred  to, 
site  description  of  Coleridge's  bluestocki 
beyond  the  reach  of  feeling  its  applica 
it  he  detected  by  the  most  apprehensivi 
viving  fiieods. 

TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 
"  I  send  yon,  in  this  parcel,  mj  plaj 
you  to  present  in  my  name,  with  my  rei 
to   Wordsworth   and  his   sister.      Yon 

^ving  your  direction   to   Miss  W 

has  been  ten  times  after  us  about  it,  a 
her  at  last,  under  the  idea  that  no 
would  ensue,  but  she  would  once  writ 
you  would  bite  your  lips  and  forget  to 
BO  it  would  end.  You  read  us  a  disnu 
'Realities.'  We  know,  quite  as  wel 
what  are  shadows  and  what  are  reali 
instance,  when  you  are  over  your  f 
jorum,  chirping  about  old  school  occur 
best  of  realities.  Shadows  are  cold,  th 
have  no  warmth  or  grasp  in  them. 
and  her  friend,  and  a  tribe  of  authored 
after  you  here  daily,  and,  in  defect  of 
cluster  upon  us,  are  the   shadows.     Y< 

that  mopsey.  Miss  W ,  to  dance  aft 

hope  of  having  her  nonsense  put  into 
Anthology,  We  have  pretty  well  shali 
that  simple   expedient  of  referring   hei 
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there  are  more  burrs  in  the  wind.  I  came  home 
t'other  day  from  business,  hungry  aa  a  hunter,  to 
dinner,  with  nothing,  I  am  sure,  of  the  aiiikor  but 
hunger  about  me,  and  whom  found  I  closeted  with 

Mary  but  a  friend  of  this  Miss  W ,  one  Miss 

B— — e,  or  B ^y;   I  don't  know  how  she  spells 

her  name.  I  just  came  in  time  enough,  I  believe, 
luckily  to  prevent  them  from  exchanging  vows  of 
eternal  friendship*  It  seems  she  is  one  of  your  au- 
thoresses,  that  you  first  foster,  and  then  upbraid  us 
with.  But  I  forgive  you.  '  The  rogue  has  given 
me  potions  to  make  me  love  him.'  Well;  go  she 
would  not,  nor  step  a  step  over  our  threshold,  till  we 
had  promised  to  come  and  drink  tea  with  her  next 
night«  I  had  never  seen  her  before,  and  could  not 
tell  who  the  devil  it  was  that  was  so  familiar.  We 
went,  however,   not  to   be  impolite.      Her  lodgings 

are  up  two  pair  of  stairs  in  Street.     Tea  and 

cofiee,  and  macaroons,  a  kind  of  cake  I  much  love. 
We  sat  down.  Presently  Miss  B broke  tlie  si- 
lence, by  declaring  herself  quite  of  a  different  opinion 
from  D^Israeli^  who  supposes  the  differences  of  hu- 
man intellect  to  be  the  mere  effect  of  organization. 
She  begged  to  know  my  opinion.  I  attempted  to 
carry  it  off  with  a  pun  upon  organ,  but  that  went  off 
very  flat.  She  immediately  conceived  a  very  low 
opinion  of  my  metaphysics;  and,  turning  round  to 
Mary,  put  bume  question  to  her  in  French, — possibly 
having  heard  that  neither  Mary  nor  I  understood 
French.  The  explanation  that  took  place  occasioned 
some  embarrassment  and  much  wondering.  She  then 
fell  into  an  insulting  conversation  about  the  compar- 
ative  genius  and  merits  of  all  modem  languages,  and 


"^ 
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concluded  with  asserting  that  the  Saxon  was  esteemed 
the  purest  dialect  in  Germany.  From  thence  she 
passed  into  the  subject  of  poetry ;  where  I,  who  had 
hitherto  sat  mute,  and  a  hearer  only,  humbly  hoped 
I  might  now  put  in  a  word  to  some  advantage,  see- 
ing that  it  was  my  own  trade  in  a  manner.  But  I 
was  stopped  by  a  round  assertion,  that  no  good  poetry 
had  appeared  since  Dr.  Johnson's  time.  It  seems  the 
Doctor  has  suppressed  many  hopeful  geniuses  that 
way,  by  the  severity  of  his  critical  strictures  in  his 
*  Lives  of  the  Poets.'  I  here  ventured  to  question  the 
iact,  and  was  beginning  to  appeal  to  nameSy  but  I 
was  assured  *it  was  certainly  the  case.'  Then  we 
discussed  Miss  More's  book  on  education,  which  I 
had  never  read.     It  seems  Dr.  Gregory,  another  of 

Miss   B 's  friends,  has  found  fiiult  with   one   of 

Miss  More's  metaphors.  Miss'  More  has  been  at  some 
pains  to  vindicate  herself,  —  in  the   opinion  of  Miss 

B ,  not  without  success.     It  seems  the  Doctor  is 

invariably  against  the  use  of  broken  or  mixed  met- 
aphor, which  he  reprobates,  against  the  authority  of 
Shakspeare  himself.  We  next. discussed  the  question, 
whether  Pope  was  a  poet?  I  find  Dr.  Gregory  is 
of  opinion  he  was  not,  though  Miss  Seward  does  not 
at  all  concur  with  him  in  this.  We  then  sat  upon 
the  comparative  merits  of  the  ten  translations  of  *  Pi- 

zarro,'  and  Miss  B j  or  B e  advised  M»xj  to 

take  two  of  tliem  home ;  she  thought  it  might  afford 
her  some  pleasure  to  compare  them  verbatim;  which 
we  declined.  It  being  now  nine  o'clock,  wine  and 
macaroons  were  again  served  round,  and  we  parted, 
with  a  promise  to  go  again  next  week,  and  meet  the 
Miss  Poii«rs,  who,  it  seems,  have  b'^u  I  much  of  Mr, 
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Coleridge,  and  wish  to  meet  tis^  because  we  are  Jns 
friends.  I  have  been  preparing  for  the  occasion.  I 
crowd  cotton  in  my  ears.  I  read  all  the  reviews 
and  magazines  of  the  past  month,  against  the  dread* 
fbl  meeting,  and  I  hope  by  these  means  to  cut  a  tol 
erable  second-rate  figure. 

**  Pray  let  as  have  no  more  complaints  about  shad- 
ows. We  are  in  a  fair  way,  through  t/otij  to  surfeit 
sick  upon  them. 

"  Our  loves  and  respects  to  your  host  and  hostess. 

^*  Take  no  thought  about  your  proof-sheets ;  they 
shall  be  done  as  if  Woodfall  himself  did  them.  Pray 
send  us  word  of  Mrs.  Coleridge  and  little  David  Hart- 
ley, your  little  reality. 

**  Farewell,  dear  Substance.  Take  no  umbrage  at 
anything  I  have  written. 

"  C.  Lamb,  Umbra:' 

**  Land  of  Shadows, 
Shadow-month  the  16th  or  17th,  1800.*' 

^^  Coleridge,  I  find  loose  among  your  papers  a  copy 
of '  Christabel.'  It  wants  about  thirty  lines  ;  you  will 
very  much  oblige  me  by  sending  me  the  beginning 
as  far  as  that  line, — 

*  And  the  spring  oomes  dowlj  up  this  way ;  * 

and  the  intermediate  lines  between  — 

'  The  lady  leaps  up  suddenly, 
The  loYely  Lady  Christabel ;  * 

and  the  lines, — 

She  folded  her  arms  beneath  her  cloak. 
And  stole  to  the  other  side  of  the  oalK.* 

The  trouble  to  you  unU  be  mnally  and  the  benefit  to 
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us  very  ffreatl     A  pretty  antithesis!     A  figa«,  in 
speech  I  much  applaud. 

"  Godwin  has  called  upon  us.  He  spent  one  evening 
here.  Was  very  friendly.  Kept  us  up  till  midnight. 
Drank  punch,  and  talked  about  you.  He  seems, 
above  all  men,  mortified  at  your  going  away.  Sup- 
pose you  weire  to  write  to  that  good-natured  heathen : 
^  or  is  he  a  %hadow  f ' 

"  If  I  do  not  tmte,  impute  it  to  the  long  postage, 
of  which  you  have  so  much  cause  to  complain.  I 
have  scribbled  over  a  queer  letter^  as  I  find  by  perusal^ 
but  it  means  no  mischief. 

"  I  am,  and  will  be,  yours  ever,  in  sober  sadness, 

"  C.  L. 

*^  Write  your  G-erman  as  plain  as  sunshine,  for  that 
must  correct  itself.  You  know  I  am  homo  unius 
linguas;  in  English,  illiterate,  a  dunce,  a  ninny/' 


TO  MB.  COLERIDGE. 

**Ang.  26th,  1800. 

"How  do  you  like  this  little  epigram?  It  is  not 
my  writing  nor  had  I  any  finger  in  it.  If  you  con- 
cur with  me  in  thinking  it  very  elegant  and  very 
original,  I  shall  be  tempted  to  name  the  author  to 
you.  I  will  just  hint  that  it  is  almost  or  quite  a  first 
attempt. 

[Here  Miss  Lamb's  little  poem  of  Helen  was  intix^- 
duced.] 

"  By-the-by,  I  have  a  sort  of  recollection  that  some« 
body,  I  think  yov^  promised  me  a  sight  of  Words- 
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worth's  Tragedy.  I  should  be  very  glad  of  it  just 
now;  for  I  have  got  Manning  with  me,  and  should 
like  to  read  it  witJi  him.  But  this,  I  confess,  is  a  re- 
finement. Under  any  circumstances,  alone,  in  Cold- 
Bath  prison,  or  in  the  desert  island,  just  when  Pros- 
per© and  his  crew  had  set  off,  with  Caliban  in  a  cage, 
to  Milan,  it  would  be  a  treat  to  me  to  read  that  play. 
Manning  has  read  it,  so  has  Lloyd,  and  all  Lloyd's 
family ;  but  I  could  not  get  him  to  betray  his  trust  by 
giving  me  a  sight  of  it.  Lloyd  is  sadly  deficient  in 
some  of  those  virtuous  vices. 

'*  George  Dyer  is  the  only  literary  character  I  am 
happily  acquainted  with.  The  oftener  I  see  him,  the 
more  deeply  I  admire  him.  He  is  goodness  itself. 
If  I  could  but  calculate  the  precise  date  of  his  death, 
I  woidd  write  a  novel  on  purpose  to  make  George  the 
hero.     I  coidd  hit  him  off  to  a  hair." 

The  tragedy  which  Lamb  was  thus  anxious  to  read, 
has  been  perseveringly  withheld  from  the  world.  A 
fine  passage,  quoted  in  one  of  Hazlitt^s  prose  essays, 
makes  us  share  in  his  earnest  curiosity:  — 

*•  Action  is  momentary  —  a  word,  a  blow  — 
The  motion  of  a  muscle  —  this  way  or  that; 
SufTering  is  long,  drear,  and  infinite." 

Wordsworth's  genius  is  perhaps  more  fitly  em- 
ployed in  thus  tracing  out  the  springs  of  heroic  pas- 
sion, and  developing  the  profound  elements  of  human 
character,  than  in  following  them  out  through  their 
exhibition  in  violent  contest  or  majestic  repose.  Surely 
he  may  now  afford  to  gratify  the  world  I 

The  next  is  a  short  but  characteristic  letter  to  Man- 
ning. 

vox..  I.  9 
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TO  HE.  MAKNING. 


^ 


Aug.  Illh,  1^00. 

My  dear  fellow,  (N.  B.  mighty  ^miliar  of  late  I) 
le  to  come  to  Cambridge  now  is  one  of  Heaven's 
sslbilities.  Metaphysicians  t«ll  us,  even  it  can 
:  nothing  which  implies  a  conti-adiction.  1  can 
lin  this  by  telling  you  that  I  am  engaged  to  do 
le  duty  (this  hot  weatLer!)  for  a  man  who  has 
1  advantage  of  this  very  weather  to  go  and  cool 
elf  in  '  green  retreats '  all  the  month  of  August. 
But  for  you  to  come  to  London  instead ! — muse 
it,  revolve  it,  cast  it  about  in  your  mind.  I 
a  bed  at  your  command.  You  shall  drink  rum, 
dy,  gin,  aqua-vitae,  usquebaugh,  or  whiskey  a' 
ts;  and  for  the  after-dinner  trick,  I  have  eight 
es  of  genuine  port,  which,  mathematically  di- 
I,  gives  If  for  every  day  you  stay,  provided  you 
a  week.     Hear  John  Milton  sing, 

*  Let  Enclid  rest  and  Archimedes  pause. ' 

elsewhere,  — 

'  Wlmt  neat  repast  shall  feait  ui,  light*  and  obotce. 
Of  Attic  toale,  with  w[na,t  whence  we  mnj  rise 
To  hear  the  lute  well  touoh'd,  or  artful  ^oice 
t'/arble  immortal  notsa  and  Tusoan  sir  7 ' 

[ndeed  the  poets  are  full  of  this  pleasing  morat- 

>  Veni  cito,  Domina  Mannbifil ' 
riiink  upon  it.     Excuse  the  paper,  it   is   all   1 
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Lamb  now  meditated  a  removal  to  the  home-place 
of  his  best  and  most  solemn  thoughts  —  the  Temple ; 
and  tlms  announced  it  in  a  letter  to  Manning. 


TO  HB.  MANNING. 

"You  masters  of  logic  ought  to  know  (logic  is 
nothing  more  than  a  knowledge  of  words^  as  the 
Greek  etymon  implies),  that  all  words  are  no  more 
to  be  taken  in  a  literal  sense  at  all  times  than  a  prom- 
ise given  to  a  tailor.  When  I  exprest  an  apprehen- 
sion that  you  were  mortally  offended,  I  meant  no 
more  than  by  the  application  of  a  certain  formula  of 
efficacious  sounds,  which  had  done  in  similar,  cases 
before,  to  rouse  a  sense  of  decency  in  you,  and  a  re- 
membrance of  what  was  due  to  me  I  You  masters  of 
logic  should  advert  to  this  phenomenon  in  human 
speech,  before  you  arraign  the  usage  of  us  dramatic 
geniuses.  Imagination  is  a  good  blood  mare,  and 
goes  well ;  but  the  misfortune  is,  she  has  too  many 
paths  before  her.  ^Tis  true  I  might  have  imaged  to 
myself,  that  you  had  trundled  your  frail  carcass  to 
Norfolk.  I  might  also,  and  did  imagine,  that  you 
had  not,  but  that  you  were  lazy,  or  inventing  new 
properties  in  a  triangle,  and  for  that  purpose  moidd- 
ing  and  squeezing  Landlord  Crisp's  three-cornered 
beaver  into  fantastic  experimental  forms;  or,  tliat 
Archimedes  was  meditating  to  repulse  the  French,  in 
case  of  a  Cambridge  invasion,  by  a  geometric  hurling 
of  folios  on  their  red  caps  ;  or,  peradventure,  that  you 
were  in  extremities,  in  great  wants,  and  just  set  out 
for  Trinity-bogs  when  my  letters  came.-  In  short, 
jiy  genius  I  (which  is  a  short  word  nowadays,  for 
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what-a-^reat-man-ao^-I  I)  was  absolutely  stifled  and 
overlaid  with  its  owii  riches.  Trath  is  one  and  poor, 
like  the  cruse  of  Elijah's  widow.  Imagination  is  the 
bold  &ce  that  mtddplies  its  oil ;  and  thou,  the  old 
cracked  pipkin,  that  could  not  believe  it  could  be  put 
to  such  purposes.  Dull  pipkin,  to  have  Elijah  for  thy 
cook.  ImbecUe  recipient  of  so  fat  a  miracle.  I  send 
you  George  Dyer's  Poems,  the  richest  production  of 
the  lyrical  muse  this  centurj/  can  justly  boast:  for 
Wordsworth's  L.  B.  were  published,  or  at  least  writ- 
ten, before  Christmas. 

"  Please  to  advert  to  pages  291  to  296  for  the  most 
astonishing  account  of  where  Shakspeare's  muse  has 
been  all  this  while.  I  thought  she  had  been  dead, 
and  buried  in  Stratford  Church,  with  the  young  man 
that  kept  her  eompany^  — 

'  But  it  BoemB,  like  the  Devil, 
Buried  in  Cole  Harbor, 
Some  Bay  she's  risen  again. 
Gone  'prentice  to  a  Barber.* 

•*  N.  B.  —  I  don't  charge  anything  for  the  additional 
manuscript  notes,  which  are  the  joint  productions  of 

myself  and  a  learned  translator  of  Schiller, Stod- 

dart,  Esq. 

"N.  B.  the  2d.  —  I  should  not  have  blotted  your 
book,  but  I  sent  my  own  out  to  be  bound,  as  I 
was  in  duty  bound.  A  liberal  criticism  upon  the 
several  pieces,  lyrical,  heroical,  amatory,  and  satirical, 
would  be  acceptable.  So,  you  don't  think  there's  a 
Word's  —  worth  of  good  poetry  in  the  great  L.  B. ! 
I  daren't  put  the  dreaded  syllables  at  their  just  length, 
for  my  hjdk  tinges  from  the  northern  castigation. 

^*  I  am  going  to  change  my  lodgings^  having  received 
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a  hint  that  it  would  be  agreeable,  at  our  Lady's  next 
feast.  I  have  partly  fixed  upon  most  delectable  rooms, 
which  look  out  (when  you  stand  a  tiptoe)  over  the 
Thames,  and  Surrey  Hills ;  at  the  upper  end  of 
King's  Bench  walks,  in  the  Temple.  There  I  shall 
have  all  the  privacy  of  a  house  without  the  encum- 
brance, and  shall  be  able  to  lock  my  friends  out  as 
often  as  I  desire  to  hold  free  converse  with  my  im- 
mortal mind,  for  my  present  lodgings  resemble  a  minis- 
ter's levee,  I  have  so  increased  my  acquaintance  (as 
they  call  'em)  since  I  have  resided  in  town.  Like 
the  country  mouse,  that  had  tasted  a  little  of  urbane 
manners,  I  long  to  be  nibbling  my  own  cheese  by 
mj  dear  self,  without  mouse-traps  and  time*traps.  By 
my  new  plan,  I  shall  be  as  airy,  up  four  pair  of 
stairs,  as  in  the  country;  and  in  a  garden,  in  the 
midst  of  enchanting,  more  than  Mahometan  parftdise, 
London,  whose  dirtiest  drab-frequented  alley,  and  her 
lowest  bowing  tradesman,  I  would  not  exchange  for 
Skiddaw,  Helvellyn,  James,  Walter,  and  the  parson 
into  the  bargain.  O I  her  lamps  of  a  night  I  her  rich 
goldsmiths,  print-shops,  toy-shops,  mercers,  hardware- 
men,  pastry-cooks  I  St.  Paul's  churchyard !  the  Strand  I 
Exeter  Change  I  Charing  Cross,  with  the  man  upon 
a  bl&ck  horse  I  These  are  thy  gods,  O  London ! 
An't  you  mightily  moped  on  the  banks  of  the  Cam? 
Had  not  you  better  come  and  set  up  here?  You 
can't  think  what  a  difference.  All  the  streets  and 
pavements  are  pure  gold,  I  warrant  you.  At  least, 
I  know  an  alchemy  that  turns  her  mud  into  that  met 
al,  —  a  mind  that  loves  to  be  at  home  in  crowds. 

**  'Tis  half-past  twelve  o'clock,  and  all  sober  people 
ought  to  be  arbed. 

"  C.  Lamb  (as  you  may  guess")/' 


ft^-"*; 


??«?? 
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The  following  tw6  letters  appear  to  have  been  writ- 
ten during  Coleridge's  'idsit  to  Wordsworth. 


TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

"  By  some  fatality,  unusual  with  me,  I  hare  mislaid 
the  list  of  books  which  you  want.  Can  you  from 
memory,  easily  supply  me  with  another? 

"  I  confess  to  Statins,  and  I  detained  him  wilfully, 
out  of  a  reverent  regard  to  your  style.  Statins,  they 
tell  me,  is  turgid.  As  to  that  other  Latin  book,  since 
you  know  neither  its  name  nor  subject,  your  wants 
(I  crave  leave  to  apprehend)  cannot  be  very  urgent. 
Meanwhile,  dream  that  it  is  one  of  the  lost  Decades 
of  Livy. 

"  Your  partiality  to  me  has  led  you  to  form  an 
erroneous  opinion  as  to  the  measure  of  delight  you 
suppose  me  to  take  in  obliging.  Pray,  be  careful  that 
it  spread  no  further.  'Tis  one  of  those  heresies  that 
is  very  pregnant.  Pray,  rest  more  satisfied*  with  the 
portion  of  learning  which  you  have  got,  and  disturb 
my  peaceful  ignorance  as  little  as  possible  with  such 
sort  of  commissions. 

*'  Did  you  never  observe  an  appearance  well  known 
by  the  name  of  the  man  in  the  moon  ?  Some  scanda- 
lous old  maids  have  set  on  foot  a  report,  that  it  ia 
Endymion. 

"  Your  theory  about  the  first  awkward  step  a  man 
JMikes  being  the  consequence  of  learning  to  dance,  is 
not  universal.  We  have  known  many  youths  bred 
up  at  Christ's,  who  never  learned  to  dance,  yet  the 
world  imputes  to  them  no  very  graceful  motions.  I 
remember  there  was  little  Hudson,  the  immortal  pre- 
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center  of  St.  Paul's,  to  teach  us  our  quavers ;  but,  to 
the  best  of  my  recollection,  there  was  no  master  of 
motions  when  wo  were  at  Christ's. 

"  Farewell,  in  haste. 

"a  L." 

TO  MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

"  Oct.  18lh,  1800. 

"  Dear  Wordsworth,  —  I  have  not  forgot  your  com* 
missions.  But  the  truth  is,  —  and  why  should  I  not 
confess  it  ?  —  I  am  not  plethorically  abounding  in  cash 
at  this  present.  Merit,  God  knows,  is  very  little  re 
warded ;  but  it  does  not  become  me  to  speak  of  my- 
self. My  motto  is,  *  contented  with  little,  yet  wish- 
ing for  more.'  Now,  the  books  you  wish  for  would 
require  some  pounds,  which,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  I  have 
not  by  me ;  so,  I  will  say  at  once,  if  you  will  give  me 
a  draft  upon  your  town  banker  for  any  sum  you  pro- 
pose to  lay  out,  I  will  dispose  of  it  to  the  very  best  of 
my  skill  in  choice  old  books,  such  as  my  own  soiil  lov- 
eth.  In  fact  I  have  been  waiting  for  the  liquidation  of 
a  debt  to  enable  myself  to  set  about  your  commission 
handsomely ;  for  it  is  a  scurvy  thing  to  cry,  *  Give  me 
the  money  first,'  and  I  am  the  first  of  the  family  of 
the  Lambs  that  have  done  it  for  many  centuries ;  but 
the  debt  remains  as  it  was,  and  my  old  friend  that  I  ac- 
commodated has  generously  forgot  it  I  The  books  which 
you  want,  I  calculate  at  about  8Z.  Ben  Jonson  is  a 
guinea  book.  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  in  folio,  the 
right  folio  not  now  to  be  met  with;  the  octavos  are 
about  82.  As  to  any  other  dramatists,  I  do  not  know 
where  to  find  them,  except  what  are  in  Dodsley's  Old 
Plays,  which  are  about  8Z.  also.     Massinger  I  never 
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saw  bat  at  one  shop,  but  it  is  now  gone ;  but  Qpe  of 
the  editions  of  Dodsley  contains  about  a  fourth  (the 
best)  of  his  plajrs.  Congreve,  and  the  rest  of  King 
Charles's  moralists,  are  cheap  and  accessible.  The 
works  on  Ireland  I  will  inquire  after,  but  I  fear,  Spen- 
ser's is  not  to  be  had  apart  firom  his  poems ;  I  never 
saw  it.  But  jon  may  depend  upon  my  sparing  no 
pains  to  furnish  you  as  complete  a  library  of  old  poets 
and  dramatists  as  will  be  prudent  to  buy ;  for,  I  suppose 
you  do  not  include  the  20L  edition  of  Hamlet,  single 
play,  which  Kemble  has.  Marlowe's  plays  and  poems 
are  totally  vanished ;  only  one  edition  of  Dodsley  re- 
tains one,  and  the  other  two  of  his  plays :  but  John 
Ford  is  the  man  after  Shakspeare.  Let  me  know  your 
will  and  pleasure  soon,  for  I  have  observed,  next  to  the 
pleasure  of  buying  a  bargain  for  one's  self,  is  the 
pleasure  of  persuading  a  friend  to  buy  it.  It  tickles 
one  with  the  image  of  an  imprudency,  without  the 
penalty  usually  annexed.  .  "C.  Laub." 


CHAPTER  VL 

[1800.] 
LSTTRRS  TO   MANNING,  AFTER  LAMB'S   REMOVAL  TO   THB 


TEMPLE. 


In  the  year  1800,  Lamb  carried  into  efiect  his  poiv 
pose  of  removing  to  Mitre-court  Buildings,  Temple« 
During  this  time  he  wrote  only  a  few  small  poems. 
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irhich  lie  transmitted  to  Manning.  In  his  letters  to 
Manning  a  vein  of  wild  hamor  breaks  out,  of  which 
there  are  but  slight  indications  in  the  correspondence 
with  his  more  sentimental  friends ;  as  if  the  very  op* 
po6iti<m  of  Manning's  more  scientific  power  to  his  own 
force  of  sympathy  provoked  the  sallies  which  the  genial 
kindness  of  the  mathematician  fostered.  The  prodigal 
and  reckless  hnmor  of  some  of  these  letters  forms  a 
striking  contrast  to  the  deep  feeling  of  the  earlier  let- 
ters to  Coleridge.  His  '  Essays  of  Elia'  show  the  har- 
monious miion  of  both.  The  following  letter  contains 
Lamb's  description  of  hid  new  abode. 


TO  MR.  MANNING. 

**  I  was  not  aware  that  you  owed  me  anything  be- 
side that  guinea ;  but  I  dare  say  you  are  right.  I  live 
at  No.  16,  Mitre-court  Buildings,  a  pistol-shot  o£P  Baron 
Maseres'.  You  must  introduce  me  to  the  Baron.  I 
think  we  should  suit  one  another  mainly.  He  lives 
on  the  ground  floor,  for  convenience  of  the  gout;  I 
prefer  the  attic  story,  for  the  air!  He  keeps  three 
footmen  and  two  maids ;  I  have  neither  maid  nor  laun- 
dress, not  caring  to  be  troubled  with  them  1  His  forte, 
I  understand,  is  the  higher  mathematics;  my  turn,  I 
confess,  is  more  to  poetry  and  the  belles  lettres.  The 
very  antithesis  of  our  characters  would  make  up  a  har- 
mony. Tou  must  bring  the  Baron  and  me  together. 
—  N.  B.  when  you  come  to  see  me,  mount  up  to  the 
top  of  the  stairs  —  I  hope  you  are  not  asthmatical  — 
and  come  in  flannel,  for  it's  pure  airy  up  there.  And 
bring  your  glass,  and  I  will  show  you  the  Surrey  Hills. 
My  bed  feces  the  river,  so  as  by  perking  up  upon  my 
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haunches,  and  supporting  mj  carcass  with  my  elbows, 
without  much  wrying  my  neck,  I  can  see  the  white 
sails  glide  by  the  bottom  of  the  King's  Bench  walks 
as  I  lie  in  my  bed.  An  excellent  tiptoe  prospect  in 
the  best  room  :  —  casement  windows,  with  small  panes, 
to  look  more  like  a  cottage.  Mind,  I  have  got  no 
bed  for  you,  that's  flat ;  sold  it  to  pay  expenses  of 
moving.  The  very  bed  on  which  Manning  lay;  the 
friendly,  the  mathematical  Manning!  How  forcibly 
does  it  remind  me  of  the  interesting  Otway  I  *  The 
very  bed  which  on  thy  marriage  night  gave  thee  into 
the  arms  of  Belvidera,  by  the  coarse  hands  of  ruffi* 
ans  — \  (upholsterers'  men,)  &c.  My  tears  will  not 
give  me  leave  to  go  on.  But  a  bed  I  will  get  you. 
Manning,  on  condition  you  will  be  my  day-guest. 

**  I  have  been  ill  more  than  a  month,  with  a  bad 
cold,  which  comes  upon  me  (like  a  murderer's  con- 
science) about  midnight,  and  vexes  me  for  many  hours. 
I  have  successively  been  drugged  with  Spanish  lic- 
orice, opium,  ipecaciianha,  paregoric,  and  tincture  of 
foxglove  (tinctura  purpuras  digitalis  of  the  ancients). 
I  am  a&aid  I  must  leave  off  drinking." 

Lamb  then  gives  an  account  of  his  visit  to  an  ex- 
hibition of  snakes  —  of  a  frightful  vividness  and  inter- 
esting—  as  all  details  of  these  &scinating  reptiles  are, 
whom  we  at  once  loathe  and  long  to  look  upon,  aji 
die  old  enemies  and  tempters  of  our  race. 
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TO  MR.  MANNING. 

"  Oct  16th,  1800. 

**  Dear  IVIanning,  —  Had  you  written  one  week  bo*. 
fore  you  did,  I  certainly  should  have  obeyed  your  iu- 
hinction ;  you  should  have  seen  me  before  my  letter. 
I  will  explain  to  you  my  situation.  There  are  six  of 
as  in  one  department.  Two  of  us  (within  these  four 
days)  are  confined  with  severe  fevers ;  and  two  more, 
who  belong  to  the  Tower  Militia,  expect  to  have  march- 
ing orders  on  Friday.  Now  six  are  absolutely  neces- 
sary. I  have  already  asked  and  obtained  two  young 
hands  to  supply  the  loss  of  the  fev€rite%.  And,  with 
the  other  prospect  before  me,  you  may  believe  I  cannot 
decently  ask  leave  of  absence  for  myself.  All  I  can 
promise,  (and  I  do  promise,  with  the  sincerity  of  Saint 
Peter,  and  tlie  contrition  of  sinner  Peter  if  I  fail) 
that  I  will  come  the  very  first  spare  week^  and  go  no- 
where till  I  have  been  at  Cambridge.  No  matter  if  you 
are  in  a  state  of  pupilage  when  I  come ;  for  I  can  em- 
ploy myself  in  Cambridge  very  pleasantly  in  the  morn- 
ings. Are  there  not  hbraries,  halls,  colleges,  books, 
j»ctures,  statues?  I  wish  you  had  made  London  in 
your  way.  There  is  an  exhibition  quite  uncommon 
in  JBurope,  which  could  not  have  escaped  your  geniuSj 
—  a  live  rattlesnake,  ten  feet  in  length,  and  the  thick- 
ness of  a  big  leg.  I  went  to  see  it  last  night  by  can- 
dlelight. We  were  ushered  into  a  room  very  little 
bigger  than  ours  at  Pentonville.  A  man  and  woman 
.i  four  boys  live  in  this  room,  joint  tenants  witli  nine 
lakes,  most  of  them  such  as  no  remedy  has  been  dis- 
vered  for  their  bite.  We  walked  into  the  middle, 
dch  is  formed  by  a  half-moon  of  wired  boxes,  all 
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mansions  of  snakes^ — whip-snakes,  thunder-snakes,  pig- 
nose-snakes,  American  vipers,  and  this  monster.  He 
lies  curled  up  in  folds ;  and  immediately  a  stranger 
enters  (for  he  is  used  to  the  family,  and  sees  them  play 
at  cards,)  he  set  up  a  rattle  like  a  watchman's  in  Lon- 
don, or  near  as  loud,  and  reared  up  a  head,  from  the 
midst  of  these  folds,  like  a  toad,  and  shook  his  head, 
and  showed  every  sign  a  snake  can  show  of  irritation. 
I  had  the  foolish  curiosity  to  strike  the  wires  with  my 
finger,  and  the  devil  flew  at  me  with  his  toad-mouth 
wide  open  :  the  inside  of  his  mouth  is  quite  white.  I 
had  got  my  finger  away,  nor  could  he  well  have  bit 
me  with  his  big  mouth,  which  would  have  been  cer- 
tain death  in  five  minutes.  But  it  frightened  me  so 
much,  that  I  did  not  recover  my*  voice  for  a  minute^s 
space.  I  forgot,  in  my  fear,  that  he  was  secured. 
You  would  have  forgot  too,  for  *tis  incredible  how 
such  a  monster  can  be  confined  in  small  gauzy-looking 
wires.  I  dreamed  of  snakes  in  the  night.  I  wish  to 
heaven  you  could  see  it.  He  absolutely  swelled  with 
passion  to  the  bigness  of  a  large  thigh.  I  could  not 
retreat  without  infringing  on  another  box,  and  just 
behind,  a  little  devil  not  an  inch  from  my  back,  had 
got  his  nose  out,  with  some  difficulty  and  pain,  quite 
through  the  ba"s  I  He  was  soon  taught  better  man- 
ners. All  the  snakes  were  curious,  and  objects  of 
terror :  but  this  monster,  like  Aaron's  serpent,  swal- 
lowed up  the  impression  of  the  rest.  He  opened  his 
cursed  mouth,  when  he  made  at  me,  as  wide  as  his 
head  was  broad.  I  hallooed  out  quite  loud,  and  felt 
pains  all  over  my  body  with  the  finght. 

"I  have  had  the  felicity  of  hearing  Greorge  Dyer 
read  out  one  book  of  *  The  Farmer^s  Boy/     I  thought 
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It  rather  childish.  No  doubt,  there  is  originality  in  it, 
(which,  in  your  self-taught  geniuses,  is  a  most  rare 
quality,  they  generally  getting  hold  of  some  bad  mod- 
els, in  a  scarcity  of  books,  and  forming  their  taste  on 
them,)  but  no  selection.  All  is  described. 
<*  Mind,  I  have  only  heard  read  one  book. 

"  Yours  sincerely, 

"  Philo-Snake, 

*,*  0.  L.** 

The  following  are  fragments  from  a  letter  chiefly  on 
personal  matters,  the  interest  of  which  is  gone  by :  — 

TO  MB.  MANNING. 

"And  now,  when  shall  I  catch  a  glimpse  of  your 
honest  face-to-face  countenance  again?  Your  fine 
dogmatical^  sceptical  &ce  by  punch-light  ?  O I  one 
glimpse  of  the  human  face,  and  shake  of  the  human 
hand,  is  better  than  whole  reams  of  this  cold,  thin  cor- 
respondence ;  yea,  of  more  worth  than  all  the  letters 
that  have  sweated  the  fingers  of  sensibility,  from  Ma- 
dame S^yign^  and  Balzac  to  Sterne  and  Shenstone. 

"  Coleridge  is  settled  with  his  wife  and  the  young 
philosopher  at  Keswick,  with  the  Wordsworths.     They 
have  contrived  to  spawn  a  new  volume  of  lyrical  bal- 
lads, which  is  to  see  the  light  in  about  a  month,  and 
causes  no    little    excitement    in    the    literary   world. 
George  Dyer  too,  that  good-natured  heathen,  is  more 
ban  nine  months  gone  with  his  twin  volumes  of  ode, 
astoral,  sonnet,  elegy,  Spenserian,  Horatian,  Akensid- 
h,  and  Masonic  verse  —  Clio  prosper  the  birth  I  it  will 
e  twelve  shillings  out  of  somebody's  pocket.     I  find 
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he  means  to  exclude  ^  personal  satire/  so  it  appears  by 
his  truly  original  advertisement.  Well,  Grod  put  it  into 
the  hearts  of  the  English  gentry  to  come  in  shoals 
and  subscribe  to  his  poems,  for  He  never  put  a  kinder 
heart  into  flesh  of  man  than  George  Dyer's  1 
**  Now  farewell,  for  dinner  is  at  hand. 

"C.  L." 

Lamb  had  engaged  to  spend  a  few  days  when  he 
could  obtain  leave,  with  Manning  at  Cambridge,  and, 
just  as  he  hoped  to  accomplish  his  wish,  received  an 
invitation  from  Lloyd  to  give  his  holiday  to  the  poets 
assembled  at  the  Lakes.  In  the  joyous  excitement 
of  spirits  which  the  anticipated  visit  to  Manning  pro- 
duced, he  thus  plays  off  Manning's  proposal  on  his 
friend,  abuses  mountains  and  luxuriates  in  his  love 
of  London:  — 

TO  MB.  MANNING. 

"Dear  Manning,  —  I  have  received  a  very  kind 
invitation  from  Lloyd  and  Sophia,  to  go  and  spend  a 
month  with  them  at  the  Lakes.  Now  it  fortunately 
happens,  (which  is  so  seldom  the  case  1)  that  I  have 
spare  cash  by  me,  enough  to  answer  the  expenses  of 
so  long  a  journey ;  and  I  am  determined  to  get  away 
from  the  office  by  some  means.  The  purpose  of  this 
letter  is  to  request  of  you  (my  dear  friend),  that  you 
will  not  take  it  unkind,  if  I  decline  my  proposed  visit 
to  Cambridge  for  the  present.  Perhaps  I  shall  be  able 
to  take  Cambridge  in  my  way^  going  or  coming.  I 
need  not  describe  to  you  the  expectations  which  such 
an  one  as  myself,  pent  up  all  my  life  in  a  dirty  city, 
have  formed  of  a  tour  to  the  Lakes.     Consider  Gras- 
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mere  I  Ambleside  1  Wordsworth  1  Coleridge  1  Hills, 
woods,  lakes,  and  mountains,  to  the  eternal  devil.  I 
will  eat  snipes  with  thee,  Thomas  Manning.  Only 
confess,  confess,  a  bite. 

"  P.  S.  I  think  you  named  the  16th ;  but  was  it 
not  modest  of  Lloyd  to  send  such  an  invitation !  It 
shows  his  knowledge  of  mtmey  and  time.  I  would  be 
loth  to  think  he  meant 

'Ironio  satire  sidelong  sklented 
On  my  poor  pursie.'  —  Burns. 

For  my  part,  with  reference  to  my  fi*iends  northward, 
I  must  confess  that  I  am  not  romance-bit  about  Nature. 
The  earth,  and  sea,  and  sky  (when  all  is  said),  is  but 
as  a  house  to  dwell  in.  If  the  inmates  be  courteous, 
and  good  liquors  flow  like  the  conduits  at  an  old  cor- 
onation, if  they  can  talk  sensibly,  and  feel  properly,  I 
hare  no  need  to  stand  staring  upon  the  gilded  look- 
ing-glass (that  strained  my  friend's  purse-strings  in 
the  purchase),  nor  his  five-shilling  print  over  the 
mantel-piece  of  old  Nabbs  the  carrier  (which  only  be- 
trays his  false  taste).  Just  as  important  to  me  (in  a 
sense),  is  all  the  furniture  of  my  world;  eye-pam- 
pering, but  satisfies  no  heart.  Streets,  streets,  streets, 
markets,  theatres,  churches,  Covent  Gardens,  shops 
sparkling  \vith  pretty  faces  of  industrious  milliners, 
neat  sempstresses,  ladies  cheapening,  gentlemen  be- 
hind counters  lying,  authors  in  the  street  with  spec- 
tacles, George  Dyers  (you  naay  know  them  by  their 
ffait),  lamps  lit  at  night,  pastry-cooks*  and  silversmiths' 

>p8,  beautifiil  Quakers  of  Pentonville,  noise  of  coach- 
drowsy  cry  of  mechanic  watchmen  at  night,  with 

icks  reeling  home  drunk ;  if  you  happen  to-  wake 
midnight,  cries  of  Fire  and  Stop  diief ;  iims  of 
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rt.  with  their  learned  air,  a 
i  like  Camhridge  colleges ;  c 
'lors,'  *  Burtons  on  Melancfa 
5,'  on  every  stall.  These 
idon  I  with-the-man j-sins. 
-,  for  these  may  Keswick 
hang  I 

tn  this  occasion  Lamb  was 
consoled  by  the  acquire 
Rickman  of  the  House  of 
!i  strain  which  he  never 
s  piece  of  rare  ielicity  ena 
loss  of  his  manuscripts,  : 
es;  which,  according  to  th 
was  destined  to  endure. 


TO  MR,  MAtn 

Sequid  meeHtatur  Archimet 
ig?  What  hath  happened 
loth  he  take  it  in  ill  part, 

not  comply  with  his  cour 
iffice,  I  could  not  come  —  i 
f  —  be  they  abstractions  of 
her)  meet  sliarp  and  mortii 

Will's  mouth  too  hard  fo: 

stone  walls  in  her  way, 
ns  eat  through  ?  sore  lets,  t 
'oughfares  ?  racemi  ru'mtum  > 
ise  classic  7    I  allude  to  the 

the  fox  a  strain,  and  gtun 
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rism.     Observe  the  superscription  of  this  letter.     In 
adapting  the  size  of  the  letters,  which  constitute  your 
name  and  Mr.   OrUp^9  name  respectively,  I  had  an 
eye  to  your  diflferent  stations  in  life.     'Tis  truly  cu- 
rious, and  must  be  soothing  to  an  aristocrat.     I  won- 
'der'  it  has  never   been   hit  on   before   my  time.     I 
have  made  an  acquisition  latterly  of  a  pleasant  hand^ 
<Hie  Rickman,  to  whom  I  was  introduced  by  George 
Dyer,  not  the  most  flattering  auspices  under  which* 
one    man    can    be    introduced   to   another  —  George 
brings  all  sorts  of  people  together,  setting  up  a  sort 
of  agrarian  law,  or  common  property,  in  matter  of 
society;  but  for  once  he  has  done  me  a  great  pleas- 
ure, while  he  was  only  pursuing  a  principle,  as  ignes 
fatxd  may  light  you  home.     This  Rickman  lives  in 
our  Buildings,  immediately  opposite   our  house ;   the 
finest  fellow  to  drop  in  a'nights,  about  nine  or  ten 
o'clock  —  cold   bread-and-cheese    time — just    in    the 
miking  time  of  the  night,  when  you  wish  for  some- 
body to  come  in,  without  a  distinct  idea  of  a  probable 
anybody.     Just  in  the  nick,  neither  too  early  to  be 
tedious,  nor  too  late  to  sit  a  reasonable   time.     He 
is  a  most  pleasant  hand;  a  fine  rattling  fellow,  has 
gone  through  life  laughing  at  solemn  apes; — himself 
hugely  literate,  oppressively  full  of  information  in  all 
stuff  of  conversation,  firom  matter  of  &ct  to  Xeno- 
phon  and  Plato  —  can  talk  Greek  with  Person,  pol- 
itics with   Thelwall,   conjecture  with   George    Dyer, 
nonselise   with  me,  and  anything  with   anybody ;   a 
great  fiirmer,  somewhat  concerned  in  an  agricultural 
magazine  —  reads  no  poetry  but  Shakspeare,  very  in- 
timate with  Southey,  but  never  reads  his  poetry,  rel- 
ishes  George   Dyer,   thoroughly  penetrates  into    the 

VOL.  I.  10 
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ridiculoua  vfaerever  found,  understands  t 
(a  great  desideratum  in  common  minds) 
never  twice  speak  to  him ;  does  not  wi 
tions,  translations,  limitations,  as  Profes 
does  when  you  make  an  assertion ;  vp  1 
down  to  everything ;  whatever  sapU  } 
perfect  man.  All  this  &rrago,  which  i 
you  to  read,  and  has  put  me  to  a  htti 
jelect!  only  proves  how  impossible  it  is  1 
pleatant  hand.  You  must  see  Rickman  1 
for  he  b  a  species  in  one.  A  new  class, 
any  slip  of  which  I  am  proud  to  put  in 
pot.  The  clearest-headed  fellow.  Fuller 
with  least  verbosity.  If  there  be  any  allc 
tune  to  have  met  with  such  a  man,  it  is  i 
monly  divides  his  time  between  town  i 
having  some  foolish  family  ties  at  Chrii 
which  means  he  can  only  gladden  our  I 
isphere  with  returns  of  Ught.  He  is  nc 
six  weeks." 

"  At  last  I  have  written  to  Kemble, 
event  of  my  play,  which  was  presented  lot 
As  I  suspected,  came  an  answer  back  t! 
was  lost,  and  could  not  be  found  —  no  hi 
body  had  to  this  day  ever  looked  into  it,  v 
ous  (reasonable !)  request  of  another  co 
one  by  me),  and  a  promise  of  a  definitive 
week.  I  could  not  resist  so  facile  and  i 
mand,  so  scribbled  out  another,  omitting  si 
»ucli  as  tlie  witch  story,  about  half  of  th( 
(which  is  too  leisurely  for  story),  and  tra 
Boliloquy  about  England  getting  drunk,  t 
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reciter,  stapidlj  stood  alone,  nothing  prevenient  or 
antevenient  —  and  cleared  away  a  good  deal  besides, 
and  sent  this  copy,  written  all  out  (with  alterations, 
&c.,  requiring  judgmenC)  in  one  day  and  a  half  I  I 
sent  it  last  night,  and  am  in  weekly  expectation  of  the 
tolling-bell,  and  death-warrant. 

^^  This  is  all  my  London  news.  Send  me  some  from 
the  bcmki  of  Cam^  as  the  poets  delight  to  speak,  espe- 
cially George  Dyer,  who  has  no  other  name,  nor  idea, 
nor  definition  of  Cambridge,  —  namely,  its  being  a 
market-town,  sending  members  to  Parliament,  never 
entered  into  his  definition  —  it  was  and  is,  simply,  the 
banks  of  the  Cam,  or  the  fidr  Cam ;  as  Oxford  is  the 
banks  of  the  Isis,  or  the  fidr  Isis.  Tours  in  all  humil- 
ity, most  illustrious  Trismegist, 

"C.  Lamb. 

**  (Read  on,  there^s  more  at  the  bottom.) 

"You  ask  me  about  the  *  Farmer's  Boy' — don't 
you  think  the  fellow  who  wrote  it  (who  is  a  shoe- 
maker) has  a  poor  mind  ?  Don't  you  find  he  is  always 
ailly  about  poor  GHes^  and  those  abject  kind  of  phrases, 
which  mark  a  man  that  looks  up  to  wealth  ?  None  of 
Bums's  poet  dignity.  What  do  you  think  ?  I  have 
just  opened  him,  but  he  makes  me  sick." 

Constant  to  the  fiime  of  Jem  White,  Lamb  did  not 
(kil  to  enlist  Manning  among  the  admirers  of  the 
**Falstaffs  Letters."  The  next  letter,  referring  to 
tliem  is,  however,  more  interesting  for  the  light  which 
it  casts  on  Lamb's  indifference  to  the  politics  of  the 
time,  and  fond  devotion  to  the  past. 
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TO  MB.  MAN! 
"  I  Iiopa  by  this  time  you  a 
FalstafF's  Letters'  are  a  buiidlt 
est,  profoundest  humors,  of  any 
ter  times  have  spawned,  I  sho 
that  the  meaning  is  fi'eqaently  I 
BO  are  the  future  guineas,  tha 
aurifying  in  the  womb  of  som' 
but  dig,  dig,  dig,  dig.  Manning 
conquerable  propulsion  to  write 
of  what  to  write.  My  private  j 
the  movements  of  the  spheres,  i 
to  angels'  ears.  Public  affairs - 
upon  me,  aiul  so  turn  into  priva 
my  mind  to  feel  any  interest  in. 
War,  and  Nature,  and  Mr.  J 
Lloyd's  best  parlor,  should  ha 
three  necessaries,  simple  comi 
knew  them,  into  the  upper  he 
and  beer,  and  coals,  Mannin 
and  Frenchmen,  and  the  Abbfi 
Uons,  I  cannot  make  these  press 
I  read  histories  of  the  past,  ai 
though,  to  abstract  senses,  the; 
tons,  than  the  noises  which  k 
am  reading  '  Burnet's  own  T 
read  that  garrulous,  pleasant 
storv  like  an  old  man  past  politii 
his  sons  on  winter  evenings  of  t 
lie  transactions,  when  '  his  old  e 
Gcandal,  which  aH  true  history  i: 
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all  the  stark  wickedness  that  actually  gives  the  momen 
turn  to  national  actors.  Quite  the  prattle  of  age,  and 
out-lived  importance.  Truth  and  sincerity  staring  out 
upon  you  perpetually  in  alto^diew).  Himself  a  party 
man  —  he  makes  you  a  party  man.  None  of  the 
cursed  philosophical  Humeian  indiiference,  so  cold,  and 
unnatural  and  inhuman  1  None  of  the  cursed  Gibbon- 
ian  fine  writing,  so  fine  and  composite.  None  of  Dr. 
Robertson's  periods  with  three  members.  None  of 
Mr.  Roscoe's  sage  remarks,  all  so  apposite,  and  coming 
in  so  clever,  lest  the  reader  should  have  had  the  trouble 
of  drawing  an  inference.  Burnet's  good  old  prattle,  I 
can  bring  present  to  my  mind ;  I  can  make  the  revolu- 
tion present  to  me  —  the  French  revolution,  by  a  con- 
verse perversity  in  my  nature,  I  fling  as  far  from  me. 
To  quit  this  tiresome  subject,  and  to  relieve  you  from 
two  or  three  dismal  yawns,  which  I  hear  in  spirit,  I 
here  conclude  my  more  than  commonly  obtuse  letter ; 
dull,  up  to  the  dulness  of  a  Dutch  commentator  on 
Shakspeare. 

"  My  love  to  Lloyd  and  to  Sophia. 

"C.  L." 

While  Lamb's  di*amatic  destinies  were  in  suspense, 
he  was  called  on  ^^  to  assist "  at  the  production  of  a 
tragedy,  by  a  fiiend,  whose  more  mature  reputation 
gave  him  readier  access  to  the  manager,  but  who  had 
no  better  claim  to  success  than  himself.  Mr.  Godwin, 
whose  powerful  romance  of  Caleb  Williams  had  sup- 
plied the  materials  for  "the  Iron  Chest"  of  Colman, 
naturally  aspired,  on  his  own  account,  to  the  glory  of 
the  scene,  and  completed  a  tragedy  under  the  title  of 
"  Antonio,  or  the  Soldier's  Return,"  which  was  ac- 
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-ane  Theatre, 
aturday  the  1! 
ied  the  epilog 
bter,  addressed 


ro  MR.  UANIOA 

I  yonr  letter  ( 
Bee.     I  have 

To  your  epi; 
J  come  to  Cai 
le  v)hea  I  can. 
my  play  earlj 
er  handwritin 
imbridge  gent 
her  that  you 
i  her  hand.  ' 
'  Heaven's  sal 
t  in  a  feigner 
the  introductj 
lay,  and  give 
ass  and  bulk  o 
ENT.  It  is  ah 
11,  if  yon  read 

e  genliu  jostl  j  vnli 
ter'B  shtirs  at  Drur; 
in  ever/  other  mnU 


to  talk  with  She 
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In  at  tbe  playhoase  just  at  six  he  pops, 

And  never  quits  it  till  the  curtain  drops, 

Is  never  aVsent  on  the  aidhor's  flight^ 

Knows  actnisses  and  actors  too  —  by  sight; 

So  humble,  that  with  Suett  he'll  tsonfer, 

Or  take  a  pipe  with  plain  Jack  Bannister; 

Nay,  with  an  anthor  has  been  known  so  free 

He  once  suggested  a  catastrophe  — 

In  short,  John  dabbled  till  his  head  was  tum*d: 

His  wife  remonstrated,  his  neighbors  monrn*d, 

His  customers  were  dropping  off  apace, 

And  Jack*s  affairs  began  to  wear  a  piteous  face* 

One  night  his  wife  began  a  curtain  lecture; 
'  My  dearest  Johnny,  husband,  spouse,  protector. 
Take  pity  on  your  helpless  babes  and  me, 
Save  us  from  ruin,  you  from  bankruptcy  — 
Look  to  your  business,  leave  these  cursed  plays. 
And  try  again  your  old  industrious  ways.' 

Jack,  who  was  always  scared  at  the  Gazette, 
And  had  some  bits  of  scull  uninjured  yet, 
Promised  amendment,  vow*d  his  wife  spake  reason, 
'  He  would  not  see  another  play  that  season  — * 

Three  stubborn  fortnights  Jack  his  promise  kept, 
Was  late  and  early  in  his  shop,  eat,  slept, 
And  walk'd  and  talkM  like  ordinary  men;. 
No  wtt,  but  John  the  hatter  once  again  — 
Visits  his  club:  when  lo!  ontfalal  night 
His  wife  with  horror  viewM  the  well-known  sight— 
John's  hai,  loig^  snuffbox — well  she  knew  his  tricks  — 
And  Jack  decamping  at  the  hour  of  six. 
Just  at  the  counter's  edge  a  playbill  lay. 
Announcing  that '  Pizarro '  was  the  play  — 
'  0  Johnny,  Johnny,  this  is  your  old  doing,' 
Quoth  Jack,  *  Why  what  the  devil  storm's  a-brewing? 
About  a  harmless  play  why  all  this  fright? 
I'll  go  and  see  it,  if  it's  but  for  spite — 
Zounds,  woman !    Nelson's  *  to  be  there  to-night.* 

•*  N.  B.  —  This  was  intended  for  Jack  Bannister  to 
Bf  eak ;  but  the  sage  managers  have  chosen  Miss  Heard^ 
except  Miss  Tidswell,  the  worst  actress  ever  seen  or 
heard.    Now,  I  remember  I  have  promised  the  loan  of 

*  **  A  good  clap-trap.    Nelson  has  exhibited  two  or  three  times  at  botli 
flieatzei-*and  advertised  himself.'* 
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my  play.  I  will  lend  it  mstofUi 
it  ('pon  honor  I)  hy  this  day  weel 
"  I  must  go  and  dress  for  tlie 
Finding  I  have  time,  I  transcrib 
you  have  read  the  last  first ;  it 
names  I  took  &om  a  little  outi 
have  not  read  the  play  1 

'Ladies,  j»'ve  leen  how  Gntmtui's 
Poor  victim  of  b  Spaniard  broihsr' 
Wlien  Spanish  honor  through  tho 
And  Spanish  baauty  Tor  the  best  i 
In  that  rgmantic  unealij;hl«u'd  Ha 
A  breach  ofpromitet  was  a  Mrl  of 
Which  of  you  hnDdiome  English  li 
But  deemi  the  penance  bloody  ani: 
A  whimsical  old  SHnigosaa  (  rnaljii 
That  a  dead  father's  dying  inclina 
Should  Upc  to  thwart  a  living  daaf 
Unjuilly  on  the  nei  uwU  men  ojcli 


And  goes  a  promiae-breaker  10  th( 
What  need  we  Instance  hen  the  le 
The  sicic  man'a  purpoee,  or  tbs  gn 
Tha  truth  by  few  estamplea  boat  it 
Inetead  of  mnny  which  are  better  I 
Take  poor  Jack  Incident,  that's  dc 
Jack,  &c.  &C.  &o.' 

"  Now  you  have  it  all  —  how  ( 
going  to  hear  it  recited !  1  I 


Alas  for  human  hopes!  The 
damned,  and  tlie  epilogue  shared 
turned  out  a  miracle  of  dulness 

•  "  Four  taig  lines."  t  "  Fi 

t  -  In  ^KiM / /"  S" Two  Ktat  lii 

i  "  Or  Mir,  as  dey  have  altered  it." 
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ier  at,  although  Lamb  always  insisted  it  had  one  fine 
line,  which  he  was  fond  of  repeating  —  sole  relic  of  the 
else  forgotten  play.  Kemble  and  Mrs.  Siddons,  the 
brother  and  sister  of  the  drama,  toiled  through  four 
acts  and  a  half  without  applause  or  disapprobation ; 
one  speech  was  not  more  vapid  than  another ;  and  so 
dead  was  the  level  of  the  dialogue,  that,  although  its 
destiny  was  seen  from  afar,  it  presented  no  opportunity 
for  hissing.  But  as  the  play  drew  towards  a  close, 
when,  after  a  scene  of  fidgid  chiding  not  vivified  by 
any  fire  of  Kemble's  own,  Antonio  drew  his  sword  and 
plunged  it  into  the  heroine's  bosom,  the  "  sad  civility  " 
of  the  audience  vanished,  they  started  as  at  a  real  mur- 
der, and  hooted  the  actors  from  the  stage.  "  Philoso- 
phy," which  could  not  "  make  a  Juliet,"  sustained  the 
author  through  the  trial.  He  sat  on  one  of  the  front 
benches  of  the  pit,  unmoved  amidst  the  storm.  When 
the  first  act  passed  off  witliout  a  hand,  he  expressed 
his  satisfaction  at  the  good  sense  of  the  house ;  ^^  the 
proper  season  of  applause  had  not  arrived ; "  all  was 
exactly  as  it  should  be.  The  second  act  proceeded  to 
its  close  in  the  same  uninterrupted  calm ;  his  friends 
became  uneasy,  but  still  his  optimism  prevailed ;  he 
could  afford  to  wait.  And  though  he  did  at  last  ad- 
mit the  great  movement  was  somewhat  tardy,  and 
that  the  audience  seemed  rather  patient  than  interest>- 
ed,  he  did  not  lose  his  confidence  till  the  tumiJt  arose, 
and  then  he  submitted  with  quiet  dignity  to  the  fate  of 
genius,  too  lofty  to  be  understood  by  a  world  as  yet  in 
its  childhood  1  Notwithstanding  this  rude  repulse,  Mr. 
Godwin  retained  his  taste  for  the  theatre  to  the  last. 
On  every  first  night  of  a  new  piece,  whether  tragedy, 
comedy,  or  &rce,  whether  of  friend  or  foe,  he  sat  with 
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gentle  interest  in  a  side-box,  and  bore  i 
ever  it  miglit  he,  with  resignation,  as  he 
own.  The  following  is  Lamb's  account 
trophe  rendered  to  Manning,  in  which 
charge  against  the  unlucky  author  of  ' 
Satanical  Pride  of  Heart,"  has  reference 
ter  which  Lamb  had  encountered  amor 
by  the  purposed  title  of  his  own  play, "  I 
and  his  disqaisition  in  its  defence. 


TO  HB.  HANNINQ. 

"  We  are  damned  I  —  Not  the  fiicetiov 
self  coald  save  u3.  For,  as  the  editor  of 
Post,'  quick-sighted  gentleman  I  hath  this 
ly  observed  (I  beg  pardon  if  I  falsify  hi 
profound  sense  I  am  sure  I  retain),  both 
epilogue  were  worthy  of  accompanying 
and  indeed  (marlt  the  profundity,  Mr.  M 
received  with  proper  indignation  by  sucl 
ence  only  as  thought  either  worth  attend 
fessor,  thy  glories  wax  dim  t  Again,  tl 
ble  author  of  the  '  True  Briton'  declaretl 
(bearing  same  date)  that  the  epilogue  wi 
ent  attempt  at  humor  and  character,  and  : 
1  forbear  to  mention  the  otlier  papers,  b 
not  read  them.  O  Professor,  how  diffe 
ings  now  (quantum  mutatus  ah  illo  prol 
agns  philosophise  tantas  victorias  acquis] 
different  thy  prond  feelings  but  one  little 
thy  anticipation  of  thy  nine  nights,  —  tl 
claps,  which  have  soothed  thy  soul  by 
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dreams  %j  night  I  Calling  in  accidentally  on  the  Pro- 
fessor while  he  was  out,  I  was  ushered  into  the  study ; 
and  my  nose  quickly  (most  sagacious  always)  pointed 
me  to  four  tokens  lying  loose  upon  thy  table,  Profes- 
sor, which  indicated  thy  violent  and  satanical  pride  of 
heart.  Imprimis,  there  caught  mine  eye  a  list  of  six 
persons,  thy  friends,  whom  thou  didst  meditate  invit- 
ing to  a  sumptuous  dinner  on  the  Thursday,  antici- 
pating the  profits  of  thy  Saturday's  play  to  answer 
charges ;  I  was  in  the  honored  file  1  Next,  a  stronger 
evidence  of  thy  violent  and  almost  satanical  pride,  lay 
a  list  of  all  the  morning  papers  (from  the  '  Morning 
Chronicle'  downwards  to  the  'Porcupine'),  with  the 
places  of  their  respective  offices,  where  thou  wast  med- 
itating to  insert,  and  didst  insert,  an  elaborate  sketch 
of  the  story  of  thy  play ;  stones  in  thy  enemy's  hand 
to  bruise  thee  with,  and  severely  wast  thou  bruised,  O 
Professor !  nor  do  I  know  what  oil  to  pour  into  thy 
wounds..  Next,  which  convinced  me  to  a  dead  con- 
viction, of  thy  pride,  violent  and  almost  satanical  pride 
—  lay  a  list  of  books,  which  thy  un-tragedy-favored 
pocket  could  never  answer  ;  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Ma- 
lone's  Shakspeare  (still  harping  upon  thy  play,  thy 
philosophy  abandoned  meanwliile  to  christians  and  su- 
perstitious minds)  ;  nay,  I  believe  (if  I  can  believe  my 
memory),  that  the  ambitious  Encyclopedia  itself  was 
part  of  thy  meditated  acquisitions ;  but  many  a  play- 
book  was  there.  All  these  visions  are  damned;  and 
thou.  Professor,  must  read  Shakspeare  in  future  out 
of  a  conunon  edition ;  and  hark  ye,  pray  read  him  to 
a  little  better  purpose  I  Last  and  strongest  against 
thee  (in  colors  manifest  as  the  hand  upon  Belshaz- 
rair's  wall),  lay  a  volume  of  poems  by  C.  Lloyd  and 
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C.  Lamb.  Thy  heart  misgave  tli 
might  possibly  not  have  talent  er 
an  epilogue  1  Manning,  all  thej 
my  mind  ;  all  the  gratulations  th 
ened  upon  liim,  and  even  some 
upon  hia  humble  finend ;  the  va 
and  Ihe  profita  (the  Professor  is  J 
of  pocket  by  this  feilure,  besides 
got  for  the  copyright,  and  the  Prt 
beforehand  with  the  world  ;  what 
sweat  of  his  brow  and  dint  of  h 
sor,  though  a  sure  man,  is  also  a 
muse  upon  thy  altered  physiogi 
squalid  appearance  (a  kind  of  bh 
eyelids),  and  thy  crest  fallen,  an 
of  200/,  from  tliy  boykseller  chan 
ty  of  his  taking  it  at  all,  or  giving 
Professor  has  won  my  heart  by  t 
tastrophe.  You  i-emember  Marsl 
him  at  my  house ;  I  met  him  in  tl 
after  the  damnation  of  the  Prof 
looked  to  me  like  an  angel ;  his 
and  all  over  pei-spiration  ;  I  nev 
fraught  visage  ;  I  could  have  hugf 
BO  intensely.  '  From  every  pore 
fell.'  I  have  seen  that  man  in  i 
from  my  soul,  I  think  that  a  mon 
exists  not  in  this  world.  The  Pr 
trembhng  with  the  recent  shock,  1 
to  my  house  to  supper,  and  then 
as  well  as  we  could.  He  came 
a  change  of  catastrophe  ;  but  alas 
denined  lon^;  before  that  crisis. 
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liim  with  a  specious  proposition,  but  have  since  joined 
his  true  friends  in  advising  him  to  give  it  up.  He 
did  it  with  a  pang,  and  is  to  print  it  as  Ms. 

In  another  letter,  a  few  days  after,  Lamb  thus  re- 
curs to  the  subject,  and  closes  the  century  in  antici* 
patioii  of  a  visit  to  his  friend  at  Cambridge. 


TO  MB.  MANNING. 

"  Deo.  27th,  1800. 

**  As  for  the  other  Professor,  he  has  actually  begun 
to  dive  into  Tavemier  and  Chardin's  Persian  Travels 
for  a  story,  to  form  a  new  drama  for  the  sweet  tooth 
of  this  fastidious  age.  Hatli  not  Bethlehem  College 
a  fair  action  for  non-residence  against  such  profes- 
sors ?  Are  poets  so  few  in  this  age^  that  He  must 
write  poetry  ?  Is  morals  a  subject  so  exhausted,  that 
he  must  quit  that  line  ?  Is  the  metaphysic  well  (with- 
out a  bottom)  drained  dry  ? 

**  If  I  can  guess  at  the  wicked  pride  of  the  Profes- 
sor's heart,  I  would  take  a  shrewd  wager,  that  he  dis- 
dains ever  again  to  dip  his  pen  in  Prose.  Adieu,  ye 
splendid  theories !  Farewell,  dreams  of  political  ju^ 
tice  1  Lawsuits,  where  I  was  counsel  for  Archbishop 
Fenelon  versus  my  own  mother,  in  the  famous  fire 
cause  I 

"  Vanish  from  my  mind,  professors,  one  and  all.  I 
have  metal  more  attractive  on  foot. 

"  Man  of  many  snipes, — I  will  sup  with  thee,  Deo 
volente,  et  diabolo  nolente,  on  Monday  night,  the  6th 
of  January,  in  the  new  year,  and  crush  a  cop  to  the 
mlant  century. 
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'*  A  word  or  two  of  my  progi 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  with  a  ii 
bridge  one-decker ;  very  cold  till 
at  St.  Mary's  light^house,  muffin? 
ble  (or  any  otiier  curious  prodi 
both  Indies),  snipes  exactly  at  i 
mence  at  ten,  nith  argument;  • 
b  expected  to  take  place  about 
niniity,  with  some  haziness  and  dii 
— N.  B.  My  single  affection  is  i 
to  snipes ;  but  the  curious  and  < 
also  take  a  pleasure  in  beholding 
chosen  assortment  of  teals,  ortola 
palate-soothing  flesh  of  geese,  wil 
gales'  brains,  the  sensorium  of  a 
or  any  other  Chriatraas  dish,  w 
judgment  of  you  and  the  cook  i 


CHAPTER  V 

[1801  to  1804.] 


tiXTTERS  TO  MANN  TUG,  WO  BDS  WORTH, 
WOODVIL  It  EJECTED,  PUBUSHSI 


The  ominous   postponement  < 
hopes   was  followed   by  their  di 
commencement  of  the  century. 
at  least  one  interview  by  the  state 
huiK,  Mr.  Kemblc,  who  extended 
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tesy  even  to  authors,  whom  he  invariablj  attended  to 
the  door  of  his  house  in  Great  Russell  Street,  and  bade 
them  "beware  of  the  step."  Godwin's  catastrophe 
Had  probably  rendered  him  less  solicitous  to  encounter 
a  similar  peril ;  which  the  fondest  admirers  of  "  John 
Woodvil"  will  not  regret  that  it  escaped.  While  the 
occasional  roughness  of  its  verse  would  have  been  felt 
as  strange  to  ears  as  yet  unused  to  the  old  dramatists 
whom  Lamb's  Specimens  had  not  then  made  familiar 
to  the  town,  the  delicate  beauties  enshrined  within  it 
would  scarcely  have  been  perceived  in  the  glare  of  the 
theatre.  Exhibiting  "  the  depth,  and  not  the  tumults 
of  the  soul,"  —  presenting  a  female  character  of  mod- 
est and  retiring  loveliness  and  noble  purpose,  but  un- 
distracted  with  any  violent  emotion,  —  and  developing 
a  train  of  circumstances  which  work  out  their  gentle 
triumphs  on  the  heart  only  of  the  hero,  without  stir- 
ring accident  or  vivid  grouping  of  persons,  —  it  would 
scarcely  have  supplied  sufficient  of  coarse  interest  to 
disarm  the  critical  spirit  which  it  would  certainly  have 
encountered  in  all  its  bitterness.  Lamb  cheerfully 
consoled  himself  by  publishing  it ;  and  at  the  close  of 
tlie  year  1801  it  appeared  in  a  small  volume,  of  hum- 
ble appearance,  with  the  *'  Fragments  of  Burton " 
(to  which  Lamb  alluded  in  one  of  his  previous  let- 
ters), two  of  his  quarto  ballads,  and  the  "Helen'* 
of  his  sister. 

The  daring  peculiarities  attracted  the  notice  of  the 
Edinburgh  reviewers,  then  in  the  infancy  of  their  slash* 
ing  career,  and  the  volume  was  immolated,  in  due 
form,  by  the  self-constituted  judges,  who,  taking  for 
their  motto,  "  Jiidi'x  damnatur  cum  noceris  absolvitur^^^ 
treated  our  author  as  a  criminal  convicted  of  publish- 
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and    awaiting    his    dixim 

the  gay  recklessness  of  po 
irresponsible,  they  in  trod  u 
construction  of  the  law  of 
him,  holding  every  man  jw 
A  he  caught  in  the  act  of 
ing  to  the  coTirt  to  deci 
d  be  passed  on  bim.  Ti 
ivil,"  which  adorned  theii 
IS  example  of  the  old  styl 
le  impulses  of  youth.  W 
bly  the  writer  of  the  artich 
er  with  us  —  that  a  young 
le  eigh teen-penny  hook,  sii 
ireface;  make  elaborate  me 
giving  no  hint  of  its  con 
;ht  or  happy  expression,  lei 
V  at  a  loss  to  suggest  a  mo 
absurdities.  This  article 
ive  banter,  the  theme  of  w 
orld  on  having  a  specimer 
)f  the  drama,  "  a.  man  of 
length,"  says  the  reviewer, 
;bty  veteran  has  been  bom. 
nd  with  all  the  spirit  of  ori 
who  had  before  them  thi 
jud  years,  he  comes  forwaix 
3  ancient  htrciiB,  and  to  sa 
s  of  the  philosophic  antiqi 
riter  proceeds,  selecting  for 
rom  its  context,  appeared  e: 
mding  without  the  sllglite 
.  or  promise  of  merit,  in  the 
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tainly  was  no  malice,  or  desire  to  give  pain,  in  all  this ; 
it  was  merely  the  result  of  the  thoughtless  adoption, 
by  lads  of  gayety  and  talent,  of  the  old  critical  canons 
of  the  Monthly  Reviews,  which  had  been  accustomed 
to  damn  all  works  of  unpatronized  genius  in  a  more 
summary  way,  and  after  a  duller  fashion.  These  very 
critics  wrought  themselves  into  good-nature  as  they 
broke  into  deeper  veins  of  thought ;  grew  gentler  as 
they  grew  wiser:  and  sometimes,  even  when,  like 
Balaam,  they  came  to  curse,  like  him,  they  ended  with 
"  blessing  altogether,"  as  in  the  re^dew  of  the  "  Excur- 
sion," which,  beginning  in  the  old  strain,  "  This  will 
never  do,"  proceeded  to  give  examples  of  its  noblest 
passages,  and  to  grace  them  with  worthiest  eulogy. 
And  now,  the  spirit  of  the  writers  thus  ridiculed,  es- 
pecially of  Wordsworth,  breathes  through  the  pages  of 
this  very  Review,  and  they  not  seldom  wear  the  "  rich 
embroidery  "  of  the  language  of  the  poet  once  scoffed 
at  by  their  literary  corporation  as  too  puerile  for  the 
nursery. 

Lamb's  occasional  connection,  with  newspapers  in- 
troduced him  to  some  of  the  editors  and  contributors 
of  that  day,  who  sought  to  repair  the  spirit  wasted 
by  perpetual  exertion  in  the  protracted  conviviality  of 
the  evening,  and  these  associates  sometimes  left  poor 
Lamb  with  an  aching  head,  and  a  purse  exhausted  by 
the  claims  of  their  necessities  upon  it.  Among  those 
was  Fenwick,  immortalized  as  the  Bigod  of  "  Elia," 
who  edited  several  ill-fated  newspapers  in  succession, 
and  was  the  author  of  many  libels,  which  did  his 
employers  no  good  and  his  Majesty's  government  no 
harm.  These  connections  will  explain  some  of  the 
allusions  in  the  following  letters. 

VOL.  I.  11 
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TO  ME.  MANNING. 

"  I  heard  that  you  were  going 
commission  from  the  Wedgwoods 
their  pottery,  and  to  teach  the  ( 
But  I  did  not  know  tliat  London  I 
Pekin.  I  am  seriously  glad  of  it, 
fon  with  a  small  present  for  the  I 
Partary,  aa  you  go  by  his  territorie 
sf  a  '  Disacrtation  on  the  state  of 
England  at  the  end  of  the  eigliteei 
will  no  doubt  be  very  interesting  t( 
esty.  It  was  written  originally  i: 
use  of  the  two  and  twenty  readen 
(this  calculation  includes  a  printer, 
a  devil) ;  but  becoming  of  no  use  i 
stopped,  I  got  it  translated  into 
my  good  friend  Tibet  Eulm,  who 
with  a  dvil  invitation  from  the  CI 
nation  to  go  over  to  the  worship 

"  '  The  Albion  '  is  dead  —  dead 
and  my  revenues  have  died  with 
as  a  man  without  hope.  I  have  gol 
ing  to  thfl  '  Morning  Chronicle  1 1 1 
means  of  that  common  dispenser  oi 
ter  Dyer.  I  have  not  seen  Perr 
but  I  am  preparing  a  specimen.  I 
cult  job  to  manage,  for  you  mui 
Perry,  in  common  with  the  great  b 
thinks  '  The  Albion  '  very  hw.     I 

*  Mr.  Manning  hnd  began  to  be  hnunted  with 
talk  <^  goiiif;  thitber,  which  he  nccoiniilitlied  nor 
out  aof  motiTe  I<dI  a  desire  to  lee  that  great  iiot 
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peg  or  SO,  be  a  little  more  decent,  and  less  abusive ; 
for,  to  confess  the  truth,  I  had  arrived  to  an  aboml^ 
nable  pitch ;  I  spared  neither  age  nor  sex  when  ni}^ 
cue  was  given  me.  N^importe^  (as  they  say  in  French,) 
any  climate  will  suit  me.  So  you  are  about  to  bring 
your  old  face-making  face  to  London.  You  could  not 
come  in  a  better  time  for  my  purposes ;  for  I  have 
jnst  lost  Rickman,  a  faint  idea  of  whose  character  I 
Bent  you.  He  is  gone  to  Ireland  for  a  year  or  two, 
to  make  his  fortune;  and  I  have  lost  by  his  going, 
what  seems  to  me  I  can  never  recover  —  a  finished 
man.  His  memory  will  be  to  me  as  the  brazen  ser- 
pent to  the  Israelites,  —  I  shall  look  up  to-  it,  to  keep 
me  upright  and  honest.  But  he  may  yet  bring  back 
his  honest  face  to  England  one  day.  I  wish  your 
afiairs  with  the  Emperor  of  China  had  not  been  so 
urgent^  that  you  might  have  stayed  in  Great  Britain 
a  year  or  two  longer,  to  have  seen  him ;  for,  judging 
fix)m  my  own  experience,  I  almost  dare  pronounce  you 
never  saw  his  equal.  I  never  saw  a  man,  that  could 
be  at  all  a  second  or  substitute  for  him  in  any  sort. 

"  Imagine  that  what  is  here  erased,  was  an  apology 
and  explanation,  perfectly  satisfactory  you  may  be  sure  I 

for  rating  this  man  so  highly  at  the  expense  of , 

and ,  and ,  and  M ,  and ,  and , 

and .  •  But  Mr.  Burke  has  explained  this  phenom- 
enon of  our  nature  very  prettily  in  his  letter  to  a  Mem- 
ber of  the  National  Assembly,  or  else  in  Appeal  to  the 
'>ld  Whigs,  I   forget  which  —  do  you  remember  an 
istance  from  Homer,  (who  understood  these  matters 
Jerably  well,)  of  Priam  driving  away  his  other  sons 
ith  expressions  of  wrath  and  bitter  reproach,  when 

ector  was  just  dead. 
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**  I  live  where  I  did  in  a  private  manner,  because  1 
don't  like  state.  Nothing  is  so  disagreeable  to  me  as 
the  clamors  and  applauses  of  tlie  mob.  For  this  reason 
I  Uve  in  an  obscure  situation  in  one  of  the  courts  of  the 
Temple, 

«  C,  L. 

"  I  send  you  all  of  Coleridge's  letters  *  to  me,  wliich 
I  have  preserved :  some  of  them  are  upon  the  subject 
of  my  play.  I  also  send  you  Kemble's  two  letters,  and 
the  prompter's  courteous  epistle,  with  a  curious  critique 
on  'Pride's  Cure,'  by  a  young  physician  from  Edin- 
BRo',  who  modestly  suggests  quite  another  kind  of  a 
plot.  These  are  monuments  of  my  disappointment 
which  I  like  to  preserve. 

"  In  Coleridge's  letters  you  will  find  a  good  deal  of 
amusement  to  see  genuine  talent  struggling  against  a 
pompous  display  of  it.  I  also  send  you  the  Professor's 
letter  to  me,  (careful  professor!  to  conceal  his  name 
even  from  his  correspondent,)  ere  yet  the  Professor's 
pride  was  cured.  Oh  I  monstrous  and  almost  satanical 
pride! 

"You  will  careftdly  keep  all  (except  tlie  Scotch 
Doctor's,  which  burn)  in  statu  quo,  till  I  come  to  claim 
mine  own. 

"  Or  Lamb." 

The  following  is  in  reply  to  a  pressing  invitation  fix)m 
Mr.  Wordsworth,  to  visit  him  at  the  Lakes. 

*  Lamb  afterwards,  in  some  melancholy  mood,  deHtroyed  all  Coleridge'f 
Letters,  and  was  so  vexed  with  what  he  had  done,  that  he  never  preserved 
■oj  letters  which  he  received  afterwards. 


r 
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TO  MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

'*  Jan.  80th,  1801. 

"  I  ought  before  this  to  have  replied  to  your  very 
kind  invitation  into  Cumberland.  With  you  and  your 
sister  I  could  gang  anywhere ;  but  I  am  afraid  whether 
I  shall  ever  be  able  to  afford  so  desperate  a  journey. 
Separate  from  the  pleasure  of  your  company,  I  don't 
much  care  if  I  never  see  a  mountain  in  my  life.  I 
have  passed  all  my  days  in  London,  until  I  have  formed 
as  many  and  intense  local  attachments,  as  any  of  you 
mountaineers  can  have  done  with  dead  nature.  The 
lighted  shops  of  the  Strand  and  Fleet  Street ;  the  in- 
numerable trades,  tradesmen,  and  customers,  coaches, 
wagons,  playhouses ;  all  the  bustle  and  wickedness 
round  about  Covent  Ghu'den ;  the  very  women  of  the 
Town ;  the  watchmen,  drunken  scenes,  rattles  —  life 
awake,  if  you  awake,  at  all  hours  of  the  night ;  the 
impossibility  of  being  dull  in  Fleet  Street ;  the  crowds, 
the  very  dirt  and  mud,  the  sun  shining  upon  houses 
and  pavements,  the  print-shops,  the  old-book  stalls,  par- 
sons cheapening  books,  coffee-houses,  steams  of  soups 
from  kitchens,  the  pantomimes — London  itself  a  pan- 
tomime and  a  masquerade  —  all  these  things  work 
themselves  into  my  mind,  and  feed  me  without  a  power 
of  satiating  me.  The  wonder  of  these  sights  impels  me 
into  night  walks  about  her  crowded  streets,  and  I  often 
shed  tears  in  the  motley  Strand  from  fulness  of  joy  at 
so  much  life.  All  these  emotions  must  be  strange  to 
_ ;  so  are  your  rural  emotions  to  me.  But  consider 
it  must  I  have  been  doing  all  my  life,  not  to  have 
t  great  portions  of  my  heart  with  usury  to  such 
»os? 
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'  attachments  are  all  local,  purely  local  —  I 
»  passion  (or  have  had  none  since  I  was  in  love, 
:n  it  was  the  spurious  engendering  of  poetry  and 

to  groves  and  valleys.  The  rooms  where  I  was 
le  iumitura  which  lias  been  before  my  eyes  all 
,  a  bookcase  which  has  followed  me  about  lik« 
ill  dog,  (only  exceeding  him  in  knowledge.) 
er  I  have  moved,  old  chairs,  old  tables,  streets, 

where  I  have  sunned  myself,  my  old  school, — 
re  my  mistresses — have  I  not  enough,  without 
ountaina  ?  I  do  not  envy  you.  I  should  pity 
1  I  not  know  that  the  mind  will  make  friends 
King.  Your  sun,  and  moon,  and  skies,  and  hills, 
es,  aflBct  me  no  more,  or  scarcely  come  to  me 
B  venerable  characters,  than  as  a  ^Ided  room 
ipestry  and  tapers,  where  I  might  live  with 
me  visible  objects.  I  consider  the  clonds  above 
i  as  a  roof  beautifully  painted,  but  unable  to 
the  mind :  and  at  last,  like  the  pictures  of  the 
jnt  of  a  connoisseur,  unable  to  afford  him  any 
a  pleasure.  So  lading  upon  me,  &om  disuse, 
sen  the  beauties  of  Nature,  as  they  have  been 
dly  called  ;  so  ever  fresh,  and  green,  and  warm 
the  inventions  of  men,  and  assemblies  of  men  in 
^t  city.     I  should  certainly  have  laughed  with 

ire  my  kindest  lOve,  a?id  my  sister's,  to  D. 
urself.  And  a  kiss  from  me  to  little  Barbars 
raite.t     Thank  you  for  liking  my  play  I 

"  C.  L.' 

liiig  to  the  Inacription  of  Wdrdswarth'B,  emitted  *■  Joanm,"  \ 
[D*gn!flcent  desoription  of  tlie  cITsct  of  luighter  echolDg  bid 
~  ID  or  Wet.tinoreliind. 


Ins  to  Wonliworth'*  poem, "  The  Pet  Umb.' 


cc 
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The  next  two  letters  were  written  to  Manning  when 
on  a  tour  upon  the  Continent. 


TO  MB.  MANNING. 

•Feb.  15th,  1802. 

Apropos^  I  think  you  wrong  about  my  play.  All 
the  omissions  are  right.  And  the  supplementary  scene, 
in  which  Sandford  narrates  the  manner  in  which  his 
master  is  affected,  is  the  best  in  the  book.  It  stands 
where  a  hodge-podge  of  German  puerilities  used  to 
stand.  I  insist  upon  it  that  you  like  that  scene.  Love 
me,  love  that  scene.  I  will  now  transcribe  the  '  Lon- 
doner' (No.  1),  and  wind  up  all  with  affection  and 
humble  servant  at  the  end." 


[Here  was  transcribed  the  essay  called  "  The  Lon 
doner,"  ^hich  was  published  some  years  afterwards  in 
**  The  Reflector,"  and  which  forms  part  of  Lamb's  col- 
lected works.]     He  then  proceeds :  — ^ 

**  *  What  is  all  this  about  1 '  said  Mrs.  Shandy.  *  A 
story  of  a  cock  and  a  bull, '  said  Yorick :  and  so  It  is ; 
but  Manning  will  take  good-naturedly  what  God  tcnll 
send  him  across  the  water :  only  I  hope  he  won't  shut 
his  eyes^  and  open  his  movih^  as  the  children  say,  for 
that  is  the  way  to  gape^  and  not  to  read.  Manning, 
continue  your  laudable  purpose  of  making  me  your  reg- 
'"^er.     I  will  render  back  all  your  remarks ;  and  /,  7tot 

M,  shall  have  received  usury  by  havng  read  them, 
the  mean  time,  may  the  great  Spint  have  you  in 

3  keeping,  and  preserve  our  Englishman  from  the 

x;ulation  of  frivolity  and  sin  upon  French  earth. 
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"AUont  —  or  what  is  it  yoi 

'*  Maty  sends  her  kind  remen 
remarks  equally  with  me. 


"  My  dear  Manning,  —  I  muj 
shall  misa  you  at  Toulouse.  I 
minute-hand  (I  lie ;  that  does  e 
self  tlie  exponent  of  no  time, 
clocks  about  me  are  going.  Yt 
may  have  explored  all  Italy,  i 
into  Etna,  while  you  went  too  r 
gap-toothed,  old  worn-out  cliap 
meditating  a  quiescent  letter  t< 

of  Toulouse.  But  in  case  you  should  not  have  been 
/elo  de  86,  this  is  to  tell  you,  that  your  letter  was  quite 
to  my  palate  —  in  particular  your  just  remarks  upon 
Industry,  cursed  Industry,  (though  indeed  you  left  me 
to  explore  the  reason,)  were  highly  relishing.  I  have 
often  wished  I  lived  in  the  golden  age,  when  shepherds 
lay  stretched  upon  flowers,  —  the  genius  there  is  in  a 
maj)'s  natural  idle  face,  that  has  not  learned  his  mul- 
tiplication table  I  before  doubt,  and  propositions,  and 
corollaries,  got  into  the  world  I 

"  Apropos :    if  you  should    go  to    Florence  or   to 
Rome,  inquire  what  works  are  extant  in  gold,  silv  - 
bronze,  or  marble,  of  Benvenuto  Cellini,  a  FlorentJ 
artist,  whose  Life,  doubtless,  you  have  read ;  or,  if  ni 
without  controversy,  you  must  read,  so  hark  ye,  bcj 
fur  it  immediately  from  Lane's  circulating  library. 
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• 

18  always  put  among  the  romances,  very  properly ;  but 
you  have  read  it,  I  suppose.  In  particular,  inquire  at 
Florence  for  his  colossal  bronze  statue  (in  the  grand 
square,  or  somewhere)  of  Perseus.  You  may  read  the 
story  in  *Tooke's  Pantheon.'  Nothing  material  has 
transpired  in  these  paints.  Coleridge  has  indited  a  vio- 
lent philippic  against  Mr.  Fox  in  the  *  Morning  Post,' 
which  id  a  compound  of  expressions  of  humility,  gen- 
tleman-ushering-in  most  arrogant  charges.  It  will  do 
Mr.  Fox  no  real  injury  among  those  that  know  him." 

In  the  summer  of  1802,  Lamb,  in  company  with  hia 
sister,  visited  the  Lakes,  and  spent  three  weeks  with 
Coleridge  at  Keswick.  There  he  also  met  the  true 
annihilator  of  the  slave-trade,  Thomas  Clarkson,  who 
was  then  enjoying  a  necessary  respite  from  his  stupen- 
dous labors,  in  a  cottage  on  the  borders  of  Ulswater. 
Lamb  had  no  taste  for  oratorical  philanthropy ;  but  he 
felt  the  grandeur  and  simplicity  of  Clarkson's  char- 
acter, and  appreciated  the  unexampled  self-denial  with 
which  he  steeled  his  heart,  trembling  with  nervous  sen- 
sibility, to  endure  intimate  acquaintance  with  the  foul- 
est details  of  guilt  and  wickedness  which  he  lived,  and 
could  have  died,  to  abolish.  Wordsworth  was  not  in 
the  Lake-country  during  Lamb's  visit ;  but  he  made 
amends  by  spending  some  time  in  town  after  Lamb's 
return,  and  then  quitted  it  for  Yorkshire  to  be  married 
Lamb's  following  letters  show  that  he  made  some  ad 
vances  towards  fellowship  with  the  hills  which  at  a  dis- 
tance he  had  treated  so  cavalierly;  but  his  feelings 
never  heartily  associated  with  "the  bare  earth,  and 
mountains  bare,"  which  sufficed  Wordsworth ;  he 
rather   loved   to   cleave  to   the  little   hints  and   sug- 
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gestions  of  nature  in  the  midst  of 
his  latt>;r  years  I  have  heard  him, 
London  among  the  pleasant  fields 
that  his  love  of  natural  scenery  w 
aatislied  by  the  patches  of  long  wa 
stunted  trees  that  blacken  in  the  ol 
which  you  may  yet  find  bordering  t 


TO  UB.   GOLERIDQ 

"  Dear  Coleridge,  —  I  thought 
we  had  performed  some  of  our  co 
have  been  hindered  from  setting 
yet  shall  be  done  to  a  tittle.  "V 
pleasantly  on  Sunday.  Mary  is  a 
and  finds  the  difference  of  goin 
coming  from  it.  I  feel  that  I  sh 
mountains  to  the  last  day  I  live, 
perpetually.  I  am  like  a  man  wl 
in  love  unknown  to  himself,  which 
he  leaves  the  lady.  I  do  not  n 
strong  impression  while  they  were 
gone,  their  mementos  are  shelved 
passed  a  very  pleasant  little  time  ^ 
The  Wordsworths  are  at  Monta 
neighbors  to  us.*  They  dined  witl 
I   was  their  guide  to  Bartlemy  Ft 

•  Mr.  Biuil  MontRKua  Hnd  hl>  lady,  -who  i 
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TO  MB.  MANNING. 

"  24tli  Sept  1802,  London. 

"My  dear  Manning,  —  Since  the  date  of  my  last 
.  etter,  I  have  been  a  traveller.     A  strong  desire  seized 
me  of  visiting  remote  regions.     My  first  impulse  was 
to  go  and  see  Paris.     It  was  a  trivial  objection  to  my 
aspiring  mind,  that  I  did  not  understand  a  word  of  the 
language,  since  I  certainly  intend  some  time  in  my 
life  to  see  Paris,  and  equally  certainly  intend  never 
to  learn  the  language;  therefore  that  could  be  no  ob- 
jection.    However,  I  am  very  glad  I  did  not  go,  be- 
cause you  had  left  Paris  (I  see)  before  I  could  have 
set  out.     I  believe,  Stoddart  promising  to  go  with  me 
another  year,  prevented  that  plan.     My  next  scheme 
(for  to  my  restless,  ambitious  mind  London  was  be- 
come  a  bed   of  thorns)  was   to  visit   the  far-famed 
peak  in  Derbyshire,  where  the  Devil  sits,  they  say, 
without  breeches.     This  my  purer  mind  rejected  as 
indelicate.     And  my  final  resolve  was,  a  tour  to  the 
Lakes.     I   set  out  with   Mary   to   Keswick,  without 
giving  Coleridge  any  notice,  for  ray  time  being  pre- 
cious, did  not  admit  of  it.     He  received  us  with  all 
the  hospitality  in  the  world,  and  gave  up  his  time  to 
show  us  all  the  wonders  of  the  country.     He  dwells 
upon  a  small  hiU  by  the  side  of  Keswick,  in  a  com- 
fortable house,  quite  enveloped  on  all  sides  by  a  net 
of  mountains :  great  floundering  bears  and  monsters 
they  seemed,  all  couchant  and  asleep.     We  got  in  in 
le  evening,  travelling  in  a  postchaise  from  Penrith, 
1  the  midst  of  a  gorgeous  sunshine,  which  transmuted 
U  the  mountains  into  colors,  purple,   &c.  &c.     We 
lought  we  had  got  into  fairy-land.     But  that  went 
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off  (as  it  never  came  agai 
no  moi-e  fine  sunsets)  ;  a 
comfortable  study  just  in  tli 
were  all  dark  with  cloud: 
an  impression  I  never  rec 
before,  nor  do  I  suppose  d: 
rious  creatures,  fine  old  fell 
shall  forget  ye,  how  ye  la 
intrenchment ;  gone  to  bed 
but  promising  that  ye  were 
Colendge  had  got  a  blazii 
is  a  large,  antique,  Ell-shaj 
ioned  organ,  never  player 
church,  shelves  of  scatter 
and  an  old  sofa,,  half  bed, 
upon  the  last  fading  view 
breasted  brethren :  what 
thi-ee  full  weeks,  in  which 
cottage,  where  we  stayed  ft 
sons  CS*"^  people,  and  mos 
we  tarried  one  day  and  ni 
Wordsworths  were  gone  t 
been  in  London,  and  past 
now  gone  into  Yorkshire  t 
seen  Keswick,  Grasmere,  j 
the  Clarksons  live),  and  a 
Ulswater :  I  forget  the  naii 
on  a  very  sultry  day,  ove 
We  have  clambered  up  t 
I  liave  waded  up  the  bed  / 
satisfied  myself,  that  thei 
which  tourists  call  rotaanti 
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pected  before :  they  make  such  a  spluttering  about  it, 
and  toss  their  splendid  epithets  around  them,  till  they 
give  as  dim  a  light  as  at  four  o'clock  next  morning 
the  lamps  do  after  an  illumination.  Mary  was  exces- 
sively tired,  when  she  got  about  half-way  up  Skiddaw, 
but  we  came  to  a  cold  rill  (than  which  nothing  can 
be  imagined  more  cold,  running  over  cold  stones), 
and  with  the  reinforcement  of  a  draught  of  cold  water 
she  surmounted  it  most  manfully.  Oh,  its  fine  black 
head,  and  the  bleak  air  atop  of  it,  with  a  prospect 
of  mountains  all  about  and  about,  making  you  giddy ; 
and  then  Scotland  afar  ofi^,  and  the  border  countries 
so  famous  in  song  and  ballad  I  It  was  a  day  that  will 
stand  out,  like  a  mountain,  I  am  sure,  ill  my  life. 
But  I  am  returned  (I  have  now  been  come  home 
near  three  weeks  —  I  was  a  month  out),,  and  you 
cannot  conceive  the  degradation  I  felt  at  first,  from 
being  accustomed  to  wander  free  as  air  among  moun- 
tains, and  bathe  in  rivers  without  being  controlled  by 
any  one,  to  come  home  and  work,  I  felt  very  liiUe, 
I  had  been  dreaming  I  was  a  very  great  man.  But 
that  is  going  off,  and  I  find  I  shall  conform  in  time  to 
that  state  of  life  to  which  it  has  pleased  God  to  call 
me.  Besides,  after  all.  Fleet  Street  and  the  Strand 
are  better  places  to  live  in  for  good  and  all  than 
amidst  Skiddaw.  Still,  I  turn  back  to  those  great 
places  where  I  wandered  about,  participating  in  their 
greatness.  After  all,  I  could  not  live  in  Skiddaw.  I 
could  spend  a  year,  two,  three  years  among  them,  but 
[  must  have  a  prospect  of  seeing  Fleet  Street  at  die 
md  of  tliat  time,  or  I  should  mope  and  pine  away, 
[  know.  Still,  Skildaw  is  a  fine  creature.  My  hab- 
its are  changing,  I  think,  i.  e.  from  drmik  to  soben 
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Whether  I  shall  be  happier  or  uoi 
proved.  I  shall  certainly  be  more  h 
ing;  but  whether  I  shall  not  sacrii 
tlie  nian-ow,  and  the  kidneys,  i.  e.  th 
care-drowning  night,  that  heals  all  oi 
wine  into  our  mortifications,  changes 
indifferent  and  flat  to  bright  and  brill 
iiing,  if  I  shoald  have  formed  a  dial 
by  the  time  you  come  to  England,  ' 
any  spirituous  liquors  into  my  hoose, 
guest  on  such  shameworthy  terms  ? 
limitations  wortli  trying?  The  trutl 
uoFs  bring  a  nest  of  friendly  harpies 
who  consume  me.  This  is  a  pitiful 
at  St.  Gothard,  but  it  is  just  now  n 

F is  a  ruined  man.     He  is  hid 

his  creditors,  and  has  sent  his  wife  i 

the    country.       ,  my    other    dru 

■  (that  has  been  :  nam  hie  castus  art* 
turned  editor  of  a  Naval  Chronicle, 
ues  a  steady  friend,  though  the  same 
remain  of  visiting  him  often.  Hoi 
come  to  town.  I  expect  to  see  him, 
your  message.  Things  come  crowdu 
no  room  for  'era.  Some  things  are 
told,  I.  e.  to  have  a  preference ;  si 
and  circumstantial.  Thanks  for  y< 
most  delicious.  Would  I  had  beei 
nighted,  &c.  I  fear  my  head  is  tun 
ing.  I  shall  never  be  the  same  ai 
Farewell ;  write  again  quickly,  for  I 
hazard  a  letter,  not  knowing  when 
carried  you.     Farewell,  my  dear  fel 
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Lamb  was  fond  of  Latin  composition  when  at  school, 
and  was  then  praised  for  it.  He  was  always  fond  of 
reading  Latin  verse,  and  late  in  life  taught  his  sister  to 
read  it.  About  this  time,  he  hazarded  the  following 
Latin  letter  to  Coleridge,  of  whose  classical  acquire- 
ments he  stood  in  awe. 


CAROLUS  AGNUS   COLiCRIDGIO  SUO  S. 

**Carissime,  —  Scribis,  ut  nummos  scilicet  epistola- 
rios  solvam  et  postremo  in  Tartara  abeam:  immo  tu 
potius  Tartaricum  (ut  aiunt)  deprehendisti,  qui  me 
vemacula  mea  linguS  pro  scribfi  conductitio  per  tot  « 
annos  satis  eleganter  usum  ad  Latind  impure  et  canino 
fere  ore  latrandum  per  tuasmet  epistolas  benS  composi- 
tas  et  concinnatas  percellire  studueris.  Conabor  ta- 
men:  Attamen  vereor,  ut  JEdes  istas  nostri  Christi, 
inter  quas  tantd  diligentid  magistri  improbS.  bonis  lite- 
ixdis,  quasi  per  clysterem  quendam  injectis,  infr^  suprtV 
qae  olim  penitus  imbutus  fui,  Barnesii  et  Marklandii ' 
doctis&Imorum  virorum  nominibus  adhuc  gaudentes,  bar- 
barismis  meis  peregrinis  et  aliunde  quaesitis  valde  de- 
honestavero.  Sed  pergere  quocunque  placet.  Adeste 
igitur,  quotquot  estis,  conjugationum  declinationumve 
turmae,  terribilia  spectra,  et  tu  imprimis  ades,  Umbra 
et  Imago  maxima  obsoletae  (Diis  gratiae)  Virgae,  qua 
novissime  in  mentem  receptS,,  horrescunt  subito  na- 
tales,  et  parum  deest  quo  minus  braccas  meas  ultro 
usque  ad  crura  demittam,  et  ipse  puer  pueriliter  eju- 
lem. 

**  Ista  tua  Carmina  Chamouniana  satis  grandia  esse 
mihi  constat ;  sed  hoc  mihi  nonnihil  disi)licit,  quod  in 
us  illae  montium  Grisosonimo  mter  se  responsiones  tot- 
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ofttit  snglic^  Qod^  Gfod,  li 
[iri  taas  montes  Cumbrianai 
Tod,  nempe  Doctorem  infelic 
im  Sonantem.  Fro  cseteris 
n  comparationes  istas  taas 
rt^  novi :  sed  quid  hoc  ad 

viro  et  Tneiitem  irritabilem 
astatias  frigidulaa  quasdem 
uaquam  congmenter  uno 
s&  insedisse  affinnaveris :  ne 
lis  etiani  cum  Tiberio  tertii 
!.  Quid  tibi  equidem  cuu 
!um  uiiiversi  Daodecim  a 
Itro  tuleriiit?  Prseterea,  v« 
Dues  inicfTias  odi. 
Wordsworthianas  nuptias  ( 
undii  tui)  te  retulisse  miriiic 
a,  fortunata  nimium,  et  ant 
comparatione  plusquam  Cse 
la,  quoniam  '  beata  inter  mi 
p'^ordsworthium  ipsum  tuum 

seqnare  fas  erit,  quoniam  < 
it  et  Musse  et  ipsie  Music 
Miisarum  observantissimu 
:  quoquo  afHnitate  liSc  nov& 
M.  certe  alterum  donum  Dei 
Ludum,  quern  tu,  Colerid 
Ludo  (ut  Ludi  sunt)  maxi 

ncin))e  quid  ad  Ludum  at 
:umbian:£,  a  no);tr&  gente,  ci 
uli  causa  voluntatem  per] 
;o  materiam  ludi :  te  Bella 
|ue  valeas,  et  quid  do  Latii; 
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dicas :  facias  lit  opossom  ilium  nostrum  volantem  vel 
(ut  tu  malis)  quendam  Piscem  errabundum,  a  me 
salvum  et  pulchemmum  esse  jubeas.  Valeant  uxor 
tua  cum  Hartleiio  nostro.  Sorer  mea  salva  est  et 
ego:  vos  et  ipsa  salvere  jubet.  Uiterius  progrediri 
non  liquet :  homo  sum  seratus. 

"  P.  S.  Pene  mihi  exciderat,  apud  me  esse  Libro- 
rum  a  Johanno  Miltono  Latind  scriptorum  volumina 
duo,  quae  (Deo  volente)  cum  caeteris  tuis  libris  ocyus 
citius  per  Maria  ad  te  missura  curabo;  sed  me  in 
hoc  tali  genere  rerum  nullo  modo  festinantem  novisti : 
habes  confitentem  reum.  Hoc  sohim  dici  restat,  prae- 
dicta  volumina  pulchra  esse  et  omnia  opera  Latina  J. 
M.  in  se  continere.  Circa  defensionem  istam  Pro  Pop®. 
Ang°.  acerrimam  in  praesens  ipse  praeclaro  gaudio 
moror. 

*^  Jussa  tua  Stuartina  faciam  ut  diligenter  colam. 
"  Iterum  iterumque  valeas. 

«  Et  facias  memor  sis  nostri." 

The  publication  of  the  second  volume  of  the  "  An- 
thology" gave  occasion  to  the  following  letter:  — 

TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

"  In  the  next  edition  of  the  *  Anthology '  (which 
Phcebus  avert,  and  those  nine  other  wandering  maids 
also  1)  please  to  blot  out  gentle-hearted,  and  substitute 
drunken-dog,  ragged-head,  seld-shaven,  odd-eyed,  stut- 
tering, or  any  other  epithet  which  truly  and  proper- 
ly belongs  to  the  gentleman  in  question.  And  for 
Charles  read  Tom,  or  Bob,  or  Richard  for  more  del- 
icacy.    Hang  you,  I  was  beginning  to  forgive  you, 

TOL.  U  12 
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and  believe  in   earnest  that  the  1i 
proper  name  was  purely  imintentioi 
when  looking  back  for  ftirther  con 
in  the  face  Charles  Lamb  of  the  /) 
I   am   convinced   it  was  all  done 
sack-upon-sack,   congregrated,    studi 
dog  I  your  i41st  page  shall  not  sai 
was  just  ready  to  acknowledge  tlial 
thing  not  unlike  good  poetry  in  thai 
not  run  into  the  unintelligible  abstra 
manner  of  the  Deity's  making  spirits 
ence.     God,  nor  created  thing  alive 
honor  from  such  thin  show-box  at 
by,  where  did  you  pick  up  that  sc 
private  history  about  the  angel  anc 
Devonshire  ?     If  it   is   a   fiction  ol 
truly  it  ia  a  very  modest  one  for 
affirm,  that  '  Lewti '  is  a  very  beaut 
in  earnest  when  I  ^iraised  it.     It  de 
cies  of  one  not  the  wisest  of  paasi 
cannot  deeply  affect  a  disenthralled  mind.     But  such 
imagery,  such  novelty,  such  delicacy,  and  such  ver- 
sification never  got  into  an  '  Anthology '  before.     I 
am   only  sorry  that  the  cause  of  all   the   passionate 
complaint  is  not  greater  than  the  trifling  circumstance 
of  Lewti  being  out  of  temper  one  day.     '  Gaulberto ' 
certainly  has  considerable  originality,  but  sadly  wants 
finishing.     It  is,  as  it  is,  one  of  the  very  best  in  the 
book.     Next  to  '  Lewti '  I  like  the  '  Raven,'  which  has 
a  good  deal  of  humor.     I  was  pleased  to  see  it  again, 
for  you  once  sent  it  me,  and  I  havo  lost  the  letter 
which   contained   it.     Now  I  am  on  the  subject  of 
Antholo^es,  I  must  say  I  am  sorry  tlie  old  pastoral 
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way  is  fallen  into  disrepnte.  The  gentry  which  now 
indite  sonnets  are  certainly  the  legitimate  descendants 
of  the  ancient  shepherds.  The  same  simpering  face 
of  description,  the  old  femily  fece,  is  visibly  continued 
in  the  line.  Some  of  their  ancestor'  labors  are  yet 
to  be  found  in  Allan  Ramsay's  and  Jacob  Tonson's 
Miscellanies.  But  miscellanies  decaying,  and  the  old 
pastoral  way  dying  of  mei'e  want,  their  successors 
(driven  from  their  paternal  acres)  nowadays  settle 
and  hive  upon  Magazines  and  Anthologies.  This 
race  of  men  are  uncommonly  addicted  to  superstition. 
Some  of  them  are  idolators  and  worship  the  moon. 
Others  deify  qualities,  as  love,  friendship,  sensibility; 
or  bare  accidents,  as  Solitude.  Grief  and  Melancholy 
have  their  respective  altars  and  temples  among  them, 
as  the  heathens  builded  theirs  to  Mors,  Febris,  Pal- 
lor, &c.  They  all  agree  in  ascribing  a  peculiar  sanc- 
tity to  the  number  fourteen.  One  of  their  own  leg- 
islators affirmetli,  that  whatever  exceeds  that  number 
*  encroacheth  upon  the  province  of  the  elegy '  —  vice 
versaj  whatever  *  cometh  short  of  that  number  abut- 
teth  upon  the  premises  of  the  epigram/  I  have  been 
able  to  discover  but  few  images  in  their  temples, 
which,  like  the  caves  of  Delphos  of  old,  are  famous 
for  giving  echoes.  They  impute  a  religious  importance 
to  the  letter  O,  whether  because  by  its  roundness  it 
is  thought  to  typify  the  moon,  their  principal  goddess, 
or  for  its  analogies  to  their  own  labors,  all  ending 
^here  they  began,  or  for  whatever  other  high  and 
ystical  reference,  I  have  never  been  able  to  discover, 
it  I  observe  they  never  begin  their  invocations  to 
leir  gods  without  it,  except  indeed  one  insignificant 
rt  among  them,  who  use  the  Doric  A,  pronounced 


180  LETTERS  TO  COLE 

like  All  I   broad,  instead.       Tlies 
ttored  tlie  old  Dorian  mood. 

The  following  fragment  of  a  It 
to  Coleridge  refers  to  an  offer  oi 
Lamb  with  literal  translations  fron 
he  might  versify  for  the  "  Momii 
crease  of  Lamb's  slender  income. 


TO  UR.  COLEBID 

"Dear  Coleridge,  —  Tour  offe: 
poems  is  exceedingly  kind;  but 
wise  speculation,  because  the  tim 
to  put  them  into  prose  would  be 
you  versified  thera.  Indeed  I  an 
the  one  nearly  as  soon  as  the  othe 
a  division  of  labor,  it  would  be  o 
But  I  will  think  of  your  offer  in  a 
say  I  could  find  many  things,  of  s 
that  paper,  which  you  would  not 
Stuart  as  your  own,  and  I  shoul 
light  profits,  and  Stuart  think  the 
assiduity.  '  Bishop  Hall's  Charac 
about,  having  never  seen  them. 
er  your  offer,  which  is  very  plai 
drudgery  of  going  every  day  to 
scraps,  like  a  peddler,  for  him  to 
about  my  ribbions  and  posies,  and 
&c.,  no  money  could  make  up 
You  are  in  too  high  request  with  1 
unpleasant  of  that  sort  to  submit 
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[The  letter  refers  to  several  articles  and  books 
which  Lamb  promised  to  send  to  Coleridge,  and 
proceeds :  — ] 

"  You  must  write  me  word  whether  the  *  Miltons ' 
are  worth  paying  carriage  for.  You  have  a  *  Mil- 
ton ; '  but  it  is  pleasanter  to  eat  one's  own  peas  out  of 
one's  own  garden,  than  to  buy  them  by  the  peck  at 
Covent  Grarden ;  and  a  book  reads  the  better,  which 
is  our  own,  and  has  been  so  long  known  to  us,  that 
we  know  the  topography  of  its  blots,  and  dog's-ears, 
and  can  trace  the  dirt  in  it  to  having  read  it  at  tea 
with  buttered  muffins,  or  over  a  pipe,  which  I  tliink  is 
the  maximum.  But,  Coleridge,  you  must  accept  these 
little  things,  and  not  think  of  returning  money  for 
them,  for  I  do  not  set  up  for  a  factor  or  general  agent. 
As  for  fantastic  debts  of  15Z.,  I'll  think  you  were 
dreaming,  and  not  trouble  myself  seriously  to  attend 
to  you.  My  bad  Latin  you  properly  correct;  but 
natales  for  nates  was  an  inadvertency :  I  knew  better. 
Progrediri^  or  progredi^  I  thought  indifferent,  my  au- 
thority being  Ainswortfi.  However,  as  I  have  got  a 
fit  of  Latin,  you  will  now  and  then  indulge  me  with 
an  epistola.  I  pay  the  postage  of  this,  and  propose 
doing  it  by  turns.  Li  that  case  I  can  now  and  then 
write  to  you  without  remorse;  not  that  you  would 
mind  the  money,  but  you  have  not  always  ready 
cash  to  answer  small  demands,  the  epiBtolarii  nummi, 

**  Yo\ir  *  Epigram  on  the  Sun  and  Moon  in  Ger- 
many '  is  admirable.  Take  'em  all  together,  they  are 
as  good  as  Harrington's.  I  will  muster  up  all  the 
conceits  I  can,  and  you  shall  have  a  packet  some  day. 
You  and  I  together  can  answer  all  demands  surely* 
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-lounted  on  a  terrible  charger,  (like  Homer,  in 
iattle  of  the  Books,' )  at  the  head  of  the  c&v- 
I  will  lead  the  light-horse.  I  have  just  heard 
Jtotldart.  Allen  and  he  intend  taking  Keswick 
r  way  home.  Allen  wished  particularly  to  have 
cret  that  he  is  in  Scotland,  and  wrote  to  me  ac- 
;Iy  very  argently.  As  luck  was,  I  had  told 
love  three  or  four;  hut  Mary  had  told  Mrs. 
of  Christ's  Hospital  I  For  the  present,  fare- 
never  forgetting  love  to  Pipos  and  his  friends. 
"C.  Lamb." 

following  letter  embodies  in  strong  language 
s  disgust  at  the  rational  mode  of  educating  chil- 
Wliile  he  gave  utterance  to  a  deep  and  hearted 
of  jealousy  for  the  old  delightful  books  of 
which  were  banished  by  the  sense  of  Mrs. 
lid,  he  cherished  gi-eat  respect  for  that  lady's 
as  a  true  English  prosewriter;  and  spoke  often 
"  Essay  on  Inconsistent  Expectations,"  as  alike 
id  original  in  thought  and  elegant  in  style. 


-       TO  MR,  COLERIDGE. 

"  Oct,  23d,  1801. 

read  daily  your  polidcal  essays.  I  was  particu- 
leased  with  '  Once  a  Jacobin  : '  though  the  argu- 
Is  obvious  enough,  the  style  was  less  swelling 
our  things  sometimes  are,  and  it  was  plausible 
nilam.  A  vessel  has  just  arrived  from  Jamaica 
lie  news  of  poor  Sara  Le  Grice'a  death.  He 
.  Jamaica  of  the  yellow  fever.  His  course  was 
nd  he  had  been  very  foolish,  but  I  believe  there 
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WVLS  more  of  kindness  and  warmth  in  him  than  in  al- 
most any  other  of  our  schoolfellows.  The  annual  meet- 
ing of  the  Blues  is  to-morrow,  at  the  London  Tavern, 
where  poor  Sammy  dined  with  them  two  years  ago, 
and  attracted  the  notice  of  all  by  the  singular  foppish- 
ness of  his  dress.  When  men  go  off  the  stage  so  early, 
it  scarce  seems  a  noticeable  thing  in  their  epitaphs, 
whether  they  had  been  wise  or  silly  in  their  lifetime. 

"  I  am  glad  the  snuff  and  Pipos's  *  books  please. 
*  Goody  Two  Shoes '  is  almost  out  of  print.  Mrs. 
Barbauld's  stuff  has  banished  all  the  old  classics  of 
the  nursery;  and  the  shopman  at  Newberry's  hardly 
deigned  to  reach  them  off  an  old  exploded  "comer  of 
a  shelf,  when  Mary  asked  for  them.  Mrs.  B.'s  and 
Mrs.  Trimmer's  nonsense  lay  in  piles  about.  Knowl- 
edge insignificant  and  vapid  as  Mrs.  B.'s  books  convey, 
it  seems,  must  come  to  a  child  in  the  sJiape  of  knowl- 
edge^ and  his  empty  noddle  must  be  turned  with  con- 
ceit of  his  own  powers  when  he  has  learnt,  that  a  horse 
is  an  animal,  and  Billy  is  better  than  a  horse,  and  such 
like;  instead  of  that  beautiful  interest  in  wild  tales, 
which  made  the  child  a  man,  while  all  the  time  he  sus- 
pected himself  to  be  no  bigger  than  a  child.  Science 
has  succeeded  to  poetry  no  less  in  the  little  walks  of 
children  than  with  men.  Is  there  no  possibility  of 
averting  this  sore  evil  ?  Think  what  you  would  have 
been  now,  if  instead  of  being  fed  with  tales  and  old 
wives'  fables  in  childhood,  you  had  been  crammed  with 
geography  and  natural  history  1 

**  Hang  them  I  —  I  mean  the  cursed  Barbauld  crew, 
:hose  blights  and  blasts  of  all  that  is  human  in  man 
emd  child. 

*  A  nicknanit  cf  endeRnnent  for  little  Hartley  Coleridge. 
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"  As  to  the  translations,  let  me  do  two  or  th 
dred  lines,  and  then  do  jou  try  the  nostrui 
Stuart  iri  any  way  you  please.'  If  they  go 
will  bray  more.  In  fact,  if  I  got  or  could 
502.  a  year  only,  in  addition  to  what  I  have, '. 
live  in  affluence. 

*'  Have  you  anticipated  it,  or  could  not  yot 
parallel  of  Bonaparte  with  Cromwell,  partict 
to  the  contrast  in  their  deeds  affecting  for^gi 
Cromwell's  interference  for  the  Albigenses,  B.' 
the  Swiss.  Then  religion  would  come  in ;  i 
ton  and  yon  could  rant  about  our  countrymer 
period.  This  is  a  hasty  suggestion,  the  mo: 
because  I  want  my  supper.  I  have  jiist  tinishf 
man's  '  Homer.'  Did  you  ever  read  it  ?  —  it 
the  continuous  power  of  interesting  you  all  al 
a  rapid  original,  of  any;  and  in  the  uncom 
cellence  of  the  more  finbhed  parts  goes  beyoi 
fax  or  any  of  'em.  The  metre  is  fourteen  i 
and  capable  of  all  sweetness  and  grandeur.  < 
ponderous  blank  verse  detains  you  every  si 
some  heavy  Miltonism ;  Chapman  gallops  oflf  i 
his  own  free  pace.  Take  a  simile  for  ezampl 
council  breaks  up  — 

'  Being  abroad,  the  SHrth  wu  overlaid 
Willi  flackers  to  tbem,  that  came  fortli;  as  when  of  freqtu 
Swarmi  rise  out  of  a  hollow  rock,  repairing  the  degrees 
Of  thtir  egrrmon  tndlattjf,  lalh  mr  ruing  ntto 
From  Tonb  their  sweet  ncet;  tx  their  etors,  still  as  it  fided 
Aadtitrtr  unu/ii  ceiiK  taiding  forth  her  tlmltrt  ioUt  ^/ring, 
The.v  still  crowd  out  so;  [bis  flook  here,  that  there,  belabo 
The  loa4!d  flowera.    So,'  &o.  &o. 

"  What  endleaa  egression  of  phrases  the  d 
inands! 
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Take  another,  Agamemnon  wounded,  bearing  his 
wound  heroically  for  the  sake  of  the  army  (look 
below)  to  a  woman  in  labor. 

He,  with  his  lance,  8Word|  mighty  stones,  poar*d  his  heroic  wreak 
Oa  othpr  squadrons  of  the  foe,  whiles  yet  warm  blood  did  break 
Thro'  his  clefl  veins:  bot  when  the  wonnd  was  quite  exhaust  and  crude 
The  eager  anguish  did  approve  his  princely  fortitude. 
As  when  oiost  sharp  and  bitter  pangs  distract  a  laboring  dame, 
Which  the  divine  Ilithiss,  that  rule  the  painful  frame 
Of  human  childbirth,  pour  on  her;  the  IlithisB  that  are 
The  daughters  of  Saturuia;  with  whose  extreme  repair 
The  woman  in  her  travail  strives  to  take  the  won  t  it  gives, 
With  thonght,  It  mutt  6s,  *tu  looe't  fndit  the  end  for  v^ich  sA«  Ittwt ; 
2%e  mean  to  make  herself  new  6om,  v^uU  comforts  will  redound: 

*^I  will  tell  jou  more  about  Chapman  and  his 
peculiarities  in  my  next.  I  am  much  interested  in 
him. 

**  Tours  ever  aflfectionately,  and  Pipos's, 

"C.  L.*' 

TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

•*  Nov.  4th,  1802. 

"  Observe,   there   comes   to   you,   by   the   Kendal 

wagon  to-morrow,  the  illustrious  5th  of  November,  a 

box  containing  the  *  Miltons,'  the   strange  American 

Bible,   with  White's  brief  note,   to   which   you   will 

attend;    *  Baxter's   Holy  Commonwealth,'   for  which 

you  stand   indebted  to  me  3^.   6d. ;   an  odd  volume 

of  Montaigne,  being  of  no  use  to  me,  I  having  the 

whole;   certain   books  belonging   to    Wordsworth,  as 

lo  also  the  strange  thick-hoofed  shoes,  which  are  very 

nuch  admired  at  in  London.     AH  these  sundries  I 

ommend  to  your  most  strenuous  looking  after.     If 

''ou  find  the  *  Milt  dus  '  in   certain  parts  dirtied  and 
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soiled  with  a.  crumb  of  right  Gloucester  lilaci 
the  candle,  (my  usual  supper,)  or  peraJven 
stray  ash  of  tobacco  wafted  into  the  crevice; 
to  that  passage  more  especially:  depend  upon 
contains  good  matter.  J  have  got  your  little  '  A 
whicli,  as  it  contains  '  Salmasius '  —  and  I  n 
nde  of  never  hearing  but  one  side  of  the  <f 
(why  should  I  distract  myself?)  I  shall  ret 
you  when  I  pick  up  the  Latina  opera,  Th 
'  Defence '  is  the  greatest  work  among  them,  I 
it  is  uniformly  great,  and  such  as  is  befitti 
very  mouth  of  a  great  nation,  speaking  for 
But  the  second  '  Defence,'  which  is  but  a  sue 
of  splendid  episodes,  slightly  tied  together,  h 
passage,  which,  if  you  have  not  read,  I  conju 
to  lose  no  time,  but  read  it ;  it  is  his  consolat 
Ills  blindness,  which  had  been  made  a  rcpro 
liim.  It  begins  wliimsically,  with  poetical  flc 
about  Tiresias  and  otiier  blind  wortliies,  (whi 
are  mainly  interesting  as  displaying  his  singulai 
and  in  what  degree  poetiy  entered  into  his  daii 
not  by  fits  and  impulses,  but  engrained  and  ii 
but  the  concluding  page,  t.  e.  of  Ud»  passage,  ( 
the  '  Defermo,'')  which  you  will  easily  find,  dive 
nil  brags  and  flourishes,  gives  so  rational,  so  t 
enumeration  of  Ins  comforts,  so  human,  that 
not  be  read  without  the  deepest  interest.  Ta 
touch  of  the  religious  part :  — '  Et  sane  baud 
Dei  cura  creel  —  (we  blind  folke,  I  understand 
vos  for  ego')  —  sumus ;  qui  nos,  quominus  qu 
aliud  praeter  ipsum  cemere  valemus,  eo  clemem 
que  benignius  respicere  dignatur.  Vte  qui  illu( 
TIB  q'li  lasdit,  execratione  publlca  devovendo; 


r 
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mjuj'iis  liominum  non  mode  incolumes,  sed  pene  sa- 
cros  divina  lex  reddidit,  divinus  favor  :  nee  tam  oc- 
ulorum  hebetucUne  quam  coelestium  alarum  umbrd  has 
nobis  fecisse  tenebras  videtur,  factas  illustrare  rursus 
interiore  ac  longe  prsBstabiliore  lumine  baud  raro  so- 
let.  Hue  refero,  quod  et  araici  officiosius  nunc  etiam 
quam  solebant,  colunt,  observant,  adsunt ;  quod  et 
nonnulli  sunt,  quibuscum  Pyladeas  atque  Theseas  al- 
temare  voces  verorum  anucorum  liceat, 

^  Vade  gubernacnlnm  xnei  pedis. 
Da  maniiin  ministro  amico. 
Da  collo  xnanum  tuam,  ductor  autem  vise  ero  tibi  ego.'* ' 

All  this,  and  much  more,  is  highly  pleasing  to  know. 
But  you  may  easily  find  it ;  —  and  I  don't  know  why 
I  put  down  so  many  words  about  it,  but  for  the  pleas- 
ure of  writing  to  you,  and  the  want  of  another  topic. 
"  Yours  ever,  *'  C.  Lamb. 

**  To-morrow  I  expect  with  anxiety  S.  T.  C.'s  letter 
to  Mr.  Fox." 

The  year  1803  passed  without  any  event  to  disturb 
the  dull  current  of  Lamb's  toilsome  life.  He  wrote 
nothing  this  year,  except  some  newspaper  squibs,  and 
the  delightful  little  poem  on  the  death  of  Hester  Sa- 
vory. This  he  sent  to  Manning  at  Paris,  with  the 
following  account  of  its  subject:  — 

"Dear  Manning,  I  send  you  some  verses  I  have 
made  on  the  death  of  a  young  Quaker  you  may  have 
heard  me  speak  of  as  being  in  love  with  for  some 
years  while  I  lived  at  Pentonville,  though  I  had  ne^•er 
spoken  to  her  in  my  life.     She  died  about  a  month 
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since.  If  you  have  interest  with  the  Abb^  de  Lisle, 
you  may  get  'em  translated :  he  has  done  as  much  for 
the  Georgics." 

The  verses  must  have  been  written  in  the  very  hap- 
piest of  Lamb's  serious  mood.  I  cannot  refrain  from 
the  luxury  of  quoting  the  conclusion,  though  manv 
readers  have  it  by  heart. 

**  My  sprightly  neighbor,  gone  before 
To  that  unknown  and  silent  shore  I 
Shall  we  not  meet  as  heretofore, 

Some  summer  morning. 

When  from  thy  cheerful  eyes  a  ray  • 
Hath  struck  a  bliss  upon  the  day, 
A  bliss  that  would  not  go  away, 

A  sweet  forewarning?  ** 

The  following  letters  wwe  written  to  Manning,  at 
Paris,  while  still  haunted  with  the  idea  of  oriental  ad 
venture. 


TO  MB.  MANNING. 

«  Feb.  19th,  1808. 

"My  dear  Manning,  —  The  general  scope  of  your 
letter  aflForded  no  indications  of  insanity,  but  some 
particular  points  raised  a  scruple.  For  God's  sake 
don't  think  any  more  of  *  Independent  Tartary.'  What 
are  you  to  do  among  such  Etliiopians?  Is  there  no 
lineal  descendant  of  Prester  John  ?  Is  the  chair 
empty?  Is  the  sword  unswayed?  —  depend  upon  it 
they'll  never  make  you  their  king  as  long  as  any 
branch  of  that  great  stock  is  remaining.  I  tremble 
for  your  Christianity.     They  will  certainly  circumcise 
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you.  Read  Sir  John  Mandeville's  travels  to  cure 
you,  or  come  over  to  England.  There  is  a  Tartar- 
man  now  exhibiting  at  Exeter  Change.  Come  and 
talk  with  him,  and  hear  what  he  says  first.  Indeed, 
he  is  no  very  favorable  specimen  of  his  countrymen ! 
But  perhaps  the  best  thing  you  can  do,  is  to  ^ry  to 
get  the  idea  out  of  your  head.  For  this  purpose 
repeat  to  yourself  every  night,  after  you  have  said 
your  prayers,  the  words  Independent  Tartary,  Inde- 
pendent Tartary,  two  or  three  times,  and  associate 
with  them  the  idea  of  oblivion^  ('tis  Hartley's  method 
with  obstinate  memories,)  or  say.  Independent,  In- 
dependent, have  I  not  already  got  an  independence  f 
That  was  a  clever  way  of  the  old  puritans,  pun-di- 
vinity. My  dear  firiend,  think  what  a  sad  pity  it 
would  be  to  bury  such  parts  in  heathen  countries, 
among  nasty,  unconversable,  horse-belching,  Tartar- 
people  I  Some  say  they  are  Cannibals ;  and  then, 
conceive  a  Tartar-fellow  eating  mj  friend,  and  adding 
the  cool  malignity  of  mustard  and  vinegar  I  I  am 
afraid  'tis  the  reading  of  Chaucer  has  misled  you; 
his  foolish  stories  about  Cambuscan,  and  the  ring, 
and  the  horse  of  brass.  Beheve  me,  there  are  no 
such  things,  'tis  all  the  poet's  invention;  but  if  there 
were  such  darling  things  as  old  Chaucer  sings,  I 
would  up  behind  you  on  the  horse  of  brass,  and  frisk 
off  for  Prester  John's  country.  But  these  are  all  tales  ; 
a  horse  of  brass  never  flew,  and  a  king's  daughter 
never  talked  with  birds  1  The  Tartars,  really,  are  a 
cold,  insipid,  smouchy  set.  You'll  be  sadly  moped 
(if  you  are  not  eaten)  among  them.  Pray  try  and 
cure  yourself.  Take  hellebore  (the  counsel  is  Hor- 
ace's, 'twas  none  of  my  thought  originally^.    Shave 
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yourself  oftener.  Eat  no  saffi-on,  for 
contract  a  terrible  Tartar-like  yellow.  ] 
tlie  fiend.  Eat  nothing  that  gives  tl 
Shave  ike  upper  lip.  Go  about  like 
Read  no  books  of  voyages  (they  are 
lies},  only  now  and  then  a  romance, 
fancy  under.  Above  all,  don't  go  to 
mild  beasts.  That  has  been,  your  riw 
yourself  to  write  fiimiliar  letters,  on  con 
to  your  friends  in  England,  such  as  ar 
ate  nnderstanding.  And  think  about  c 
more.  I  snpped  last  night  with  Ricki 
a  merry  natural  captain,  who  pleases 
with  once  having  made  a  pun  at  Otah 
language.*  'Tis  the  same  man  who  sa 
lie  liked,  because  he  was  so  much  of  < 
Rickman  is  a  man  'absolute  in  all  numi 
I  may  one  day  bring  you  acquainted,  : 
go  to  Tartary  first ;  for  you'll  nevei 
Have  a  care,  my  dear  fidend,  of  Antliro; 
stomachs  are  always  craving.  'Tis  t 
weighed  out  at  fivepence  a  pound.  T 
(the  reverse  of  fishes  in  Holland),  m 
but  as  a  meat. 

"  God  bless  you :  do  come  to  Engla 
exercise  may  do  great  things.  Talk  wi 
later.     Why  not  your  father? 

'*  God  dispose  all  for  the  best.  I  lis 
my  duty. 

"  Your  sincere  friend, 

*  Captain,  afterwurdi  AdmlnU  Bamey,  wbo  becur 
muulant  ftttendanta  on  Lamb's  [>artie!i,  mid  whose  ton, 
bis  itroDf^t  rsgard,  sod  recaiTed  the  honor  of  tbs  ded 
cod  tolome  of  lU*  wM'kt. 
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TO  MB.  MANNING. 


**  Ndt  a  sentence,  not  a  syllable  of  Trismegistus, 
shall  be  lost  through  my  neglect.  I  am  his  word- 
banker,  his  storekeeper  of  puns  and  syllogisms.  You 
cannot  conceive  (and  if  Trismegistus  cannot,  no  man 
can)  the  strange  joy  which  I  felt  at  the  receipt  of  a 
letter  from  Paris.  It  seemed  to  give  me  a  loarned 
importance,  which  placed  me  above  all  who  had  not 
Parisian  correspondents.  Believe  that  I  shall  carefully 
husband  every  scrap,  which  will  save  you  the  trouble 
of  memory,  when  you  come  back.  You  cannot  write 
things  so  trifling,  let  them  only  be  about  Paris,  which 
I  shall  not  treasure.  In  particular,  I  must  have  par- 
allels of  actora  and  actresses.  I  must  be  told  if  any 
building  in  Paris  is  at  all  comparable  to  St.  Paid's, 
which,  contrary  to  the  usual  mode  of  that  part  of  our 
nature  called  admiration,  I  have  looked  up  to  with  un- 
feding  wonder,  every  morning  at  ten  o'clock,  ever  since 
it  has  lain  in  my  way  to  business.  At  noon  I  casually 
glance  upon  it,  being  hungry;  and  hunger  has  not 
much  taste  for  the  fine  ai'ts.  Is  any  nights  walk  com- 
parable to  a  walk  fi'om  St.  Paul's  to  Charing  Cross,  for 
lightiijg,  and  paving,  crowds  going  and  coming  with- 
out respite,  the  rattle  of  coaches,  and  the  cheerfulness 
of  shops  ?  Have  you  seen  a  man  guillotined  yet  ?  is  it 
as  good  as  hanging?  are  the  women  all  painted,  and 
the  men  all  monkeys  ?  or  are  there  not  a  few  that  look 
like  rational  of  both  seres  f  Are  you  and  the  first  con- 
sul tJdckf  All  this  expense  of  ink  I  may  fairly  put  you 
to,  as  your  letters  will  not  be  solely  for  my  proper 
pleasure ;  but  are  to  serve  as  memoranda  and  notices. 
helps  for  short  memory,  a  kind  of  Rumfordizlng  recol 


192  LETTERS  TO  MANNINQ. 

lection,  for  yourself  on  your  return, 
jiist  what  a  letter  should  be,  crammed,  t 
Every  part  of  It  pleased  me  till  you 
and  your  philosophical  indolence,  or  ind 
me.  You  cannot  stir  irom  your  room: 
the  language !  what  the  devil  I  are  m' 
word-trumpets?  are  men  all  tongue  i 
these  creatures,  that  you  and  I  profess 
Viinff  about,  no  faces,  gestures,  gabhl 
absurdity,  no  induction  of  French  edu 
abstract  idea  of  men  and  women,  no 
dissimilitude  to  English  I  Why  I  then 
fungus !  yonr  account  of  your  landing 
and  Bullen  (I  forget  how  you  spell  it, 
way  in  Harry  the  Eighth's  time),  was 
minute  style  which  strong  impressions 
ing  to  a  Frenchman,  I  write  as  a  Frei 
It  appears  to  me,  as  if  I  should  die 
first  landing  in  a  foreign  country.  Il 
pleasure,  which  a  grown  man  can  sul 
unknown  one,  which  he  can  never  kno 
of  the  first  entrance  into  life  &om  the 
say,  in  a  short  time,  my  habits  would  c 
'  stronger  man '  armed,  and  drive  out 
ure;  and  I  should  soon  sicken  for 
Nothing  has  transpired  here  that  seemi 
eient  importance  to  send  dry-shod  over 
]  suppose  you  will  want  to  be  told  soi 
best  and  the  worst  to  me  is,  that  I  ha^ 
guineas  a  week  at  the  '  Post,'  and  regt 
and  spirits,  wluch  were  upon  the  want 
and  Stuart  unsatisfied.  Ludixtt  Botit,  t 
I  must  cut  closer,  tlrat'a  all.     Mister  ] 
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with  your  usual  &cetiousness  and  drolleiy,  call  him 
Mr.  F+U  has  stopped  short  in  the  nuadle  of  his  play. 
Some  friend  has  told  liim  that  it  has  not  the  least 
merit  in  it.  O  1  that  I  had  the  rectifying  of  tlie  Lit- 
any 1  I  would  put  in  a  W)era  no8  (^Seriptores  videlicet} 
ah  amicis!  That's  all  the  news.  A  propos  (is  it 
pedantry,  writing  to  a  Frenchman,  to  express  myself 
sometimes  by  a  French  word,  when  an  English  one 
would  not  do  as  well?  methinks,  my  thoughts  &11 
uaturally  into  it}  — 

TO  MR.  MANNING. 

**  My  dear  Manniifg,  —  Although  something  of  the 
latest,  and  after  two  months'  waiting,  your  letter  was 
highly  gratifying.  Some  parts  want  a  little  explica* 
tion ;  for  example,  *  the  god-like  face  of  the  first  con- 
sul.' WTuxt  god  does  he  most  resemble.  Mars,  Bac- 
chus, or  Apollo?  or  the  god  Serapis,  who,  flying 
(as  Egyptian  chronicles  deliver)  from  the  fury  of  the 
dog  Anubis  (the  hieroglyph  of  an  English  mastiff), 
lighted  upon  Monomotapa  (or  the  land  of  apes),  by 
gome  thought  to  be  Old  France,  and  there  set  up  a 
tyranny,  &c.  Our  London  prints  of  liim  represent  him 
gloomy  and  sulky,  like  an  angry  Jupiter.  I  hear  that 
he  is  very  small,  even  less  than  me.  I  envy  you  your 
access  to  this  great  man,  much  more  than  your  stances 
and  conversaziones,  which  I  have  a  shrewd  suspicion 
must  be  something  dull.  What  you  assert  concerning 
he  actors  of  Paris,  that  they  exceed  our  comedians, 
[)ad  as  ours  are,  is  impossible.  In  one  sense  it  may  be 
nie,  that  their  fine  gentlemen,  in  what  is  called  gen- 
•^el  comedy,  may  possibly  be  more  brisk  and  dSyagi 

VOL.  I.  18 
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thaii  Mr.  Caulfield,  or  Mr.  Whitfield ; 
thein  the  power  to  move  laughter  in 
Frenchman  laugh?  Can  they  batter 
ribs  till  they  shake,  nothing  loth  to 
This  is  John  BiJi's  criterion,  and  i 
You  are  Frenchified.  Both  your  tast 
corrupt  and  perverted.  By-and-by  j 
assert,  that  Buonaparte  is  as  great  a  g 
Duke  of  Cumberland,  and  deny  that 
can  beat  three  Frenchmen.  Read  H( 
restore  your  orthodoxy.  All  things  c< 
still  in  London.  I  cannot  repay  yoi 
with  my  stale  reminiscences.  Like 
have  spent  my  patrimony,  and  feed  u 
nuated  chaff  and  dry  husks  of  repeal 
times  I  remember  with  pleasure  the  he 
which  I  kept  in  the  days  of  my  pro 
nothing  new,  nor  anything  that  has 
gloss  and  dazzle  of  novelty,  as  may  n 
tive,  and  cast  a  refiective  glimmer  aci 
Did  I  send  you  an  epitaph  I  scribbled, 
who  died  at  nineteen,  a  good  girl,  ai 
and  a  clever  girl,  but  strangely  negl 
&iends  and  kin  ? 

>  Under  this  cold  marble  itons 
Sleep  tbeead  rsmnint  of  one 
Who,  when  Mve,  by  Ibw  or  none 
Was  loved,  m  loved  the  might  hHTi 
ir  she  prosperous  dtji  had  sera. 
Or  bad  thriving  been,  I  ween. 
Ouly  this  cold  faneral  stone 
Tails  she  w«»  beloved  by  one. 
Who  on  the  marble  graves  his  moai 

**  Brief  and  pretty,  and  tender,  is 
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you  this,  being  the  only  piece  of  poetry  I  have  dme^ 
since  the  muses  all  went  with  T.  M.  to  Paris.  I 
have  neither  stuff  in  my  brain,  nor  paper  in  my 
drawer,  to  write  you  a  longer  letter.  Liquor,  and 
company,  and  wicked  tobacco,  a'nights,  have  quite 
dispericraniated  me,  as  one  may  say ;  but  yon,  who 
spiritualize  upon  Champagne,  may  continue  to  write 
long  long  letters,  and  stuff  'em  with  amusement  to 
the  end.  Too  long  they  cannot  be,  any  more  than 
a  codicil  to  a  will,  which  leaves  me  sundry  parks 
and  manors  not  specified  in  the  deed.  But  don't 
be  two  jnontha  before  you  write  again.  —  These  from 
merry  old  England,  on  the  day  of  her  valiant  patron 
St.  George,  "  C.  Lamb  " 


CHAPTER  Vm. 

[1804  to  1806.] 

LBTTEHS    TO   MANNING,   WORDSWORTH,    RICKMAN,    AND    HAZ- 
UTT. — "MR.  H."  WRITTEN,  —  ACCKPTED,  —  DAMNED. 

There  is  no  vestige  of  Lamb's  correspondence  in 

the  year  1804,  nor  does  he  seem  to  have  written  for 

the  press.     This  year,  however,  added  to  his  Ust  of 

firiends  —  one   in  whose   conversation   he   took  great 

light,  mitil  death  severed  them  —  William  Hazlitt. 

lis  remarkable  metaphysician  and  critic  had   then 

Jt  completed  his   first  work,   the   "  Essay   on   the 

rineiples  of  Human  Action,"  but  had  not  entirely 
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up  hia  hope  of  ezcelling  as  a  painter.  After 
essional  tour  through  part  of  England,  during 

he  satisfied  his  sitters  better  than  himself  fas 
led  some  time  at  the  house  of  hia  brother,  then 
ing  as  a  portrait-painter  with  coimderabte  mo- 
and  while  endeavoring  to  procure  a  publisher 
)  work,  painted  a  portrait  of  Lamb,  of  which 
^ving  is  prefixed  to  the  present  Tolame.*     It 

of  the  last  of  Hazlitt's  efiforte  in  an  art  which 
irwards  illustrated  with  the  most  exquisite  crit- 
which  the  knowledge  and  love  of  it  conld  in- 

ong  the  vestiges  of  the  early  part  of  1805,  azo 
ur  following  letters  to  Manning.  If  the  hem> 
next  letter,  Mr.  Richard  Hopkins,  b  living,  I 
lie  will  not  repine  at  bemg  ranked  with  those 

**  Po  good  bj  itealth,  ukd  bltuh  to  find  It  &m«." 


TO  HB.  UANNINQ. 

"  is,  l«ti«-«ODrt  Bnlldingi, 

"  Satorda;,  Ucta  Feb.  ISML 
ear  Manning,  —  I  have  been  veiy  unwell  since 
yon.  A  sad  depression  of  spirits,  a  most  un- 
itable  nervousness ;  firom  which  I  have  been  par- 
relieved  by  an  odd  accident.  You  knew  Dick 
ns,  the  swearing  scullion  of  Caius  ?  This  fd- 
ly  industry  and  agility,  has  thrust  himself  into 
iportant  situations  (no  sinecures,  believe  me) 
k  to  Trinity  Hall  and  Caius  College:  and  the 
us  ci-eatnre  has  contrived,  with  the  greatest 
y  ima^nable,  to  send  me  a  present  of  Cao^ 

•  Edition,  IMT. 
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bridge  brawn.  What  makes  it  the  more  extraordh 
naiy  is,  that  the  man  never  saw  me  in  his  life  that 
I  know  of.  I  suppose  he  has  heard  of  me.  I  did 
not  immediately  recognize  the  donor ;  but  one  of 
Richard's .  cards,  which  had  accidentally  fallen  into 
the  straw,  detected  him  in  a  moment.  Dick,  you 
know,  was  always  remarkable  for  flourishinsr.  His 
card  imports,  thi  •  orders  (to  ^t,  for  brawl)  from 
any  part  of  England,  Scotland,  or  Ireland,  will  be 
duly  executed,'  &c.  At  first,  I  thought  of  declining 
the  present;  but  Richard  knew  my  blind  side  when 
he  pitched  upon  brawn.  'Tis  of  all  my  hobbies  the 
supreme  in  the  eating  way.  He  might  have  sent 
sops  from  the  pan,  skimmings,  crumpets,  chips,  hog's 
lard,  the  tender  brown  judiciously  scalped  from  a  fil- 
let of  veal  (dexterously  replaced  by  a  salamander), 
the  tops  of  asparagus,  fugitive  livers,  runaway  giz- 
zards  of  fowls,  the  eyes  of  martyred  pigs,  tender  effii- 
sions  of  laxative  woodcocks,  the  red  spawn  of  lobsters, 
leveret's  ears,  and  such  pretty  filchings  common  to 
cooks;  but  these  had  been  ordinary  pi*esents,  the  ev- 
eryday courtesies  of  dish-washers  to  their  sweethearts. 
Brawn  was  a  noble  thought.  It  is  not  every  com- 
mon guUei-fiincier  that  can  properly  esteem  it  It 
is  like  a  picture  of  one  of  the  choice  old  Italian  mas- 
ters. Its  gusto  js  of  that  hidden  sort  As  Words- 
worth sings  of  a  modest  poet,  —-'  you* must  love  him, 
ere  to  you  he  will  seem  worthy  of  your  love ; '  so 
brawn^  you  must  taste  it  ere  to  you  it  will  seem  to 
have  any  taste  at  all.  But  'tis  nuts  to  the  adept: 
those  that  will  send  out  their  tongue  and  feelers  to 
find  it  out.  It  will  be  wooed,  and  not  unsought  be 
won.     Now,  ham-essence,  lobsters,  turtle,  such  popu- 
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nmions,  absolutely  court  i/ou,  h 
rike  you  at  first  smack,  like  oi 
(they  call  him  Darveed),  co 
russet-coated  wealth  of  a  Titia 
illustrated  above.  Such  are  tl 
len  virtues  of  a  corporation  dinn 
reserved  collegiate  worth  of  bn 
'  to  leave  off  tlie  business  whic 
nt  upon,  and  go  immediately  t 
ity  and  Caius,  and  make  my  mt 
;nt3  to  Mr.  Richard  Hopkina,  ai 
>rawn  is  most  excellent;  and  th 
cd  to  him  for  his  innuendo  abc 
,  which  I  shall  not  fail  to  imj 
)u  whether  you  shall  choose  to 
if  asking  him  to  dinner  while  | 
;e,  or  in  wliatever  other  way  yoi 
your  gratitude  to  my  friend. 
dered  in  many  points  of  view, 
y  character.  Adieu:  I  hope  t 
in  London  soon,  where  we  wi 
n,  and  drink  his  health  in  a  t 
cup.  We  have  not  many  i 
of  life  aa  Mr.  R.  Hopkins.  I 
t.  Mary's,  was  just  such  anoth 
r  sent  me  any  little  token,  soi 
or  two  pound  of  hair:  just  t 
GiAs  are  like  naib.  Praeseni 
3ur  present  makes  amends  for  j 
"  Yours, 
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TO   MR.  MANNING. 


"  Dear  Archimedes,  —  Things  have  gone  on  badly 
with  thy  imgeometrical  friend;  but  they  are  on  the 
turn.  My  old  housekeeper  has  shown  signs  of  conva- 
lescence, and  will  shortly  resume  the  power  of  the 
keys,  so  I  sha'n't  be  cheated  of  my  tea  and  liquors. 
Wind  in  the  west,  which  promotes  tranquillity.  Have 
leisure  now  to  anticipate  seeing  thee  again.  Have 
been  taking  leave  of  tobacco  in  a  rhyming  address. 
Had  thought  that  vein  had  long  since  closed  up.  Find 
I  can  rhyme  and  reason  too.  Think  of  studying 
mathematics,  to  restrain  the  fire  of  my  genius,  which 
G.  D.  recommends.  Have  frequent  bleedings  at  the 
nose,  which  shows  plethoric.  Maybe  shall  try  the  sea 
myself,  that  great  scene  of  wonders.  Got  incredibly 
sober  and  regular ;  shave  ofteher,  and  hum  a  tune,  to 
signify  cheerfulness  and  gallantry. 

"  Suddenly  disposed  to  sleep,  having  taken  a  quart 
of  peas  with  bacon,  and  stout.  Will  not  refuse  Na- 
ture, who  has  done  such  things  for  me  1 

*'  Nurse !  don't  call  me  unless  Mr  Manning  comes. 
•^  What  I  the  gentleman  in  spectacles  ?  —  Yes. 

''Dormit.  C.  L." 

"  Saturday, 

••  Hot  Noon." 


TO  MR.  MANNING. 

"  Dear  Manning,  —  I  sent  to  Brown's  immediately. 
Mr.  Brown  (or  Pijou,  as  he  is  called  by  the  modems) 
denied  the  having  received  a  letter  from  you.  The 
Mie  for  you  he  remembered  receiving,  and  remitting 
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to  Leadenhall  Street;  whither  I  immediately  posted 
(it  being  the  middle  of  dimier),  my  teeth  impicked. 
There  I  learned  that  if  you  want  a  letter  set  right, 
yon  must  apply  at  the  first  door  on  the  left  hand  be- 
fore one  o'clock.  I  returned  and  picked  my  teeth. 
And  thi3  morning  I  made  my  appUcation  in  form,  and 
have  seen  the  vagabond  letter,  which  most  likely  ar. 
companies  this.  If  it  does  not,  I  will  get  Bickman 
to  name  it  to-  the  Speaker,  who  will  not  fail  to  lay 
the  matter  before  Parliament  the  next  sessions,  when 
you  may  be  sure  to  have  all  abuses  in  the  Post  De« 
partment  rectified. 

"N.  B.  There  seems  to  be  some  informality  epi- 
demical. You  direct  yours  to  me  in  Mitre  Court; 
my  true  address  is  Mitre  Court  Buildings.  By  the 
pleasantries  of  Fortune,  who  likes  a  joke  or  a  cknMe 
entendre  as  well  as  the  best  of  us  her  children,  there 
happens  to  be  another  Mr.  Lamb  (that  there  should 
be  two  1 !)  in  Mitre  Court. 

"  Farewell,  and  think  upon  it.  C.  L.** 


TO  MB.  MANNING. 

"Dear  Manning,  —  Certainly  you  could  not  have 
called  at  all  hours  fi'om  two  till  ten,  for  we  have  been 
only  out  of  an  evening  Monday  and  Tuesday  in  this 
week.  But  if  you  think  you  have,  your  thought  shall 
go  for  the  deed.  We  did  pray  for  you  on  Wednes- 
day night.  Oysters  unusually  luscious  —  pearls  of 
extraordinary  magnitude  found  in  them.  I  have  made 
bracelets  of  them — given  them  in  clusters  to  ladies. 
List  night  we  went  out  in  despite,  because  you  were 
not  come  at  your  hour. 
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This  night  we  shall  be  at  home,  so  shall  we  c^eiv 
taiiily  both  Sunday,  Monday,  Tuesday,  and  Wednes- 
day. Take  your  choice,  mind  I  don't  say  of  one :  but 
choose  which  evening  you  will  not,  and  come  the  other 
four.  Doors  open  at  iive  o'clock.  Shells  forced  about 
nine.     Every  gentleman  smokes  or  not  as  he  pleases. 

"C.  L." 

Daring  the  last  five  years,  tobacco  had  been  at  once 
Lamb's  solace  and  his  bane.  In  the  hope  of  resisting 
the  temptation  of  late  conviviality  to  which  it  minis- 
tered, he  formed  a  resolution,  the  virtue  of  which  can 
be  but  dimly  guessed,  to  abandon  its  use,  and  embodied 
the  floating  &ncies  which  had  attended  on  his  long 
wavering  in  one  of  the  richest  of  his  poems  —  "  The 
Farewell  to  Tobacco."  After  many  struggles  he  di- 
vorced himself  from  his  genial  enemy ;  and  though  he 
afterwards  renewed  acquaintance  with  milder  dalliance, 
he  ultimately  abandoned  it,  and  was  guiltless  of  a  pipe 
in  his  later  years.  The  following  letter,  addressed 
while  his  sister  was  laid  up  with  severe  and  pro- 
tracted illness,  will  show  his  feelings  at  this  time.  Its 
affecting  self-upbraidings  refer  to  no  greater  failings 
than  the  social  indulgences  against  which  he  was 
manfully  straggling. 


TO  inSS  WORDSWORTH. 

"14th  June,  1806. 

My  dear  Miss  Wordsworth,  —  I  have  every  reason 
to  suppose  tliat  this  illness,  like  all  Mary's  former  ones, 
will  be  but  temporary.  But  I  cannot  always  feel  so. 
Meantime  she  is  dead  to  me,  and  I  miss  a  prop.     All 
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my  strength  is  gone,  and  I  am  like  a  fool,  bereft  of 
her  cooperation.  I  dare  not  think,  lest  I  should  think 
wrong ;  so  used  am  I  to  look  up  to  her  in  the  least 
and  the  biggest  perplexity.  To  say  all  that  I  know  of 
her  would  be  more  than  I  think  anybody  could  believe 
or  even  understand;  and  when  I  hope  to  have  her 
well  again  with  me,  it  would  be  sinning  against  her 
feelings  to  go  about  to  praise  her;  for  I  can  conceal 
nothing  that  I  do  from  her.  She  is  older,  and  wiser, 
and  better  than  me,  and  all  my  wretched  imperfections 
I  cover  to  myself  by  resolutely  thinking  on  her  good- 
ness. She  would  share  life  and  death,  heaven  and 
hell,  with  me.  She  lives  but  for  me ;  and  I  know  I 
have  been  wasting  and  teasing  her  life  for  five  years 
past  incessantly  with  my  cursed  ways  of  going  on. 
But  even  in  this  upbraiding  of  myself,  I  am  offending 
against  her,  for  I  know  that  she  has  cleaved  to  me  for 
better,  for  worse ;  and  if  the  balance  has  been  against 
her  hitherto,  it  was  a  noble  trade.  I  am  stupid,  and 
lose  myself  in  what  I  write.  I  write  rather  what  an- 
swers to  my  feelings  (which  are  sometimes  sharp 
enough)  than  express  my  present  ones,  for  I  am  only 
flat  and  stupid. 

"I  cannot  resist  transcribing  three  or  four  lines 
which  poor  Mary  made  upon  a  picture  (a  Holy  Fam- 
\ly)  which  we  saw  at  an  auction  only  one  week  before 
she  left  home.  They  are  sweet  lines  and  upon  a  sweet 
picture.  But  I  send  them  only  as  the  last  memorial 
of  her. 


•virgin  AXD  child,  L.   da   VINCI. 

*  Materoal  Lady  with  thy  Tirgin-graoe, 
Heayen-borD|  thy  Jesas  seeineth  sare. 
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And  thou  a  yii^n  pare. 

Lady  most  perfect,  when  thy  angel  face 

Men  look  upon,  they  wish  to  be 

A  Catholic,  Madonna  fair,  to  worship  thee/ 

"  You  had  her  lines  about  the  '  Lady  Blanch.*  You 
nave  not  had  some  which  she  wrote  upon  a  copy  of  a 
girl  from  Titian,  which  I  had  hung  up  where  that 
print  of  Blanch  and  the  Abbess  (as  she  beautifuUy 
interpreted  two  female  figures  from  L.  da  Vinci)  had 
hung  in  oiu*  room.     'Tis  light  and  pretty. 

*  Who  art  thou,  fair  one,  who  nsurp'st  the  place 
Of  Blanch,  the  lady  of  the  matchless  grace? 
Come,  fair  and  pretty  tell  to  me 
Who  in  thy  lifetime  thou  mightst  be? 
Thou  pretty  art  and  fair, 

But  with  the  Lady  Blanch  thou  neyer  must  compare. 
No  need  for  Blanch  her  history  to  tell, 
Whoever  saw  her  face,  they  there  did  read  it  well  ; 
But  when  I  look  on  thee,  I  only  know  • 

There  lived  a  pretty  maid  some  hundred  years  ago.* 

**  This  is  a  little  unfair,  to  tell  so  much  about  our- 
selves, and  to  advert  so  little  to  your  letter,  so  full  of 
comfortable  tidings  of  you  all.  But  my  own  cares 
press  pretty  close  upon  me,  and  you  can  make  allowr 
ance.  That  you  may  go  on  gathering  strength  and 
peace  is  the  next  wish  to  Mary's  recovery. 

"I  had  almost  forgot  your  repeated  invitation. 
Supposing  that  Mary  will  be  well  and  able,  there  is 
another  ability  which  you  may  guess  at,  which  I  can- 
not promise  myself.  In  prudence  we  ought  not  to 
;ome.  This  illness  will  make  it  still  more  prudential 
to  wait.  It  is  not  a  balance  of  this  way  of  spending 
mr  money  against  another  way,  but  an  absolute  ques- 
lon  of  whether  we  shall  stop  now,  or  go  on  wasting 
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away  the  little  we  have  got  beforehand.  My  best 
love,  however,  to  you  all ;  and  to  that  most  friendly 
creature,  Mrs.  Clarkson,  and  better  health  to  her, 
when  you  see  or  write  to  her. 

"Ghablbs  Lamb." 

The  "Farewell  to  Tobacco"  was  shortly  after 
transmitted  to  Mr.  and  Miss  Wordsworth  with  the 
following :  — 


TO  MR.  AND  MISS  WORDSWOBTH. 

*"  Sept  28th,  1805. 

"  I  wish  you  may  think  this  a  handsome  farewell 
to  ray  *  Friendly  Traitress.'  Tobacco  has  been  my 
evening  comfort  and  my  morning  curse  for  these  five 
years ;  and  you  know  how  difficult  it  is  from  refrain- 
ing to  pick  one's  lips  even,  when  it  has  become  a 
habit.  This  poem  is  the  only  one  which  I  have  finish- 
ed since  so  long  as  when  I  wrote  *  Hester  Savory.' 
I  have  had  it  in  my  head  to  do  it  these  two  years,  but 
tobacco  stood  in  its  own  light  when  it  gave  me  head- 
aches that  prevented  my  singing  its  praises.  Now  you 
have  got  it,  you  have  got  all  my  store,  for  I  have 
absolutely  not  another  line.  No  more  has  Mary.  We 
have  nobody  about  us  that  cares  for  poetry,  and  who 
will  rear  grapes  when  he  shall  be  the  sole  eater? 
Perhaps  if  you  encourage  us  to  show  you  what  we  may 
write,  we  may  do  something  now  and  then  before  we 
absolutely  forget  the  quantity  of  an  English  line  for 
want  of  practice.  The  *  Tobacco,'  being  a  little  in 
the  way  of  Withers  (whom  Southey  so  much  likes), 
perhaps  you  will  somehow  convey  it  to  him  with  my 
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kind  remembrances.     Then,  everjbodj  will  have  seen 
it  that  I  wish  to  see  it,  I  having  sent  it  to  Malta. 
**  I  remain,  dear  W.  and  D.,  jours  truly, 

"C.  Lamb." 

The  following  letter  to  Hazlitt  bears  date  18th  Not. 
1805:  — 

to  MR.  HAZLITT. 

**  Dear  Hazlitt,  —  I  was  veiy  glad  to  hear  from  you, 
and  that  your  journey  was  so  picturesque.  We  miss 
you,  as  we  foretold  we  should.  One  or  two  things 
have  happened,  which  are  beneath  the  dignity  of  epis- 
tolary communication,  but  which,  seated  about  our  fire- 
side at  night,  (the  winter  hands  of  pork  have  begun,) 
gesture  and  emphasis  might  hare  talked  into  some  im- 
portance.    Something  about 's  wife ;  for  instance, 

how  tall  she  is,  and  that  she  visits  pranked  up  like  a 
Queen  of  the  May,  with  green  streamers:  a  good- 
natured  woman  though,  which  is  as  much  as  you  can 
expect  from  a  fnend^s  wife,  whom  you  got  acquainted 
with  a  bachelor.  Some  things  too  about  Monkey,* 
which  can't  so  well  be  written:  how  it  set  up  for  a 
fine  lady,  and  thought  it  had  got  lovers,  and  waa 
obliged  to  be  convinced  of  its  age  from  the  parish  reg- 
ister, where  it  was  proved  to  be  only  twelve ;  and  an 
edict  issued,  that  it  should  not  give  itself  airs  yet  these 
four  years ;  and  how  it  got  leave  to  be  called  Miss,  by 
grace :  these,  and  such  like  hows,  were  in  my  head  to 
teU  you,  but  who  can  write  ?  Also  how  Manning  is 
fsome  to  town  in  spectacles,  and  studies  physic ;  is  mel- 

*  The  daughter  of  a  friend,  whom  Lamb  exceedingly  Uked  from  a 
dilld,  and  always  called  by  this  epithet. 
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ancholy,  and  seems  to  have  something  in  his  head, 
wliich  he  don't  impart.  Then,  how  I  am  going  to 
leave  off  smoking.  O  la  1  your  Leonardos  of  Oxford 
made  my  mouth  water.  I  was  hurried  through  the 
gallery,  and  they  escaped  me.  What  do  I  say?  I 
was  a  Goth  then,  and  should  not  have  noticed  them. 
I  had  not  settled  my  notions  of  beauty;  —  I  have 
now  for  ever !  —  the  small  head,  the  long  eye,  —  that 
sort  of  peering  curve,  —  the  wicked  Italian  mischief; 
the  stick-at-nothing,  Herodias'  daughtei>kind  of  grace. 
You  understand  me  ?  But  you  disappoint  me,  in  pass- 
ing over  in  absolute  silence  the  Blenheim  Lecmardo. 
Didn't  you  see  it?  Excuse  a  lover's  curiosity.  I 
liave  seen  no  pictures  of  note  since,  except  Mr. 
Dawe's  gallery.  It  is  curious  to  see  how  differently 
two  great  men  treat  the  same  subject,  yet  both  excel- 
lent in  their  way.  For  instance,  Milton  and  Mr. 
Dawe.  Mr.  D.  has  chosen  to  illustrate  the  story  of 
Samson  exactly  in  the  point  of  view  in  which  Milton 
has  been  most  happy :  the  interview  between  the  Jew- 
ish hero,  blind  and  captive,  and  Delilah.  Milton  has 
imagined  his  locks  grown  again,  strong  as  horseliair 
or  porcupine's  bristles;  doubtless  shaggy  and  black, 
as  being  hairs  *  which,  of  a  nation  .armed,  contained 
the  strength.'  I  don't  remember  he  8€a/8  black;  but 
could  Milton  imagine  them  to  be  yellow?  Do  you? 
Mr.  Dawe,  with  striking  originality  of  conception,  has 
crowned  him  with  a  tliin  yellow  wig,  in  color  precise- 
ly like  Dyson's  ;  in  curl  and  quantity,  resembling  Mrs. 

P 's  ;  his  limbs  rather  stout,  —  about  such  a  man 

as  my  brother  or  Hickman,  —  but  no  Atlas  nor  Hei>- 
cules,  not  yet  so  long  as  Dubois,  the  clown  of  Sadler's 
Wells.     This  was  judicious,  taking  the  spirit  of  tlie 
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story  rather  than  the  fact;  for  doubtless  God  could 
communicate  national  salvation  to  the  trust  of  fla^  and 
tow  as  well  as  hemp  and  cordage,  and  could  draw 
down  a  temple  with  a  golden  tress  as  soon  as  with  all 
the  cables  of  the  British  navy. 

"  Wasn't  you  sorry  for  Lord  Nelson  ?  I  have  fol- 
lowed him  in  fancy  ever  since  I  saw  him  walking  in 
Pall  Mall,  (I  was  prejudiced  against  him  before,)  look- 
ing just  as  a  hero  should  look ;  and  I  have  been  very 
much  cut  about  it  indeed.  He  was  the  only  pretence 
of  a  great  man  we  had.  Nobody  is  left  of  any  name 
at  all.  His  secretary  died  by  his  side.  I  imagined 
him,  a  Mr.  Scott,  to  be  the  man  you  met  at  Hume's ; 
but  I  learnt  from  Mrs.  Hume  that  it  is  not  the  same. 
I  met  Mrs,  H.  one  day  and  agreed  to  go  on  the  Sun- 
day to  tea,  but  the  rain  prevented  us,  and  the  distance. 
I  have  been  to  apologize,  and  we  are  to  dine  there  the 
first  fine  Sunday!  Strange  perverseness.  I  never 
went  while  you  stayed  here,  and  now  I  go  to  find  you. 
What  other  news  is  there,  Mary?  What  puns  have 
I  made  in  the  last  fortnight?  You  never  remember 
them.  You  have  no  relish  of  the  comic.  *  Oh  I  tell 
Hazlitt  not  to  forget  to  send  the  American  Farmer. 
I  dare  say  it  is  not  so  good  as  he  fancies  ;  but  a  book's 
a  book.'  1  have  not  heard  fi'om  Wordsworth  or  from 
Malta  since.  Charles  Kemble,  it  seems,  enters  into 
possession  to-morrow.  We  sup  at  109,  Russell  Street, 
this  evening.  I  wish  your  friend  would  not  drink. 
^♦'s  a  blemish  in  the  greatest  characters.  You  send 
le  a  modem  quotation  poetical.  How  do  you  like 
is  in  an  old  play?  Vittoria  Corombona,  a  spunky 
alian  lady,  a  Leonardo  one,  nicknamed  the  White 
3vil,  being  on  her  trial  for  murder,  &c.  —  and  que^ 
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tioned  about  seducing  a  duke  from  his  wife  and  the 
state,  makes  answer :  — 

*  Condemn  yon  me  for  that  the  Duke  did  love  me? 
So  may  you  blame  some  fair  and  crystal  river, 
For  that  some  melancholic  distmctcSl  man 
Hath  drowned  himself  in  it.* 

"N.  B.  I  shall  expect  a  line  from  you,  if  but  a 
bare  line,  whenever  you  write  to  Russell  Street,  and 
a  letter  often  when  you  do  not.  I  pay  no  postage* 
But  I  will  have  consideration  for  you  until  Parliament 
time  and  franks.  Luck  to  Ned  Search  and  the  new 
art  of  coloring.  Monkey  sends  her  love ;  and  Mary 
especially. 

"  Yours  truly,  C.  Lamb.' 


»» 


Lamb  introduced  Hazlitt  to  Godwin ;  and  we  find 

him  early  in  the  following  year  thus  writing  respeclr 

ing  tlie  offer  of  Hazlitt's  work  to  Johnson,  and  his 
literary  pursuits. 

TO  MR.  HAZLITT. 

<«Jaii.  15th,  1806. 

"Dear  Hazlitt,  —  Grodwin  went  to  Johnson's,  yes- 
terday about  your  business.  Johnson  would  not  come 
do^vn,  or  give  any  answer,  but  has  promised  to  open 
the  manuscript,  and  to  give  you  an  answer  in  one 
month.  Godwin  will  punctually  go  agsun  (Wednes- 
day is  Johnson's  open  day)  yesterday  four  weeks  next : 
i.  e.  in  one  lunar  month  frt)m  this  time.  Till  when, 
Johnson  positively  declines  giving  any  answer.  I 
wish  you  joy  on  ending  your  Search.  Mrs.  H.  was 
naming  something  about  a  ^  Life  of  Fawcett,'  to  be  by 
you  undertaken :  the  great  Fawcett^  as  she  explaim^ 


r 


LETTERS  TO  HAZLITT.  209 

to  Manning,  when  he  asked,  *  WlMt  Fawcett  f  *  He 
innocently  thought  Fawcett  the  Player,  But  Fawcett 
the  divine  is  known  to  many  people,  albeit  unknown  tc 
the  Chinese  inquirer.  I  should  think,  if  you  liked  it^ 
and  Johnson  declined  it,  that  Phillips  is  the  man.  He 
28  perpetually  bringing  out  biographies,  Richardson, 
Wilks,  Foot,  Lee  Lewis,  without  number :  little  trim 
things  in  two  easy  volumes,  price  12«.  the  two,  made 
up  of  letters  to  and  from^  scraps,  posthumous  trifles, 
anecdotes,  and  about  forty  pages  of  hard  biography ; 
you  might  dish  up  a  Fawcettiad  in  three  months  and 
ask  60Z.  or  80^.  for  iL  I  dare  say  that  Phillips  would 
catch  at  it.  I  wrote  you  the  other  day  in  a  great 
hurry.  Did  you  get  it  ?  This  is  merely  a  letter  of 
business  at  Godwin's  request.  Lord  Nelson  is  quiet  at 
last.  His  ghost  only  keeps  a  slight  fluttering  in  odes 
and  elegies  in  newspapers,  and  impromptus,  which 
could  not  be  got  ready  before  the  iuneral. 

"  As  for  news,  -^ —  is  coming  to  town  on  Monday 
^if  no  kind  angel  intervene)  to  surrender  himself  to 
prison.  He  hopes  to  get  the  rules  of  the  Fleet.  On 
the  same,  or  nearly  the  same  day,  F — ,  my  other 
quondam  co-fnend  and  drinker,  will  go  to  Newgate, 
and  his  wife  and  four  children,  I  suppose,  to  the  par- 
ish. Plenty  of  reflection  and  motives  of  gratitude  to 
the  wise  Disposer  of  all  things  in  us,  whose  prudent 
conduct  has  hitherto  ensured  us  a  warm  fire  and  snug 
roof  over  our  heads.  Nvllwm  vumen  abest  si  ait  Prun 
dentia,     Alas  I  Prudentia  is  in  the  last  quarter  of  her 

tutelary  shining  over  me.     A  little  time  and  I ; 

bat  maybe  I  may,  at  last,  hit  upon  some  mode  of  col- 
lecting some  of  the  vast  superfluities  of  this  money- 
voiding  town.     Much  is  to  be  got,  and  I  do  not  want 
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much.  All  I  ask  Is-  time  and  leisure ;  and  1  am  cmelly 
off  for  them.  When  you  have  the  inclination,  I  shall 
be  very  glad  to  have  a  letter  from  you.  Your  brother 
and  Mrs.  H.,  I  am  afraid,  think  hardly  of  us  for  not 
coming  oftener  to  see  them,  but  we  are  distracted  be- 
yond what  they  can  conceive  with  visitors  and  visit- 
ings.  I  never  have  an  hour  for  my  head  to  work 
quietly  its  own  workings ;  which  you  know  is  as  nec- 
essary to  the  human  system  as  sleep.  Sleep,  too,  I 
can't  get  for  these  winds  of  a  night :  and  without  sleep 
and  rest  what  should  ensue  ?  Lunacy.  But  I  trust  it 
won't.  Yours,  dear  H.,  C.  Lamb  ** 


t: 


TO  MB.  HAZUTT. 

"  Feb.  19th,  1806. 

"Dear  H.  —  Godwin  has  just  been  here  in  his  way 
from  Johnson's.  Johnson  has  had  a  fire  in  his  house  - 
this  happened  about  five  weeks  ago  ;  it  was  in  the  daj 
time,  so  it  did  not  bum  the  house  down,  but  it  did  so 
much. damage  that  the  house  must  come  down,  to  be 
repaired.  His  nephew  that  we  met  on  Hampstead 
Hill  put  it  out.  Well,  this  fire  has  put  him  so  back, 
that  he  craves  one  more  month  before  he  gives  you  an 
answer.  I  will  certainly  goad  Godwin  (if  necessary) 
to  go  again  this  very  day  four  weeks  ;  but  I  am  confi- 
dent he  will  want  no  goading.  Three  or  four  most 
capital  auctions  of  pictures  advertised  in  May,  Well* 
bore  JEllis  AgaT*9^  the  first  private  collection  in  Eng- 
land, so  Holcroft  says.  In  March,  Sir  George  Young's 
in  Stratford  Place  (where  Cosway  lives),  and  a  Mr. 
Hulse's  at  Blackheath,  both  very  capital  collections, 
and  liave  been  announced  for  some  months.     Also  the 
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Marquis  of  L^mdowne's  pictures  in  March ;  and  though 
inferior  to  mention,  lastly,  the  Tructhsessian  Grallery. 
Don't  your  mouth  water  to  be  here  ?  T'other  night 
Loftus  called,  whom  we  have  not  seen  since  you  went 
before.  We  meditate  a  stroll  next  Wednesday,  fast- 
day.  He  happened  to  hght  upon  Mr.  Holcroft,  wife 
and  daughter,  their  first  visit  at  our  house.  Your 
brother  called  last  night.  We  keep  up  our  intimacy 
He  is  going  to  begin  a  large  Madonna  and  child  from 
Mrs.  H.  and  baby.  I  fear  he  goes  astray  after  igne% 
fatui.  He  is  a  clever  man.  By-the-by  I  saw  a  min- 
iature of  his  as  far  excelling  any  in  his  show  cupboard 
(that  of  your  sister  not  excepted)  as  that  show  cup- 
board excels  the  show  things  you  see  in  windows  —  an 
old  woman  —  hang  her  name  —  but  most  superlative ; 
he  has  it  to  clean  —  I'll  ask  him  the  name  —  but  the 
best  miniature  I  ever  saw.  But  for  oil  pictures  1  — 
•what  has  he  to  do  with  Madonnas? — if  the  Virgin 
Mary  were  alive  and  visitable,  he  would  not  hazard 
himself  in  a  Covent-Garden-pit-door-crowd  to  see  her. 
It  a'n't  his  style  of  beauty,  is  it?  But  he  will  go  on 
painting  things  he  ought  not  to  paint,  and  not  pain1>- 
ing  things  he  ought  to  paint.  Manning  not  gone  to 
China,  but  talks  of  going  this  spring.  God  forbid. 
Coleridge  not  heard  of.  I  am  going  to  leave  off 
Bmoke.  In  the  meantime  I  am  so  smoky  with  last 
night's  ten  pipes,  that  I  must  leave  off.  Mary  begs 
her  kind  remembrances.  Pray  write  to  us.  This  is  no 
letter,  but  I  supposed  you  grew  anxious  about  Jolmson. 

*'N.  B.  Have  taken  a  room  at  three  shillings  a 
week,  to  be  in  between  five  and  eight  at  night,  to 
avoid  my  Twcturnal  alias  knock-eternal  visitors.     The 
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first-fruits  of  my  retirement  has  been  a  &rce  which 
goes  to  manager  to-morrow.  Wish  my  ticket  luck 
God  bless  you,  and  do  write.  — Tours  fumorissimus^ 

"  C.  Lamb." 

The  ferce  referred  to  in  the  foregoing  letter  is  the 
delightful  jet^esprit^  **  Mr.  H.,"  destined  to  only  one 
night's  stage  existence,  but  to  become  ^^  good  jest  fo]> 
ever."  It  must  be  confessed  that  it  has  not  substance 
enough  for  a  dramatic  piece  in  two  acts  —  a  piece 
which  must  present  a  show  of  real  interest — involve 
its  pair  of  young  lovers  in  actual  perplexities  —  and 
terminate  in  the  seriousness  of  marriage  I  It  would 
be  rare  sport  in  Milton's  "  Limbo  of  Vanity,"  but  is 
too  airy  for  the  ponderous  sentimentalism  of  the  mod- 
em school  of  ferce.  As  Swift,  in  "Gulliver,"  brings 
everything  to  the  standard  of  size,  so  in  this  fiirce 
everything  is  reduced  to  an  alphabetical  standard. 
Humor  is  sent  to  school  to  learn  its  letters ;  or,  rath- 
er, letters  are  made  instinct  with  the  most  delicate  hu- 
mor. It  is  the  apotheosis  of  the  alphabet,  and  teaches 
the  value  of  a  good  name  without  the  least  hint  of 
moral  purpose.  This  mere  pleasantry — this  refining 
on  sounds  and  letters— -this  verbal  banter,  and  watery 
collision  of  the  pale  reflections  of  words,  could  not  suc- 
ceed on  a  stage  which  had  begun  to  require  interest, 
moral  or  immoral,  to  be  interwoven  with  the  web  of 
all  its  actions ;  which  no  longer  rejoiced  in  the  riot  of 
animal  spirits  and  careless  gaiety;  which  no  longei 
permitted  wit  to  take  the  sting  from  evil,  as  well  as 
the  load  from  care ;  but  infected  even  its  prince  of 
rakes,  Charles  Surface,  with  a  cant  of  sentiment  which 
makes  us  turn  fin*  relief  to  the  more  honest  hypocrite 
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Ilis  brother.  "Mr.  IL"  "could  never  do;"  but  its 
composition  was  pleasant,  and  its  acceptance  gave 
Lamb  some  of  the  happiest  moments  he  ever  spent. 
Thus  he  announces  it  to  Wordsworth,  in  reply  to  a 
letter  communicating  to  him  that  the  poet  was  a 
fiither. 

TO  AiB.  WORDSWORTH. 

"Dear  Wordsworth,  —  We  are  pleased,  you  may 

be  sure,  with  the  good  news  of  Mrs.  W .    Hope 

all  is  well  over  by  this  time.  ♦A  fine  boyl  —  have 
you  any  more? — one  more  and  a  girl  —  poor  copies 
of  me  1  *  vide  "  Mr.  H.'*  a  fiurce  which  the  proprietors 
have  done  me  the  honor;  but  I  will  set  down  Mr. 
Wroughton's  own  words.  N.  B.  The  ensuing  letter 
was  sent  in  answer  to  one  which  I  wrote,  be^ng  to 
know  if  my  peice  had  any  chance,  as  I  might  make 
alterations,  &c.  I,  writing  on  Monday,  there  comes 
this  letter  on  the  Wednesday.     Attend  I 

[Copy  of  a  letter  firom  Mr.  R.  Wroughton.] 

*Sir, — Tour  piece  of  "Mr.  H."  I  am  desired  to 
say,  is  accepted  at  Drury-Lane  Theatre,  by  the  propri- 
etors, and,  if  agreeable  to  you,  will  be  brought  forwards 
-when  the  proper  opportunity  serves.  The  piece  shall 
be  sent  to  you,  for  your  alterations,  in  the  course  of  a 
few  days,  as  the  same  is  not  in  my  hands,  but  with 
the  proprietors.  > 

'  I  am,  air,  your  obedient  servant, 

^Richard  Wboughtok/ 

iDated] 
66  GowerStraet, 

•  Wadnflsday,  June  11«  ISO!.' 
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*'  On  the  following  Sunday  Mr 
scent  of  a  manager's  letter  broc 
have  gone  iiirther  any  day  on  sm 
(he  letter  to  him.  He  deems  it  i 
toiy.  Onr  conversation  natun 
different  sorts  of  pieces ;  what  i 
fering  a  piece,  how  for  the  capri 
obstacle  in  tlie  way  of  a  piece, 
merits  of  a  piece,  liow  long  a  pic 
hands  of  the  managers  before 
piece,  and  your  piece,  and  my  p 
my  poor  brother  was  all  his  life 
piece  accepted. 

" '  Mr.  H.'  I  wrote  in  mere  w 
Have  nothing  more  to  say  about 
thank  my  stars,  have  decided 
They  are  the  best  judges  of  pi( 
insensible  in  me  to  affect  a  &lse  i 
6attering  letter  which  I  have  reo 


"  I  think  this  win  be  as  gooi 
as  I  can  think  on.  A  little  thin 
neat,  not  gandy,  and  the  Dru 
the  harp  at  the  top.  Or  shall 
gimply  nothing  ?     Or  perhaps  th 

**  The  same  form,  only  I  thin 
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will  serve  for  the  pit  and  galleries.  I  think  it  will  be 
best  to  write  my  nam*  at  fiill  length ;  but  then  if  I 
give  away  a  great  many,  that  will  be  tedious.  Per- 
hajis  Ch.  Lamb  will  do* 

"  BOXES,  now  I  think  on  it,  I'll  have  in  capitals. 
The  rest,  in  a  neat  Italian  hand.  Or  better,  per- 
haps J^xts^  in  old  English  characters,  like  Madoc  or 
Thalaba  ? 

^^AfTopos  of  Spencer  (jovl  will  find  him  mentioned 
a  page  or  two  before,  near  enough  for  an  dpropo%)y 
I  was  discoursing  on  poetry  (as  one's  apt  to  deceive 
one's  self,  and  when  a  person  is  willing  to  talk  of 
what  one  likes,  to  believe  that  he  also  likes  the  same, 
as  lovers  do)  with  a  young  gentleman  of  my  office, 
who  is  deep  read  in  Anacreon  Moore,  Lord  Strang- 
ford,  and  tlie  principal  modem  poets,  and  I  happened 
to  mention  Epithalamiums,  and  tliat  I  could  show 
him  a  very  fine  one  of  Spenser's.  At  the  mention 
of  this,  my  gentleman,  who  is  a  very  fine  gentleman, 
pricked  up  his  ears  and  expressed  great  pleasure,  and 
begged  that  I  would  give  him  leave  to  copy  it :  he 
did  not  care  how  long  it  was  (for  I  objected  the 
length),  he  should  be  very  happy  to  see  anything  by 
Mm,  Then  pausing,  and  looking  sad,  he  ejaculated 
*  Poor  Spencer  I '  I  begged  to  know  the  reason  of 
his  ejaculation,  thinking  that  time  had  by  this  time 
softened  down  any  calamities  which  the  bard  might 
have  endured.  *  Why,  poor  fellow  1 '  said  he^  '  he  has 
lost  his  wife  I '  *  Lost  his  wife  I '  said  I,  '  who.  are 
rou  talking  of  ?  '  *  Why,  Spencer  1 '  said  he  ;  *  I've 
Bad  the  "  Monody  "  he  wrote  on  the  occasion,  and  a 
ery  pretty  thing  it  w.'  This  led  to  an  explanation 
it  could  be  delayed  no  longer),  that  the  sound  Spen« 


^ 
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ser,  which,  when  poetry  is  talked  of,  generally  ex* 
cites  an  image  of  an  old  bard  in  a  ruff,  and  8ome« 
times  with  it  dim  notions  of  Sir.  P.  Sydney,  and 
perhaps  Lord  Burleigh,  had  raised  in  my  gentleman 
a  quite  oontraiy  image  of  the  Honorable  William 
Spencer,  who  has  translated  some  things  from  the 
German  very  prettily,  which  are  published  with  Lady 
Di.  Beauclerk's  designs.  Nothing  like  defining  of 
.  terms  when  we  talk.  What  blunders  might  I  have 
Mien  into  of  quite  inapplicable  criticism,  but  for  this 
timely  explanation. 

"N.  B.  At  the  beginning  of  JSdm.   Spenser   (to 
prevent  mistakes),  I  have  copied  from  my  own  copy, 
and  primarily  from  a  book  of  Chalmers'  on   Shak- 
t  speare,  a  sonnet   of  Spenser's  never  printed  among 

^  his  poems.     It  is  curious,  as  being  manly,  and  rather 

f  Miltonic,  and  as  a  sonnet  of  Spenser's  with  nothing  in 

it  about  love  or  knighthood.  I  have  no  room  for  re- 
membrances; but  I  hope  our  doing  your  commission 
will  prove  we  do  not  quite  forget  you. 

C.  L." 

The  interval  between  the  completion  of  the  farce, 
"  and  its  first  acting,"  though  full  of  bright  hopes  of 
dramatic  success,  was  not  all  a  phantom.  The  follow- 
ing two  letters  to  Mr.  Rickman,  now  one  of  the  Clerks 

^  of  the  House  of  Commons,  show  Lamb's  unwearied 

^  kindness. 

•A 

TO  MR.  RICKMAN. 

t  "Dear  Rickman,  —  You  do  not  happen  to  have 

iy  any  place  at  your  disposal  which  would  suit  a  decayed 

^  Literatus  ?    I  do  not  much  expect  that  you  have,  or 
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that  yon  will  go  much  out  of  the  way  to  serve  the  ob- 
ject, when  joxL  hear  it  is  F.  But  the  case  is,  by  a 
mUtakinff  of  his  tunij  as  thej  call  it,  he  is  reduced,  I 
am  afraid,  to  extremities,  and  would  be  extremely  gW 
of  a  place  in  an  office.  Now  it  does  sometimes  hap- 
pen, that  just  as  a  man  wants  a  place,  a  place  wants 
him;  and  though  this  is  a  lottery  to  which  none  but 
G.  B.  would  choose  to  trust  his  all,  there  is  no  harm 
just  to  call  in  at  Despair's  office  for  a  firiend,  and  see 
if  Mb  number  is  come  up  (B.'s  further  case  I  enclose 
by  way  of  episode).  Now  if  you  shotdd  happen,  or 
anybody  you  know,  to  want  a  hand^  here  is  a  young 
man  of  solid  but  not  brilliaat  genius,  who  would  turr. 
his  hand  to  the  making  out  dockets,  penning  a  mani- 
festo, or  scoring  a  tally,  not  the  worse  (I  hope)  for 
knowing  Latin  and  Greek,  and  having  in  youth  con- 
versed with  the  philosophers.  Biit  fi:t>m  these  folUes  I 
believe  he  is  thoroughly  awakened,  and  would  bind 
himself  by  a  terrible  oath  never  to  imagine  himself  ao 
extraordinary  genius  again. 

**  Yours,  Ac  0.  Lamb." 


SO  MB.  BIGKMAK. 

**  March,  1800 

^Dear  Hickman,  —  I  send  you  some  papers  about 

a  salt-water  soap,  for  which  the  inventor  is  desirous 

of  getting  a  parliamentary  reward,  like  Dr.   Jenner. 

Whether  such  a  project  be  feasible,  I  mainly  doubt, 

iking  for  granted  the  equal  utility.     I  should  suppose 

le  usual  way  of  paying  such  projectors  is  by  patents 

nd  contracts.     The  patent,  you  see,  he  has  got.     A 

mtract  he  is  about  with  the  navy  board.     Meantime, 


I 
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the  projector  is  hui^ry.  Will  yoi 
questions,  and  return  them  with  t1 
as  you  can?  Imprimis,  is  there  ai 
cess  in  application  to  Parliament  fo 
you  ever  hear  of  the  invention  ?  ^ 
and  saving  to  the  nation  (always  th 
a  true  projector)  are  feelingly  set  fc 
agraph  but  one  of  the  estimate,  in 
shifts  poor  seamen  are  put  to,  ev 
the  pathetic  But,  agreeing  to  all 
the  remotest  chance  of  Parliament 
tor  anything;  and  when  should  apj 
now  or  after  a  report  (if  he  can  get 
board?  Secondly,  let  the  infeasibil 
you  will,  you  will  oblige  me  by  tell 
introducing  soch  an  application  in  P 
buying  over  a  majority  of  memben 
out  of  projector's  power.  I  voucl 
Boap  myself;  for  I  always  wash  in 
find  it  answer  tolerably  well  for  all 
liness ;  nor  do  I  know  the  projector 
mine  lias  put  me  on  writing  to  you 
mentary  knowledge  he  has  great  ven 
"P.  S.  The  Capt.  and  Mrs.  Bi 
take  their  chance  at  cribbage  her 
Will  you  and  Mrs.  R.  join  the  par 
her  compliments  to  Mrs.  R.,  and  ji 
tion. 

"  Yours  truly, 

Before  the  production  of  "  Mr. 
obliged,  in  sad  earnest,  to  part  froi 
afier  talking  and  thinking  about  Cli 
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the  heroic  resolution  of  going  thither,  not  to  acquire 
wealth  or  fame,  but  to  realize  the  pliaiitom  of  his  rest- 
less thought.  Happy  was  he  to  have  a  friend,  like 
Mr.  Burney,  to  indulge  and  to  soften  his  grief,  which 
he  thus  expresses  in  his  first  letter  to  his  friend. 


TO  MR.  MANNING. 

"  May  10th,  ISOti. 

"My  Dear  Manning,  —  I  didn't  know  what  your 
going  was  till  I  shook  a  last  fist  with  you,  and  then 
'twas  just  Uke  having  shaken  hands  with  a  wretch  on 
the  fatal  scaffold,  and,  when  you  are  down  the  ladder, 
you  can  never  stretch  out  to  him  again.  Mary  says 
you  are  dead,  and  there's  nothing  to  do  but  to  leave 
it  to  time  to  do  for  us  in  the  end  what  it  always  does 
for  those  who  mourn  for  people  in  such  a  case.  But 
she'll  see  by  your  letter  you  are  not  quite  dead.  A 
little  kicking  and  agony,  and  then .  Martin  Bur- 
ney took  me  out  a  walking  that  evening,  and  we 
talked  of  Manning;  and  then  I  came  home  and 
smoked  for  you,  and  at  twelve  o'clock  came  home 
Mary  and  Monkey  Louisa  from  the  play,  and  there 
was  more  talk  and  more  smoking,  and  they  all  seemed 
first-rate  cliaracters,  because  they  knew  a  certain  per- 
son. But  what's  the  use  of  talking  about  'em?  By 
the  time  you'll  have  made  your  escape  from  the  Kal- 
muks,  you'll  have  stayed  so  long  I  shall  never  be 
able  to  bring  to  your  mind  who  Mary  was,  who  will 
t  died  about  a  year  before,  nor  who  the  Holcrofts 
e!  me  perhaps  you  will  mistake  for  Phillips,  or 
-bund  me  with  Mr.  Dawe,  because  you  saw  ua 
'^♦her.     Mary  (whom  you  seem  to  remember  yet) 
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lot  quite  easy  that  she  had  not  a  fbnnal  parting  j 
a  jou.  I  wish  it  had  so  hapj>ened.  But  jou  must 
ig  Iier  a  ttiken,  a  shawl  or  something,  and  remcm- 
a  sprightly  little  mandarin  for  our  mantel-piece, 
!i  companion  to  the  child  I  am  going  to  purchase 
;he  museum.  She  says  yoii  saw  iier  writings  about 
other  day,  and  she  wishes  you  should  know  what  ^ 
r  are.  She  is  doing  for  Godwin's  bookseller  twenty 
ihakspeare's  plays,  to  be  made  into  children's  tales, 
are  already  done  by  her,  to  wit,  *  The  Tempest 
inter's  Tale,'  '  Midsummer  Night,'  '  Much  Ado,' 
ffo  Gentlemen  of  Verona,'  and  '  Cymbeline  ; '  and 
de  Merchant  of  Venice  '  is  in  forwardness.  I  have 
e  '  Othello '  and  '  Macbeth '  and  mean  to  do  all  the 
redies.  I  think  it  will  be  popular  among  the  little 
pie,  besides  money.  It's  to  bring  in  sixty  guineas. 
ry  has  done  them  capitally,  I  think,  you'd  think. 
ese  are  the  humble  amusements  we  propose,  while 
1  are  gone  to  plant  tlie  cross  of  Christ  among  bar- 
ous  pagan  anthropopha^.  Quam  homo  homini 
Stat  I  but  then,  perhaps,  you'll  get  murdered,  and 
shall  die  in  our  beds  with  a  fan:  literary  reputation. 
sure,  if  you  see  any  of  those  people,  whose  heads 
grow  beneath  their  shoulders,  that  you  make  a 
ught  of  them.  It  wiD  be  very  curious.  Oh  I 
nning,  I  am  seriotu  to  sinking  almost,  when  I 
ik  that  all  those  evenings,  which  you  have  made 
pleasant,  are  gone  perhaps  forever.  Four  years, 
L  talk  of,  may  be  ten,  and  you  may  come  back 
.  find  such  alterations  I  Some  circumstances  may 
w  up  to  you  or  to  me,  that  may  be  a  har  to  thi 
im  of  any  such  intimacy.  I  dare  say  all  this  I' 
a  I  and  that  all  will  come  back ;  but,  indeed,  wr 
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die  manj  deaths  before  we  die,  and  I  am  almost 
sick  when  I  think  that  snch  a  hold  as  I  had  of  you 
is  gone.  I  have  friends,  but  some  of  'em  are  changed. 
Marriage,  or  s'^me  circumstance,  rises  up  to  make 
them  not  the  same.  But  I  felt  sure  of  yon.  And 
that  last  token  yon  gave  me  of  expressing  a  wish  to 
have  my  name  joined  with  yours,  you  know  not  how 
it  affected  me:  like  a  legacy. 

"  God  bless  you  in  every  way  you  can  form  a  wish. 
May  He  give  you  health,  and  safety,  and  the  accom- 
plishment of  all  your  objects,  and  return  you  again 
to  us,  to  gladden  some  fireside  or  other  (I  suppose 
we  shall  be  moved  from  the  Temple).  I  will  nurse 
the  remembrance  of  your  steadiness  and  quiet,  which 
used  to  infiise  something  like  itself  into  our  nervous 
minds.  Mary  called  you  our  ventilator.  Farewell, 
and  take  her  best  wishes  and  mine. 

"  Good  bye,  C.  L." 

Christmas  approached,  and  Lamb  then  conveyed 
to  Manning,  now  at  the  antipodes,  news  of  poor 
Holcroft's  fiulure  in  his  play  of  "  The  Vindictive 
Man/'  and  his  own  approaching  trial. 


TO  MB.  MANNING. 

**  Deeembw  5th,  1806. 

^*  Manning,  your  letter  dated  Hottentots,  August 
the  what-was-it  ?  came  to  hand.  I  can  scarce  hope 
that  mine  will  have  the  same  luck.  China  —  Canton 
*-  bless  us — how  it  strains  the  imagination  and  makes 
it  ache  I  I  write  under  another  uncertainty,  whether 
it  can   go  to-morrow  by  a  ship  which   I   hav^  just 
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ed  is  going  off  dirftct  to  yoi 
hether  the  despatches  may  r 
have  to  w^t,  for  if  it  is  d 
'  staler  in  a  fortnight  than  ii 
raming  to  jou.  It  will  be  i 
!nd  you  none  but  bran-new : 
,  which  will  but  grow  the 
,  sea  voyage.  Oh  that  yon 
spheres  off — if  I  apeak  incc 

me  —  why  the  simplest  des 
i  place  here  must  be  import 
le  old  Bastile.  There's  you 
way  from  France  —  yon  ren 
lill  ?  —  ten-to-one  but  he  writ 
;  get  my  note  in  lime,  apprisi: 
ig.  Know  then  that  be  Las  f< 
i  from  Bonaparte,  without 
dible  romantic  pretences  as  sc 
r  meant  to  fiilfil  them,  to  coi 

him  here  and  at  Holcrof 
t  Tuthill?  Now  then  be 
e  new  play,  called  'The  V 
led  about  a  fortnight  since, 
weakness,  and  in  part  for  bt 
ictora.     The  two  principal  p; 

Jordan  and  Mr.  Bannister, 
1  to  terms  with  the  managers, 
)blc,  and  Bannister  shot  somt 
^ing  off  of  a  gun.  So  M 
and  Mr.  De  Camp  took  his. 
omic  hope  of  the  play,  was  i 
,  taken  out  of  the  '  Road  to 

character,  but  the  identical  ( 
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as  Falstaff  is  in  'two  plays  of  Sliakspeare.  As  the 
devil  of  ill-luck  would  have  it,  half  the  audience  did 
not  know  that  H.  had  written  it,  but  were  displeased 
at  his  stealing  &om  the  '  Road  to  Ruin ;'  and  those 
who  might  have  borne  a  gendemanlj  coxcomb  with 
his  *  That's  your  sort,'  '  Go  it'  —  such  as  Lewis  is  — 
did  not  relish  the  intolerable  vulgarity  and  inanity  of 
the  idea  stript  of  his  manner.  De  Camp  was  hooted, 
more  than  hist,  hooted  and  bellowed  off  the  stage  'be- 
fore the  second  act  was  finished,  so  that  the  remainder 
of  his  part  was  forced  to  be,  with  some  violence  to  the 
play,  omitted.  In  addition  to  this,  a  woman  of  the 
town  was  another  principal  character  —  a  most  unfor- 
tunate choice  in  this  moral  day.  The  audience  were 
as  scandalized  as  if  you  were  to  introduce  such  a  per- 
sonage to  their  private  tea-tables.  Besides,  her  action 
in  the  play  was  gross  — wheedling  an  old  man  into 
marriage.  But  the  mortal  blunder  of  the  play  was 
that  which,  oddly  enough,  H.  took  gride  in,  and  exult- 
ingly  told  me  of  the  night  before  it  came  out,  that 
there  were  no  less  than  eleven  principal  characters  in 
it,  and  I  believe  he  meant  of  the  men  only,  for  the 
playbiU  exprest  as  much,  not  reckoning  one  woman  — 
and  true  it  was,  for  Mr.  Powell,  Mr.  Raymond,  Mr. 
Bartlett,  Mr.  H.  Siddons,  Mr.  Barrymore,  &c.  &c.,  — 
to  the  number  of  eleven,  had  all  parts  equally  promi- 
nent, and  there  was  as  much  of  them  in  quantity 
and  rank  as  of  the  hero  and  heroine — and  most  of 
them  gentlemen  who  seldom  appear  but  as  the  hero's 
friend  in  a  fiuxje  —  for  a  minute  or  two  —  and  here 
they  all  had  their  ten-minute  speechas,  and  one  of 
them  gave  the  audience  a  serious  account  how  he 
was  now  a  lawyer  but  had  been  a  poet,  and  then  a 
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long  entimeration  of  the  incoDTc 
rascally  booksellera,  reriewers, 
the  audience  a  gaping  ;  but  I  ha 
will  be  80  sorry,  that  yon  will 
me  for  ray  detail ;  bat  newa  is  n 
H.  I  {ear  will  feel  the  disappo 
in  a  pecuniary  light.  From  whi 
saved  nothing.  Yon  and  I  wer 
he  liad,  but  I  fear  he  has  not 
and  books,  and  a  no  very  flouri 
be  obliged  to  part  with  his  loi 
hangs  oppbsita  as  jon  enter,  an 

hangs  in  the  back  drawing-rooi_, .._._. 

dykes,  &c.  God  should  temper  the  wind  to  the  shorn 
connoisseur.  I  hope  I  need  not  say  to  you,  that  I 
feel  for  the  weather-beaten  author,  and  for  all  his 
household.  I  assure  yon  his  &te  has  soured  a  good 
deal  the  pleasure  I  should  have  otherwise  taken  in 
my  own  little  &rqp  being  accepted,  and  I  hope  about 
to  be  acted  —  it  is  in  rehearsal  actually,  and  I  espect 
it  to  come  out  next  week.  It  is  kept  a  sort  of  secret, 
and  the  rehearsals  have  gone  on  privately,  lest  by 
many  folks  knowing  it,  the  story  should  come  out, 
which  would  infalhbly  damn  it.  You  remember  I 
had  sent  it  before  you  went.  Wrougbton  read  it, 
and  was  much  pleased  with  it.  I  speedily  got  an 
answer.  I  took  it  to  make  alterations,  and  laaly 
kept  it  some  months,  then  took  courage  and  furbished 
it  up  in  a  day  or  two  and  took  it.  In  less  than  a 
fortnight  I  heard  the  principal  part  was  given  to 
ElUston,  who  liked  it  and  only  wanted  a  prologue, 
which  I  have  since  done  and  sent,  and  I  had  a  note 
the  day  before  yesterday  from  the  manager,  Wrougb- 
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ton  (bless  his  fat  face  —  he  is  not  a  bad  actor  in 
some  things),  to  say  that  I  should  be  summoned  to 
the  rehearsal  after  the  next,  which  next  was  to  be 
yesterday.  I  had  no  idea  it  was  so  forward.  I  have 
had  no  trouble,  attended  no  reading  or  rehearsal, 
made  no  interest ;  what  a  contrast  to  the  usual  parade 
of  authors  I  But  it  is  peculiar  to  modesty  to  do  all 
things  without  noise  or  pomp !  I  have  some  suspicion 
it  vriU  appear  in  public  on  Wednesday,  next,  for  W. 
says  in  his  note,  it  is  so  forward  that  if  wanted  it 
may  come  out  next  week,  and  a  new  melodrame  is 
announced  for  every  day  till  then ;  and  *  a  new  farce 
is  in  rehearsal,'  is  put  up  in  the  bills.  Now  you'd 
like  to  know  the  subject.  The  title  is  'Mr.  H.,'  no 
more  ;  how  simple,  how  taking  1  A  great  H  sprawl- 
ing over  the  play-bill  and  attracting  eyes  at  every 
comer.  The  story  is  a  coxcomb  appearing  at  Bath, 
vastly  rich  —  all  the  ladies  dying  for  him  —  all  burst- 
ing to  know  who  he  is  —  but  he  goes  by  no  other 
name  than  Mr.  H.  —  a  curiosity  like  that  of  the 
dames  of  Strasburg  about  the  man  with  the  great 
nose.  But  I  won't  tell  you  any  more  about  it.  Yes, 
I  will :  but  I  can't  give  you  an  idea  how  I  have 
done  it.  I'll  just  tell  you  that  after  much  vehement 
admiration,  when  his  true  name  comes  out,  ^Hogsilesh,' 
all  the  women  shun  him,  avoid  him,  and  not  one  can 
be  found  to  change  their  name  for  him  —  tliat's  the 
idea — how  flat  it  is  here — but  how  whimsical  in  the 
farce  I  and  only  think  how  hard  upon  me  it  is  that 
5  ship  is  despatched  to-morrow,  and  my  triumph 
mot  be  ascertained  till  the  Wednesday  aft«r  —  but 
China  will  ring  of  it  by  and  by.  N.  B.  (But 
t  is  a  secret.)     The  Professor  has  got  a  tragedy 

M*  I.  16 
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coming  out  with  the  young  Roscii 
next,  as  we  say  —  January  last  it 
—  and  tliough  it  is  a  profound  sei 
aflkirs  are,  it  cannot  be  much  o 
you  read  this.  However,  don't  le 
I  understand  there  are  dramatic  e: 
One  would  not  like  to  be  foresta 
ill  all  tliis  stuff  I  have  written  i 
feelings  which  one  should  send  n 
friend  that  is  gone  to  wander  amor 
never  come  again?  I  don't  —  but 
and  aU  about  you,  is  a  threadbare 
it  out  with  thinking  —  it  has  come 
been  dull  with  anything,  till,  my  : 
more  to  have  come  from  it  tlian 
it.  I  want  you,  you  don't  know  ] 
I  had  you  here  in  my  European 
but  talk  over  such  stuff  as  I  ha 
Those  'Tales  from  Shakspeare'  ar 
and  Mary  has  begun  a  new  woi 
turned  author,  he  lias  been  in  su 
Dawe,  the  piunter,  I  mean  —  he  sil 
at  Holcrofl's  and  says  nothing — t 
his  head  on  his  hand.  I  took  hii 
but  it  seems  he  was  only  meditati: 
Life  of  Mwrland,'  —  the  young  n 
composition.  Rickman  and  Captai 
they  assemble:  at  my  house  pre' 
Wednesday  —  a  new  institution, 
men   I  have  a  public  day,  cribba, 

Phillips  and  noisy . 

"  Good  Heaven !   what  a   bit   i 
How  shall  I   squeeze  all   I   know 
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Coleridge  is  come  home,  and  is  going  to  turn  lecturer 
on  taste  at  the  Royal  Institution.  I  shall  get  200^ 
from  the  theatre  if  ^  Mr.  H.'  has  a  good  run,  and  I 
hope  lOOL  for  the  copyright.  Nothing  if  it  fails ; 
and  there  never  was  a  more  ticklish  thing.  The 
whole  depends  on  the  manner  in  which  the  name  is 
brought  out,  which  I  value  myself  on,  as  a  chef- 
cTaeuvre.  How  the  paper  grows  less  and  less  I  In 
less  than  two  minutes  I  shall  cease  to  talk  to  you 
and  you  may  rave  to  the  great  Wall  of  China.  N. 
B.  Is  there  such  a  wall !  Is  it  as  big  as  Old  Lon- 
don Wall,  by  Bedlam  ?  Have  you  met  with  a  friend 
of  mine,  named  Ball,  at  Canton  ?  —  if  you  are  ac- 
quainted, remember  me  kindly  to  him.  N.  B.  If  my 
little  thing  don't  succeed,  I  shall  easily  survive,  having, 
as  it  were,  compared  to  H.'s  venture,  but  a  sixteenth 
in  the  lottery.  Mary  and  I  are  to  sit  next  the  or- 
chestra in  the  pit,  next  the  tweedle-dees.  She  re- 
members you.  You  are  more  to  us  than  five  himdred 
farces,  clappings,  &c, 

"  Come  back  one  day.  C.  Lamb."  . 

Wednesday,  10th  December,  1806,  was  the  wished- 

for  evening  which  decided  the  fate  of  "Mr.  H."  on 

the  boards  of  Drury.      Great  curiosity  was   excited 

by  the  announcement ;  the  house  was  crowded  to  the 

ceiling;   and    the   audience   impatiently  awaited   the 

conclusion  of  the  long,  dull,  intolerable  opera  of  "  The 

Travellers,"  by  which  it  was  preceded.     At  length, 

tr.  Elliston,  the  hero   of  the  farce,  entered,  gayly 

ressed,   and  in   happiest  spirits,  —  enough,  but  not 

o  much,  elated, —-and  deUvered  the  prologue  with 

*eat  vivacity  and  success.     The  farce  began :  at  first 
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it  was  much  applauded ;  but  tl 
drawn ;  and  when  the  curtain 
the  friends  of  the  author  began 
act  dragged  heavily  on,  as  secoi 
do ;  a  rout  at  Bath,  peopled  witb 
dressed  actors  and  actresses,  inc 
to  yawn ;  and  when  the  momen 
and  nothing  worse  than  the  name 
the  audience  resented  the  long  p 
and  would  hear  no  more.  I^am 
as  he  anticipated,  in  the  front  o 
joined  in  encoring  the  prologo 
which  injured  the  &rce,  he  gav' 
ancy  to  the  common  feeling,  ax 
as  loudly  as  any  of  his  netgbbo 
ing's  play-bill  centred  a  vers 
that  "  the  new  farce  of  Mr.  t 
first  time  last  night,  was  receii 
audience  with  univeriol  applaxuie, 
'for  the  second  time  to-morrow;" 
never  that  morrow  saw  I  Elllsl 
it  again  ;  but  Lamb  saw  at  on 
hopeless,  and  consoled  his  frienc 
puns  for  the  wntck  of  his  dram 
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CHAPTER  IX, 

[1807  to  1814.] 

J.BTTER8    TO    MANNING,   HONTAOUB,   WORDSWORTH,    AND 

COLBRIDOB. 

From  this  period,  the  letters  of  Lamb  which  have 
been  preserved  are  comparatively  few,  with  reference 
to  the  years  through  which  they  are  scattered.  He 
began  to  write  in  earnest  for  the  pi  ess,  and  the  time 
thus  occupied  was  withdrawn  from  his  correspondents, 
while  his  thoughts  and  feelings  were  developed  by  a 
different  excitement,  and  expressed  in  other  forms. 
In  the  year  1807  the  series  of  stories  founded  on  the 
plays  of  Shakspeare,  referred  to  in  his  last  letter  to 
Manning,  was  published ;  in  which  the  outlines  of 
his  plots  are  happily  brought  within  the  apprehension 
of  children,  and  his*  language  preserved  wherever  it 
was  possible  to  retain  .it ;  a  fit  counterpoise  to  those 
works  addressed  to  the  young  understanding,  to  which 
Lamb  still  cherished  the  strong  distaste  which  broke 
out  in  one  of  his  previous  letters.  Of  these  tales, 
King  Lear,  Macbeth,  Timon  of  Athens,  Romeo  and 
Juliet,  Hamlet,  and  Othello,  are  by  Charles,  and  the 
others  by  Mary  Lamb ;  hers  being,  as  Lamb  always 
insisted,  the  most  felicitous,  but  all  well  adapted  to  in- 
fiise  some  sense  of  the  nobleness  of  the  poet's  thoughts 
into  the  hearts  of  their  little  readers.  Of  two  other 
works  preparing  for  the  press,  he  thus  speaks  in  a 
letter  which  bears  date  26th  February,  1808,  addressed 
to  Manning  at  Canton,  in  reply  to  a  letter  received 
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thence,  in  which  Manning  informed 
had  consigned  a  parcel  ot'  silk  to  t 
hi"i. 

TO  MB.  MANNTNO. 
"  l>ear  Missionary,  —  Your  letters  i 
ends  of  the  world  have  arrived  safe 
thankful  for  your  remembrance  of  he 
less  suspicion  of  mercenariness,  as  the 
liiin  matericde  of  your  friendship,  has  i 
1  think  Horace  says  somewhere,  tiox 
not  impute  negligence  or  unhandsome 
son  whom  you  have  honored  with  yon 
I  have  not  heard  of  the  silk,  or  of  M 
your  letter.  Maybe  he  expects  the  £ 
it  may  be  that  he  has  not  succeeded  in 
cle  on  sliore,  for  it  is  among  the  ret 
nisi  »muggle-atio7iis  vi/l  fruenSce.  Bi 
fi'iendshipa  between  wicked  mem,  the 
of  their  good-will  cannot  but  be  eilijnl 
know  my  farce  was  damned,  .  The 
ill  my  ears.  Was  you  ever  in  the 
damned  is  something  like  that.  A  ti 
is  on  foot  between  William  Hazlitt  an 
Sometliing  about  settlements  only  n 
Fenwick  (yon  don't  see  the  connecti' 
liow  the  devil  should  you?)  is  in  the  i 
Cruel  creditors  I  operation  of  intquiton 
Cliarta  then  a  mockery  7  Why,  in  ge 
jiose  you  to  ask  a  question)  my  spirits 
but  I  hava  my  depressions,  black  as 
Vulcanic,  Stygian.  At  such  times  I 
a  pipe,  which  ia  like  not  being  at  he 
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comes  again  with  tenfold  bitterness  the  next  day, — 
(Mind,  I  am  not  in  debt,  I  only  borrow  a  similitude 
fipom  others  ;  it  shows  imagination.}  I  have  done  two 
Dooks  ^ce  the  ^ilure  of  my  farce  ;  they  will  both  be 
out  this  summer.  The  one  is  a  juvenile  book  —  *  The 
Adventures  of  Ulysses,'  intended  to  be  an  introduction 
to  the  reading  of  Telemachus  1  it  is  done  out  of  the 
Odyssey,  not  from  the  Greek.  I  would  not  mislead 
you  :  nor  yet  from  Pope's  Odyssey,  but  from  an  older 
translation  of  one  Chapman.     The  *  Shakspeare  Tales '  .^ 

suggested  the  doing  it.  Godwin  is  in  both  those  cases 
my  bookseller.  The  other  is  done  for  Longman,  and 
is  '  Specimens  of  English  Dramatic  Poets  contempo- 
rary with  Shakspeare.'  Specimens  are  becoming  fash- 
ionable. We  have  —  *  Specimens  of  Ancient  English 
Poets '  —  '  Specimens  of  Modem  English  Poets  ' — 
*  Specimens  of  Ancient  English  Prose  Writers,'  with- 
out end.  They  used  to  be  called  '  Beauties.'  You 
have  seen  '  Beauties  of  Shakspeare  ? '  so  have  many 
people  that  never  saw  any  beauties  in  Shakspeare. 
Longman  is  to  print  it,  and  be  at  all  the  expense  and 
risk,  and  I  am  to  share  the  profits  after  all  deductions, 
u  €.  a  year  or  two  hence  I  must  pocket  what  they 
please  to  tell  me  is  due  to  me.  But  the  book  is  such 
as  I  am  glad  there  should  be.  It  is  done  out  of  old 
plays  at  the  Museimi,  and  out  of  Dodsley's  collection, 
&c.  It  is  to  have  notes.  So  I  go  creeping  on  since  I 
was  lamed  with  ihat  cursed  fall  from  off  the  top  of 
J  Drury-Lane  Theatre  into  the  pit,  something  more  than 
;  iar  ago.     However,  I  have  been  free  of  the  house 

t  r  since,  and  the  house  was  pretty  free  with  me  upon 

\  occasion.     Hang  'em  how  they  hissed !  it  was  not 
8s  neither,  but  a  sort  of  a  frantic  yell,  like  a  con- 
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'gKtion  of  mad  geese,  wit)] 

ITS,  mows  and  mops  like  ape 

s'd  me  into  madness.      'T 

iptations.     Mercy  on  as,  tJ 

orite  children,  men,  moatb 

irse  rationally,  to  promise  si 

y,  to  encoui'age  warmly,  tc 

di,  to  drink  with,  and  to  '. 

luld  turn  them  into  mouths  of  adders^  bears,  wolves, 

Bnas,  and  whistle   like  tempests,  and   emit  breath 

ough  them  like  distillations  of  aspic  poison,  to  asperse 

1  vilify  the  innocent  labors  of  their  fellow-creatnres 

0  are  desirous  to  please  them  I  Heaven  be  pleased 
make  the  teeth   rot   out   of  them  all,  therefore  1 

ikc  them  a  reproach,  and  all  that  pass  by  them  to 

1  out  their  tongue  at  them !  Blind  mouths  !  as  Mil- 
I  somewhere  calls  them.  Do  you  like  Braham's  sing- 
;  ?  The  little  Jew  has  bewitched  me.  I  follow  him 
B  as  the  boys  followed  Tom  the  Piper.  I  was  insen- 
le  to  music  till  he  gave  me  a  new  sense.  Oh  that 
1  could  go  to  the  new  opera  of  Kais  to-night  I  'Tis 
about  Eastern  manners ;  it  would  just  suit  you.  It 
icribes  the  wild  Arabs,  wandering  Egj-ptians,  lying 
■vises,  and  all  that  sort  of  people,  to  a  hair.  You 
«ln't  ha'  gone  so  fer  to  see  what  you  see,  if  you  saw 
^  I  do  every  night  at  Dmry-Lane  Theatre.  Bra- 
n's sin^ng,  when  it  is  impassioned,  is  finer  than 
■s.  Siddons',  or  Mr.  Kemble's  acting ;  and  when  it 
lOt  impassioned,  it  is  as  good  as  hearing  a  person  of 
i  sense  talking.  The  brave  little  Jew  !  I  mode  a 
1  the  other  day,  and  palmed  it  upon  Holcroft,  who 
aned  like  a  Cheshire  cat.  (Why  do  cats  grin  in 
eahire? — because   it  was  once  a  county  palatine 
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Aiid  the  cats  cannot  help  langhing  whenever  they  think 
of  it,  though  I  see  no  great  joke  in  it.)  I  said  that 
Holcroft  said,  being  asked  who  were  the  best  dramatic 
writers  of  the  day,  *  Hook  and  I.'  Mr.  Hook  is  author 
of  several  pieces,  Tekeli,  &c.  You  know  what  hooks  and 
eyes  are,  don*t  you  ?  Your  letter  had  many  things  in 
it  hard  to  be  understood:  the  puns  were  ready  and 
Swift-like ;  but  don't  you  begin  to  be  melancholy  in 
the  midst  of  Eastern  customs  I  ^  The  mind  does  not 
easily  conform  to  foreign  usages,  even  in  trifles :  it  re- 
quires something  that  it  has  been  familiar  with/  That 
begins  one  of  Dr.  Hawkesworth's  papers  in  the  Adven- 
turer, and  is,  I  think,  as  sensible  a  remark  as  ever  fell 
from  the  Doctor's  mouth.  White  is  at  Christ's  Hos- 
,pital,  a  wit  of  the  first  magnitude,  but  had  rather  be 
thought  a  gentleman,  like  Congreve.  You  know  Con- 
greve's  repulse  which  he  gave  to  Voltaire,  when  he 
cam^  to  visit  him  as  a  literary  man,  that  he  wished  to 
be  considered  only  in  the  light  of  a  private  gentleman. 
I  think  the  impertinent  Frenchman  was  properly  an- 
swered. I  shotdd  just  serve  any  member  of  the  French 
institute  in  the  same  manner,  that  wished  to  be  intro- 
duced to  me. 

*'  Does  any  one  read  at  Canton  ?  Lord  Moira  is 
President  of  the  Westminster  Library.  I  suppose  you 
might  have  interest  with  Sir  Joseph  Banks  to  get  to 
be  president  of  any  similar  institution  that  should  be 
set  up  at  Canton.  I  think  public  reading-rooms  the 
best  mode  of  educating  young  men.  Solitary  reading 
IS  apt  to  give  the  headache.  Besides,  who  knows  that 
you  do  read  ?  There  are  ten  thousand  institutions  sim- 
ilar to  the  Royal  Institution  which  have  sprung  up  from 
It.     There  is  the  London  Institution,  the  Southwark 
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Institution,  the  Russell-Square  Rooms  Institution,  &c.— « 
College  quasi  Conrlege^  a  place  where  people  read  to- 
gether. Wordsworth,  the  great  poet,  is  coming  to 
town ;  he  is  to  have  apartments  in  the  Mansion  House. 
Well,  my  dear  Manning,  talking  cannot  be  infinite ;  I 
have  said  all  I  have  to  say ;  the  rest  is  but  remem- 
brances, which  we  shall  bear  in  our  heads  of  you  while 
we  have  heads.  Here  is  a  packet  of  trifles  nothing 
worth ;  but  it  is  a  trifling  part  of  the  world  where  I 
live  ;  emptiness  abounds.  But  in  fiilness  of  affection, 
we  remain  yours, 

"  C.  L." 

The  two  books  referred  to  in  this  letter  were  shortly 
after  published.  "The  Adventures  ,of  Ulysses"  had 
some  tinge  of  the  quaintness  of  Chapman  ;  it  gives  the 
plot  of  the  earliest  and  one  of  the  most  charming  of 
romances,  without  spoiling  its  interest.  The  "Speci- 
mens of  English  Dramatic  Poets  who  lived  about  the 
time  of  Shakspeare,"  were  received  with  more  favor 
than  Lamb's  previous  works,  though  it  was  only  by 
slow  and  imperceptible  degrees  that  they  won  their  way 
to  the  apprehensions  of  the  most  influential  minds,  and 
wrought  out  the  genial  purpose  of  the  editor  in  renew- 
ing a  taste  for  the  great  contemporaries  of  Shakspeare. 
"The  Monthly  Review"  vouchsafed  a  notice*  in  its 
large  print,  upon  the  whole  favoi'able,  according  to 
the  existing  feshion  of  criticism,  but  still  "craftily 
qualified."  It  will  scarcely  be  credited,  without  refer- 
ence to  the  article  itself,  that  on  the  notes  the  criti< 
pronounces  this  judgment :  "  The  notes  before  us  in- 
deed have  nothing  very  remarkable,  except  the  style 

*  April,  1809. 
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which  is  formally  abrupt  and  elaborately  quaint.  Some 
of  the  most  studied  attempts  to  display  excessive  feeling 
we  had  noted  for  animadversion^  but  the  task  is  un- 
necessaiy,"  &c. 

It  is  easy  to  conceive  of  readers  strongly  dissenting 
from  some  of  the  passionate  eulogies  of  these  notes,  and 
even  taking  offence  at  the  boldness  of  the  allusions ; 
but  that  any  one  should  read  these  essences  of  criti- 
cism, suggesting  the  profoundest  thoughts,  and  replete 
throughout  with  fine  imagery,  and  find  in  them  "  noth- 
ing remarkable,"  is  a  mystery  which  puzzles  us.  But 
when  the  same  critic  speaks  of  the  heroine  of  the 
** Broken  Heart"  as  "the  light-heeled  Calantha,"  it 
is  easy  to  appreciate  his  fitness  for  sitting  in  judgment 
Of!  the  old  English  drama  and  the  congenial  expositor 
of  its  grandeurs  1 

In  this  year  Miss  Lamb  published  her  charming 
work,  entitled  "  Mrs.  Leicester's  School,"  to  which 
Lamb  contributed  three  of  the  tales.  The  best,  how- 
ever, are  his  sister's,  as  he  delighted  to  insist ;  and  no 
tales  more  happily  adapted  to  nurture  all  sweet  and 
childlike  feelings  in  children  were  ever  written. 
Another  joint  publication,  "  Poetry  for  Children," 
followed,  which  also  is  worthy  of  its  title. 

Early  in  1809,  Lamb  removed  from  Mitre-Ck)urt 
Buildings  to  Southampton  Buildings,  but  only  for  a 
few  months,  and  preparatory  to  a  settlement  (which  he 
meant  to  be  final)  in  the  Temple.  The  next  letter  to 
Manning  (still  in  China),  of  28th  March,  1809,  is 

om  Southampton  Buildings. 
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TO  UR.  HANM 


"  Dear  Manning,  —  I  sent  y 
ships  which  sailed  the  beginning 
panied  with  books,  &c.  Sinci 
dead.  So  there  is  one  of  your 
never  see  again  I  Perhaps  the 
you  a  letter  from  Martin  Bumej 
by  desire  of  Miss  Lamb,  who 
write  herself,  to  inform  you  th 
Thursday  last,  14th  June,  &c. 
should  be  sorry  to  ^ve  occasion 
ence  between  Martin  and  you. 
short,  for  I  have  driven  it  off  t 
doing  up  the  packets;  and  besif 
to  above  is  a  very  long  one  ;  ani 
my  books,  you  will  have  enougl 
While  I  think  on  it,  let  me  te 
Don't  come  any  more  to  Mltre-i 
are  at  84,  Southampton  Buildm^ 
shall  be  here  till  about  the  enc 
move  to  No.  4,  Inner  Temple-L 
live  and  die ;  for  I  have  such  h( 
would  not  take  a  benefice  from 
indulged  with  non-residence.  ' 
comfort  is  comprised  in  that  w 
lit'ap  of  little  nasty  things,  afte 
into  the  cart:  old  dredging-bo; 
gallipots,  vials,  things  that  it  is  ii 
cessitous  person  can  ever  want, 
who  preside  on  these  occa^ons,  t 
it  was   to  save  yijur  soul ;   the; 
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minutes  to  stow  in  dirty  pipes  and  broken  matches,  to 
show  their  economj.  Then  you  can  find  nothing  you 
want  for  many  days  after  you  get  into  your  new  lodg- 
ings. You  must  comb  your  hair  with  your  fingers, 
wash  your  hands  without  soap,  go  about  in  dirty 
gaiters.  Was  I  Diogenes,  I  would  not  move  out  of  a 
kilderkin  into  a  hogshead,  though  the  first  had  had 
nothing  but  small  beer  in  it,  and  the  second  reeked 
claret.  Our  place  of  final  destination,  —  I  don't  mean 
the  grave,  but  No.  4,  Inner-Temple  Lane,  —  looks  out 
upon  a  gloomy  churchyard-like  court,  called  Hare 
Court,  with  three  trees  and  a  pump  in  it.  Do  you 
know  it  ?  I  was  bom  near  it,  and  used  to  drink  at 
that  pump  when  I  was  a  Rechabite  of  six  years  old. 
If  you  see  newspapers  you  will  read  about  Mrs,  Clarke. 
The  sensation  in  London  about  this  nonsensical  busi- 
ness is  marvellous.  I  remember  nothing  in  my  life  like 
it.  Thousands  of  ballads,  caricatures,  lives  of  Mrs. 
Clarke,  in  every  blind  alley.  Yet  in  the  midst  of  this 
stir,  a  sublime  abstracted  dancing-master,  who  attends 
a  fiimily  we  know  at  Kensington,  being  asked  a  ques- 
tion about  the  progress  of  the  examinations  in  the 
House,  inquired  who  Mrs.  Clarke  was  ?  He  had  heard 
nothing  of  it.  He  had  evaded  this  omnipresence  by 
utter  insignificancy  I  The  Duke  should  make  that 
man  his  confidential  valet.  I  proposed  locking  him  up, 
barring  him  the  use  of  his  fiddle  and  red  pumps,  until 
he  had  minutely  perused  and  committed  to  memory, 
the  whole  body  of  the  examinations,  which  employed 
the  House  of  Commons  a  fortnight,  to  teach  him  to  be 
more  attentive  to  what  concerns  the  public.  I  think  I 
[  told  you  of  Godwin's  little  book,  and  of  Coleridge's 
raro^pectus,  in  my  last ;  if  I  did  not,  remmd  me  of  it, 
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and  I  will  send  jou  them,  or  an  accoon 
Hcet.     I  have  no   cooTeniency  of  do: 

Mrs. grows  every  day  in  disFavo 

will  be  buried  with  this  inscription  ovei 
liea  C.  L.,  the  woman-hater: '  I  mean 
woman :  for  the  rest,  Grod  bless  them  I 
like  tlie  Mandarineasea  7  Are  yon  on  i 
ing  with  any  of  them?  This  is  W 
Wednesdays  is  my  levee.  The  Captair 
lips,  (not  the  sheriff,)  Rickman,  and  i 
constant  attendants,  besides  stray  visitoi 
whist,  eat  cold  meat  and  hot  potatoes, 
man  that  chooses  smokes.  Why  do  you 
You'll  come  some  day,  won't  you  ? 

"C. 

His  next  b  aiW  his  removal  to  the  Temple : 


TO  MR.  MANNING.  , 

"Jan.  and,  1810. 
*'  Dear  Manning,  —  When  I  last  wrote  you  I  was  in 
lod^ngs.  I  am  now  in  chambers.  No.  4,  Inner-Temple 
Lane,  wheru  1  should  be  happy  to  see  you  any  evening. 
Bring  any  of  your  fnends,  the  Mandarins,  with  you. 
I  have  two  sitting-rooms :  I  call  them  so  par  excellence, 
tor  you  may  stand,  or  loH,  or  lean,  or  try  any  posture 
in  them,  but  they  are  best  for  sitting ;  not  squatting 
down  Japanese  fashion,  but  the  more  decorous  mode 
which  European  usage  lias  consecrated,  I  have  two  o! 
these  rooms  on  the  third  floor,  and  five  sleeping,  cook- 
ing, ic,  rooms,  on  the  fourth  floor.  In  my  best  room 
IS  a  choice  collection   of  the  works  of  Hogarth,   so 
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English  painter,  of  some  humor.     Li  my  next  best  are 
I         shelves   containing  a  small,  but  well-chosen  library. 
My  best  room  commandU  a  court,  in  wliich  there  are 
trees  and  a  pump,  the  water  of  which  is  excellent  cold, 
with  brandy,  and  not  very  insipid  jvithout.     Here    I 
hope  to  set  up  my  rest,  and  not  quit  till  Mr.  Powell, 
the  undertaker,  gives  me  notice  that  I  may  have  pos- 
session of  my  last  lodging.     He  lets  lodgings  for  single 
gentlemen.     I  sent  you  a  parcel  of  books  by  my  last, 
to  give  you  some  idea  of  the  state  of  European  litera- 
ture.    There  comes  with  this  two  volumes,  done  up  as 
letters,  of  minor  poetry,  a  sequel  to  *  Mrs.  Leicester ; ' 
the  best  you  may  suppose  mine ;  the  next  best  are  my 
coadjutor's ;  you  may  amuse  yourself  in  guessing  them 
out ;  but  I  must  tell  you  mine  are  but  one-third  in 
quantity  of  the  whole.     So  much  for  a  very  delicate 
subject.    It  is  hard  to  speak  of  one's  self,  &c.    Holcroft 
had  finished  his  life  when  P  wrote  to  you,  and  Hazlitt 
has  since  finished  his  hfe  ;  I  do  not  mean  his  own  life, 
but  he  has  finished  a  life  of  Holcroft,  which  is  going  to 
press.     Tuthill  is  Dr.  Tuthill.     I  continue  Mr.  Lamb. 
I  have  published  a  little  book  for  children  on  titles  of 
I        honor :  and  to  give  them  some  idea  of  the  difference  of 
rank  and  gradual  rising,   I  have  made  a  little  scale, 
supposing  myself  to  receive  the  following  various  ac- 
cessions of  dignity  from  the  king,  who  is  the  fountain 
of  honor  —  As  at  first,  1,  Mr.  C.  Lamb ;  2,  C.  Lamb, 
Esq. ;   3,  Sir  G.  Lamb,   Bart. ;  4,   Baron   Lamb  of 
Stamford  ;*  5,   Viscount  Lamb ;  6,   Earl   Lamb  ;   7, 
jrquis  Lamb ;  8,  Duke  Lamb.     It  would  look  like 
bbling  to  carry  it  on  further,  and  especially  as  it  is 

'  Where  my  famOj  oame  fiom.    I  have  ohosen  that,  if  ever  f  should 
my  choice." 
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DOt  necessarj  for  children  to 
titles  of  sub-regal  dignity  in 
wise  I  have  sometiniea  in  my 
BtOl  advancing,  as  9tli,  Kinj 
Lamb;  11th,  Pope  Innocenl 
nothing.  Puns  I  have  not 
much),  since  the  date  of  my 
relating.  A  constable  in  Sali 
ing  me  that  eight  people  dinei 

of  the  cathedral,  upon  which  1  remarked,  that  they 
must  be  ver^  sharp  set  But  in  general  I  cultivate  the 
reasoning  part  of  ray  mind  more  than  the  imaginative. 
I  am  stufied  out  so  with  eating  turkey  for  dinner,  and 
another  turkey  for  supper  yesterday  (Turkey  in  Europe 
and  Turkey  in  Asia),  that  I  can't  jog  on.  It  is  New- 
year  here.  That  is,  it  was  New-year  half  a  year  back, 
when  I  was  writing  tliis.  Notliing  puzzles  me  more 
than  time  and  space,  and  yet  nothing  puzzles  me  less, 
for  I  never  think  about  tliem.  The  Persian  ambas- 
sador b  the  principal  thing  talked  of  now.  I  sent  some 
people  to  see  him  worship  the  sun  on  Primrose  Hill,  at 
half-past  six  in  the  morning,  28th  November ;  but  ha 
did  not  come,  which  makes  me  think  the  old  fire-wor- 
shippers are  a  sect  almost -extinct  in  Persia.  The  Per- 
sian ambassador's  name  is  Shaw  All  Mirza..  The 
common  people  call  him  Shaw  nonsense.  While  I 
&ink  of  it,  I  have  put  three  letters,  besides  my  own 
three,  into  the  India  post  for  you,  from  your  brother, 
sister,  and  some  gentleman  whose  name  I  forget.  Will 
they,  have  they,  did  they  come  safe  ?  The  distance 
you  are  at,  cuts  up  tenses  by  the  root.  I  think  yon 
Baid  you  did  not  know  Kate  ••••••••"  I  ex- 
press her  by  nine  stars,  though  she  is  but  one.     You 
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must  have  seen  her  at  her  father's.  Try  and  remena- 
ber  her.  Coleridge  is  bringing  out  a  paper  in  weekly 
numbers,  called  the*  Friend,'  which  I  would  send  if  I 
could ;  but  the  difficulty  I  had  in  getting  the  packets 
of  books  out  to  you  before  deters  me ;  and  you'll  want 
something  new  to  read  when  you  come  home.  Except 
Kate,  I  have  had  no  vision  of  excellence  this  year,  and 
she  passed  by  like  the  queen  on  her  coronation  day ; 
you  don't  know  whether  you  saw  her  or  not,  Kate  is 
fifteen :  I  go  about  moping,  and  sing  the  old  pathetic 
ballad  I  used  to  like  in  my  youth  — 

*  She*8  sweet  fifteen, 
Vm  one  year  more,* 

**  Mrs,  Bland  sung  it  in  boy's  clothes  the  first  time  I 
heard  it.  I  sometimes  think  the  lower  notes  in  my 
voice  are  like  Mrs.  Bland's.  That  glorious  singer, 
Braham,  one  of  my  lights,  is  fled.  He  was  for  a 
season.  He  was  a  rare  composition  of  the  Jew,  the 
gentleman,  and  the  angel,  yet  all  these  elements  mixed 
up  so  kindly  in  him,  that  you  could  not  tell  which  pre- 
ponderated ;  but  he  is  gone,  and  one  Phillips  is  engaged 

instead.     Kate  is  vanished,  but  Miss  B h  always 

to  be  met  with  I 

*  Qaeens  drop  away,  while  bine-legged  Maukin  thrives; 
And  courtly  Mildred  dies  while  country  Madge  snrriyes.' 

That  is  not  my  poetry,  but  Quarles's  ;  but  haven't  you 
observed  that  the  rarest  things  are  the  least  obvious  ? 
Don't  show  anybody  the  names  in  this  letter.     I  write 

onfidentially,  and  wish  this  letter  to  be  considered  as 

rivate,     Hazlitt  has  written  a  grawmar  for  Godwin  ; 

Jodwin  sells  it  bound  up  with  a  treatise  of  his  own  on 

vot^  X.  16 
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language,  but  the  gray  mare  is  the  better  horse.    I  don*t 

allude  to  Mrs. ,  but  to  the  word  grammar^  which 

comes  near  to  gray  rtwre^  if  you  observe,  in  sound. 
That  figure  is  called  paronomasia  in  Greek.  I  am  somc^ 
times  happy  in  it.  An  old  woman  begged  of  me  for 
charity.  *  Ah  1  sir,'  said  she,  *  I  have  seen  better  days ; ' 
*  So  have  I,  good  woman,'  I  replied  ;  but  I  meant  lit 
erally,  days  not  so  rainy  and  overcast  as  that  on  which 
she  begged ;  she  meant  more  prosperous  days.  Mr. 
Dawe  is  made  associate  of  the  Royal  Academy.  By 
what  law  of  association  I  can't  guess.  Mrs.  Holcroft, 
Miss  Holcroft,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Godwin,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Hazlitt,  Mrs.  Martin  and  Louisa,  Mrs.  Lum,  Capt. 
Burney,  Mrs.  Bumey,  Martin  Burney,  Mr.  Bickman, 
Mrs.  Rickman,  Dr.  Stoddart,  William  Dollin,  Mr. 
Thompson,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Norris,  Mr.  Fenwick,  Mrs. 
Fenwick,  Miss  Fenwick,  a  man  that  saw  you  at  our 
house  one  day,  and  a  lady  th^t  heard  me  speak  of 
you ;  Mrs.  Buffam  that  heard  Hazlitt  mention  you. 
Dr.  Tuthill,  Mrs.  Tuthill,  Colonel  Harwood,  Mrs. 
Harwood,  Mr.  Collier,  Mrs.  Collier,  Mr.  Sutton, 
Nurse,  Mr.  Fell,  Mrs.  Fell,  Mr.  Marshall,  are  very 
well,  and  occasionally  inquire  after  you. 

"  I  remain  yours  ever, 

"  Ch.  Lamb." 

In  the  summer  of  1810,  Lamb  and  his  sister  spent 
their  holidays  with  Hazlitt,  who,  having  married  Miss 
Stoddart,  was  living  in  a  house  belonging  to  his  wife's 
family  at  Winterslow,  on  the  border  of  Salisbury 
Plain.  The  following  letter  of  12th  July,  in  this 
year,  was  addressed  to  Mr.  Montague,  who  had  urged 
him  to  employ  a  part  of  his  leisure  in  a  compilation 
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TO  MB.  MONTAGUE. 

<<Sanmi,  July  12th,  1816. 

Dear  Montague,  — I  have  turned  and  twisted  the 
MSS.  in  my  head,  and  can  make  nothing  of  them. 
I  knew  when  I  took  them  that  I  could  not,  but  I 
do  not  like  to  do  an  act  of  ungnccious  necessity  at 
once ;  so  I  am  ever  committing  myself  by  half  en- 
gagements, .  and  total  fiulures.  I  cannot  make  any- 
body understand  why  I  can't  do  such  things ;  it  is  a 
defect  in  my  occiput.  I  cannot  put  other  people's 
thoughts  together;  I  forget  every  paragraph  as  fast 
as  I  read  it ;  and  my  head  has  received  such  a  shock 
by  an  all-night  journey  on  the  top  of  the  coach,  that 
I  shall  have  enough  to  do  to  nurse  it  into  its  natu- 
ral pace  before  I  go  home.  I  must  devote  myself  to 
imbeciUty;  I  must  be  gloriously  useless  while  I  stay 
here.  How  is  Mrs.  M.  ?  will  she  pardon  my  ineffi- 
ciency ?  The  city  of  Salisbury  is  full  of  weeping  and 
wailing.  The  bank  has  stopped  payment ;  and  every- 
body in  the  town  kept  money  at  it,  or  has  got  some 
of  its  notes.  Some  have  lost  all  they  had  in  the 
world.  It  is  the  next  thing  to  seeing  a  city  with  the 
plague  within  its  walls.  The  Wilton  people  are  all 
undone ;  all  the  manu&cturers  there  kept  c^h  at  the 
Salisbury  bank ;  and  I  do  suppose  it  to  be  the  unhap- 
piest  county  in  England  this,  where  I  am  making 
holiday.  We  propose  setting  out  for  Orford  Tuesday 
fortnight,  and  coming  thereby  home.  But  no  more 
~ight  travelling.  My  head  is  sore  (understand  it 
f  the  inside)  with  that  deduction  from  my  natural 
Bst  which  1  suffered  coming  down.  Neither  Mary 
or  I  can  spare  a  morsel  of  our  rest :  it  is  incumbent 
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on  US  to  be  misers  of  it.  Travelling  is  not  good  for 
us,  we  travel  so  seldom.  If  the  sun  be  hell,  it  is  not 
for  the  fire,  but  for  the  sempiternal  motion  of  that 
miserable  body  of  light.  How  much  more  dignified 
leism'e  hath  a  mussel  glued  to  his  unpassable  rocky 
limit,  two  inch  square!  He  hears  the  tide  roll  over 
him,  backwards  and  forwards  twice  a-day  (as  the  Sal- 
isbury long  coach  goes  and  returns  in  eight-and-forty 
hours),  but  knows  better  than  to  take  an  outside 
night-place  a  top  on't.  He  is  the  owl  of  the  sea  — 
Minerva's  fish  —  the  fish  of  wisdom. 
"  Our  kindest  remembrances  to  Mrs.  M. 

"  Yours  truly,  C.  Lamb.** 

The  following  is  Lamb's  postscript  to  a  letter  of 
Miss  Lamb  to  Miss  Wordsworth,  after  their  return 
to  London : 

'^  Mary  has  left  a  little  space  for  me  to  fill  up  with 
nonsense,  as  the  geographers  used  to  cram  monsters 
in  the  voids  of  the  maps,  and  call  it  Terra  Incognita. 
She  has  told  you  how  she  has  taken  to  water  like  a 
hungry  otter.  I  too  limp  after  her  in  lame  imitation, 
but  it  goes  against  me  a  little  at  first.  I  have  been 
acquaintance  with  it  now  for  fiiU  four  days,  and  it 
Seems  a  moon.  I  am  fidl  of  cramps,  and  rheumatisms, 
and  cold  internally,  so  that  fire  won't  warm  me ;  yet 
I  bear  all  for  virtue's  sake.  Must  I  then  leave  you, 
gin,  rum,  brandy,  aqua-vitae,  pleasant  jolly  fellows? 
Hang  temperance  and  he  that  first  invented  it  1  — 

some  Anti-Noahite.     C has  powdered  his  head, 

and  looks  like  Bacchus,  Bacchus  ever  sleek  and  young. 
He  is  going  to  turn  sober,  but  his  clock  has  not  struck 
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yet;  meantime  he  pours  down  goblet  after  goblet, 
the  second  to  see  where  the  first  is  gone,  the  third 
to  see  no  harm  happens  to  the  second,  a  fourth  to 
say  there  is  another  coming,  and  a  fifth  to  say  he  is 
not  sore  he  is  the  last." 

In  the  autumn  of  this  year,  the  establishment  of  a 
Quarterly  Magazine,  entitled  the  ^^  Reflector,"  opened 
a  new  sphere  for  Lamb's  powers  as  a  humorist  and 
critic.  Its  editor,  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt,  having  been  ed- 
ucated in  the  same  school,  enjoyed  many  associations 
and  friendships  in  common  with  him,  and  was  thus 
able  to  excite  in  Lamb  the  greatest  motive  for  exeiv 
tion  in  the  zeal  of  kindness.  In  this  Magazine  ap- 
peared some  of  Lamb's  noblest  effusions ;  his  essay 
^  On  Grarrick  and  Acting,"  which  contains  the  char- 
acter of  Lear,  perhaps  the  noblest  criticism  ever  writ- 
ten, and  on  the  noblest  human  subject;  his  delightftd 
**  Essays  on  Hogarth ; "  his  "  Farewell  to  Tobacco,** 
and  several  of  the  choicest  of  his  gayer  pieces. 

The  number  of  the  Quarterly  Review,  for  Decem- 
ber, 1811,  contained  an  attack  upon  Lamb,  which  it 
would  be  difficult,  as  well  as  painftd  to  characterize 
as  it  deserves.  Mr.  Weber,  in  his  edition  of  *'  Ford," 
bad  extracted  Lamb's  note  on  the  catastrophe  of  ^^The 
Broken  Heart,"  in  which  Lamb,  speaking  of  that 
which  he  regarded  as  the  highest  exhibition  of  tragic 
suffering  which  human  genius  had  depicted,  dared  an 
allusion  which  was  perhaps  too  bold  for  those  who 
did  not  understand  the  peculiar  feeling  by  which  it 
was  suggested,  but  which  no  unprejudiced  mind  cotdd 
mistake  for  the  breathing  of  other  than  a  pious  spirit. 
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In  reviewing  Mr.  Weber,  the  ci 
editor  of  the  Review,  thus  com[ 
— "We  have  a  more  serious  c 
the  editot  than  the  omission  of  p 
ht^nsion  of  words.     He  has  polli 

blasphemies  of  a  poor  maniac,  who,  it  seems,  once  pub- 
lished some  detached  scenes  of  the  *  Broken  Baait.' 
For  this  unfortunate  creature,  every  feeling  mind  will 
find  an  apology  in  his  calamitous  situation  ;  but  for  Mr. 
Weber,  we  know  not  where  the  warmest  of  his  fiiends 
ivili  find  palliation  or  excuse."  It  would  be  unjust  to 
attribute  this  paragraph  to  the  accidental  association  of 
Lamb  In  literary  undertalcinga  with  persons  like  Mr, 
Hunt,  strongly  opposed  to  the  political  opinions  of  Mr. 
Gilford.  It  seems  rather  the  peculiar  expression  of  the 
distaste  of  a  small  though  acute  mind  for  an  original 
power  which  it  could  not  appreciate,  and  which  dis- 
turbed the  conventional  associations  of  which  it  was 
master,  aggravated  by  bodily  weakness  and  disease. 
Notwithstanding  this  attack.  Lamb  was  prompted  by 
his  admiration  for  Wordsworth's  "  Excursion,"  to  con- 
tribute a  review  of  that  work,  on  its  appearance,  to  the 
Quarterly,  and  he  anticipated  great  pleasure  in  the 
poet's  approval  of  his  criticism ;  but  when  the  revievr 
appeared,  the  article  was  so  mercilessly  mangled  by  the 
editor,  that  Lamb  entreated  Wordsworth  not  to  read  it. 
For  these  grievances  Lamb  at  length  took  a  very  gen- 
tle revenge  in  tiie  following 


All  ODadTtud  and  In  en  avil  hcmr, 

Lnrad  by  aspiring  thoughti,  my  Bon,  yoD  daft 

Tlw  kivrly  Ubon  of  the  •'  Gautla  Craft  " 


TBItJMPH  OF  THE  WHALE.  247 

For  karned  toils,  wfaioh  blood  and  spirits  soar. 
All  things,  dear  pledge,  are  not  in  all  men's  power; 
The  wiser  sort  of  shrnb  affects  the  ground; 
And  sweet  oontont  of  mind  is  oftener  found 
In  cobbler's  parlor  than  in  oritlo*s  bower. 
The  sorest  work  is  what  doth  cross  the  grain; 
And  better  to  this  bonr  yon  had  been  plying 
The  obseqnions  awl,  with  well«wiixed  finger  flyinc 
Than  ceaseless  thns  to  till  a  thankless  rein: 
Still  teasing  mnses,  which  are  still  denying; 
Making  a  stretching-leather  of  yoor  brain. 

A.  €frupin*i  Eve, 

Lamb,  as  we  have  seen,  cared  nothing  for  politics ; 
yet  his  desire  to  serve  his  firiends  sometimes  induced 
him  to  adopt  for  a  short  time  their  view  of  public 
afiairs,  and  assist  them  with  a  harmless  pleasantry. 
The  following  epigram,  on  the  disappointment  of  the 
Whig  associates  of  the  Regent  appeared  in  the  "  Ex- 
aminer. 

Te  politicians,  toll  me,  pray. 
Why  thns  with  woe  and  care  rent? 
This  is  the  worst  that  yon  can  say, 
Some  win^  has  blown  the  Wig  away 
And  left  the  Hair  AgpareiU, 

The  following,  also  published  in  the  same  paper, 
would  probably  have  only  caused  a  smile  if  read  by  the 
Regent  himself,  and  may  now  be  republished  without 
ofience  to  any  one*  At  the  time  when  he  wrote  it. 
Lamb  used  to  stop  any  passionate  attacks  upon  the 
prince,  with  the  smilmg  remark,  ^^  /  love  my  Regent/' 

THE  TBITJMPH  OP  THE  WHALE. 

lo!  Psean!    lo!  sing. 
To  the  finny  peop1e*s  king. 
Kot  a  mightier  whale  than  this 
In  the  vast  Atlantic  is. 
Mot  a  fattor  fish  than  he 
Flounders  round  the  Polar  sea. 
066  hli  bfaibber—  at  his  gfllt 
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What  a  world  of  drink  he  swilli ! 
From  his  trank,  as  from  a  spoat, 
Which  next  moment  he  pours  oat. 
Such  his  persoa. —  Next  deolarei 
Muse,  who  his  compaQions  are:  — 
£very  fish  of  geoeroos  kind 
Scuds  aside,  or  sUoics  behind; 
But  about  his  presence  keep 
All  the  monsters  of  the  deep; 
Mermaids,  with  their  tails  and  sinsiof^ 
His  delighted  fancy  stinging; 
Crooked  dolphins,  they  surround  him; 
Dog-like  seals,  they  fawn  around  him; 
Following  hard,  the  progress  mark 
Of  the  intolerant  salt  sea-shark; 
For  his  solace  and  relief, 
Flat-fish  are  his  courtiers  chief; 
Last,  and  lowest  in  his  train. 
Ink-fish  (libellers  of  the  main) 
Their  black  liquor  shed  in  spite: 
(Such  on  earth  tke  thmgi  that  wriU.) 
In  his  stomach,  some  do  say, 
No  good  thing  can  ever  stay : 
Had  it  been  the  fortune  of  it 
To  have  swallow'd  that  old  prophet. 
Three  days  there  he'd  not  have  dwdl'd, 
fiut  in  one  have  been  expell*d. 
Hapless  mariners  are  they. 
Who  beguiled  (aa  seamen  say), 
Deeming  him  some  rook  or  island, 
Footing  sure,  safe  spot,  and  dry  Umd, 
Anchor  in  his  scaly  rind  — 
'  Soon  the  difference  they  find; 
Sadden,  plumb!  he  sinks  beneath  tiie% 
Does  to  ruthless  seas  bequeath  thenu 

Kame  or  title  what  has  he? 
Is  he  Regent  of  the  Sea? 
From  this  difficulty  free  us, 
BuflTon,  Banks,  or  sage  LinnsBOk 
With  his  wondrous  attributes 
Say  what  appellatioQ  suits? 
By  his  bnllc,  and  by  his  size, 
By  his  Oily  oualities, 
This  (or  else  my  eyesight  falls). 
This  should  be  the*  Prince  of  WAales. 

The  devastation  of  the  Parks  la  the  summer  of 
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1814,  by  reason  of  the  rejoicings  on  the  visit  of  the 
Allied  Sovereigns,  produced  the  following  letter  from 

Lamb  to  Wordsworth. 


TO  MR  WOBPSWORTH. 

"  Aug.  Qth,  1811. 

**  Save  for  a  late  excursion  to  Harrow,  and  a  day  or 
two  on  the  banks  of  the  Thames  this  summer,  rural 
images  were  fkst  &ding  from  my  mind,  and  by  the  wise 
provision  of  the  Regent  all  that  was  countrified  in  the 
parks  is  all  but  obliterated.  The  very  color  of  green 
is  vanished,  the  whole  surface  of  Hyde  Park  is  dry 
crumbling  sand  (Arabia  Arenosa),  not  a  vestige  or 
hint  of  grass  ever  having  grown  there ;  booths  uiid 
drinking-places  go  all  round  it,  for  a  mile  and  a  half,  I 
am  confident  —  I  might  say  two  miles,  in  circuit  —  the 
stench  of  liquors,  bad  tobacco,  dirty  people  and  pro* 
visions,  conquers  the  air,  and  we  are  all  stified  and  suf* 
focated  in  Hyde  Park.  Order  after  order  has  been 
issued  by  Lord  Sidmouth  in  the  name  of  the  Regent 
(acting  in  behalf  of  his  Royal  father)  for  the  dispersion 
of  the  varlets,  but  in  vain.  The  vi%  unita  of  all  the 
publicans  in  London,  Westminster,  Marylebone,  and 
miles  round,  is  too  powerful  a  force  to  put  down.  The 
llegent  has  raised  a  phantom  whidi  he  cannot  lay. 
There  they'll  stay  probably  forever.  The  whole  beauty 
of  the  place  is  gone  —  that  lake-look  of  the  Serpen- 
tine—  it  has  got  foolish  ships  upon  it  —  but  some- 
thing whispers  to  have  confidence  in  nature  and  it« 
revival  — 

At  fhe  ooming  of  fhe  mtZder  dsf , 

These  monnmeuts  8h«]l  all  be  OTorgrown. 

Meantime  I  confess  to  have  smoked  one  delicious  pipe 
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in  one  of  llie  cleanliest  and  goodliest  of  the  booths ;  a 
tent  rather  — 

*  Oh  call  it  not  a  booth!* 

erected  by  the  public  spirit  of  Watson,  who  keeps  the 
Adam  and  Eve  at  Pancras,  (the  ale-houses  have  all 
emigrated,  with  their  train  of  bottles,  mugs,  cork* 
screws,  waiters,  into  Hyde  Park  —  whole  ale-houses, 
with  all  their  ale  1}  in  compajiy  with  some  of  the 
Guards  that  had  been  in  France,  and  a  fine  French 
girl,  habited  like  a  princess  of  banditti,  which  one  of 
the  dogs  had  transported  firom  the  Garonne  to  the  Ser- 
pentine. The  unusual  scene  in  Hyde  Park,  by  candle- 
light, in  open  air,  —  good  tobacco,  bottled  stout, — 
made  it  look  like  an  interval  in  a  campaign,  a  repose 
after  battle.  I  almost  fancied  scars  smarting,  and  was 
ready  to  club  a  story  with  my  comrades,  of  some  of 
my  lying  deeds.  After  all,  the  fireworks  were  splendid  ; 
the  rockets  in  clusters,  in  trees  and  all  shapes,  spread- 
ing about  like  young  stars  in  the  making,  floundering 
about  in  space  (like  unbroke  horses,)  till  some  of  New- 
ton's calculations  should  fix  them ;  but  then  they  went 
out.  Any  one  who  could  see  'em,  and  the  still  finer 
showers  of  gloomy  rain-fire  that  fell  sulkily  and  angrily 
from  'em,  and  could  go  to  bed  without  dreaming  of  the 
last  day,  must  be  as  hardened  an  atheist  as » 

^^  Again  let  me  thank  you  for  your  present,  and 
assure  you  that  fireworks  and  triumphs  have  not  dis- 
tracted me  firon^  receiving  a  calm  and  noble  enjoyment 
firom  it,  (which  I  trust  I  shall  often,)  and  I  sincerelj* 
congi'atulate  you  on  its  appearance. 

"  With  kindest  remembrances  to  you  and  household 
we  remain,  yours  sincerely, 

''  C.  Lamb  and  Sister.'' 


r 
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The  following  are  fragments  of  letters  to  Coleridge 
in  the  same  month.  The  first  is  in  answer  to  a  solicita- 
tion of  Coleridge  for  a  supply  of  German  books. 


TO  MB.  COLERIDGE. 

<*  18th  Aug.  1814. 

**  Dear  Resuscitate,  —  There  comes  to  you  by  the 
vehicle  from  Lad-lane  this  day  a  volume  of  German ; 
what  it  is  I  cannot  justly  say,  the  characters  of  tliose 
northern  nations  having  been  always  singularly  harsh 

and  unpleasant  to  me.    It  is  a  contribution  of  Dr.* 

towards  your  wants,  and  you  would  have  had  it  sooner 
but  for  an  odd  accident.  I  wrote  for  it  three  days  ago, 
and  the  Doctor,  as  he  thought,  sent  it  me.  A  book  of 
like  exterior  he  did  send,  but  being  disclosed,  how  far 
unlike  1  It  was  the  *  Well-bred  Scholar,' —  a  book 
with  which  it  seems  the  Doctor  laudably  fills  up  those 
hours  which  he  can  steal  from  liis  medical  avocations. 
Chesterfield,  Blair,  Beattie,  portions  from  ^  The  Life  of 
Savage,'  make  up  a  prettyish  system  of  morality  and 
the  belles-lettres,  which  Mr.  Mylne,  a  schoolmaster, 
has  properly  brought  together,  and  calls  the  collection 
by  the  denomination  above  mentioned.  The  Doctor 
had  no  sooner  discovered  his  error,  than  he  dispatched 
man  and  horse  to  rectify  the  mistake,  and  with  a  pretty 
kind  of  ingenuous  modesty  in  his  note,  seemeth  to  deny 
any  knowledge  of  the  *  Well-bred  Scholar  ; '  false 
modesty  surely,  and  a  blush  misplaced ;  for,  what  more 
pleasing  than  the  consideration  of  professional  austerity 
thus  relaxing,  thus  improving  1  But  so,  when  a  child 
I  remember  blushing,  being  caught  on  my  knees  to  my 
Maker,   or   doing  otherwise  some  pious   and  praise- 
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worthy  action ;  now  I  rather  love  such  things  to  "be 
seen.  Henry  Crabb  Robinson  is  out  upon  his  drcoit, 
and  his  books  are  inaccessible  without  his  leave  and 
key.  lie  is  attending  the  Norfolk  Circuit, —  a  short 
term,  but  to  him,  as  to  many  young  lawyers,  a  long 
vacation,  sufficiently  dreary.*  I  thought  I  could  do  no 
better  than  transmit  to  him,  not  extracts,  but  your 
very  letter  itself,  than  which  I  think  I  never  read  any- 
thing more  moving,  more  pathetic,  or  more  conducive 
to  the  purpose  of  persuasion.  The  Crab  is  a  sour  Crab 
if  it  does  not  sweeten  him,  I  think  it  would  draw 
another  third  volume  of  Dodsley  out  of  me ;  but  you 
say  you  don't  want  any  English  books  ?  Perhaps  after 
all,  that's  as  well ;  one's  romantic  credulity  is  fbi-ever 
misleading  one  into  misplaced  acts  of  foolery.  Crab 
might  have  answered  by  this  time ;  his  juices  take  a 
long  time  supplying,  but  they'll  run  at  last, —  I  know 
they  will,  —  pure  golden  pippin.  A  fearful  rumor  has 
since  reached  me  that  the  Crab  is  on  the  eve  of  setting 
out  for  France.  If  he  is  in  England  your  letter  will 
reach  him,  and  I  flatter  myself  a  touch  of  the  persuiH 
sive  of  my  own,  which  accompanies  it,  will  not  be 
thrown  away ;  if  it  be,  he  is  a  sloe,  and  no  true- 
hearted  crab,  and  there's  an  end.  For  that  life  of  the 
German  conjuror  which  you  speak  of,  'Colerus  de 
Vita  Doctoris  vix-Intelligibilis,'  I  perfectly  remember 
the  last  evening  we  spent  with  Mrs.  Morgan  and  Miss 
Brent,  in  London  Street,  —  (by  that  token  we  had  raw 
rabbits  for  supper,  and  Miss  B.  prevailed  on  me  to  take 
a  glass  of  brandy  and  water  after  supper,  which  is  not 

*  A  mbtake  of  LRinb*8  at  which  the  excellent  person  refeired  to  mag^ 
imfle,  now  that  he  has  retired  from  his  profession,  and  has  no  busineif 
bat  the  offices  of  kindness. 
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my  habit,)  —I  perfectly  remember  reading  portions  of 
that  life  in  their  parlor,  and  I  think  it  must  be  among 
th^  packages.  It  was  the  very  last  evening  we  were 
at  that  house.  What  is  gone  of  that  frank-hearted 
cirde,  Morgan,  and  his  cos-lettuces  ?  He  ate  walnuts 
better  than  any  man  I  ever  knew.  Friendships  in  these 
parts  stagnate. 

^^  I  am  going  to  eat  tnrbot,  turtle,  venison,  marrow 
pudding, — cold  punch,  claret,  Madeira,  —  at  our  annual 
feast,  at  half-past  four  this  day*  They  keep  bothering 
me,  (I'm  at  oi&ce,)  and  my  ideas  are  confused.  Let 
me  know  if  I  can  be  of  any  service  as  to  books.  God 
ferbid  the  Architectonican  should  be  sacrificed  to  a  fool 
ish  scruple  of  some  book-proprietor,  as  if  books  did  not 
belong  with  the  highest  propriety  to  those  that  under* 
fttand  'em  best. 

"  C.  Lamb." 

TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

«  26th  August,  1814. 

"  Let  the  htmgry  soul  rejoice,  there  is  com  in  Egypt. 
Whatever  thou  hast  been  told  to  the  contrary  by  design- 
ing friends,  who  perhaps  inquired  carelessly,  or  did  not 
inquire  at  all,  in  hope  of  saving  their  money,  there  is  a 
stock  of  *'  Remorse '  on  hand,  enough,  as  Pople  con- 
jectures, for  seven  years'  consumption ;  judging  from 
experience  of  the  last  two  years.  Methinks  it  makes 
for  the  benefit  of  soimd  literature,  that  the  best  books 
do  not  always  go  off  best.  Inquire  in  seven  years'  time 
for  the  *  Rokebys  '  and  the  *  Laras,'  and  where  shall 
they  be  found  ? — fluttering  fi!Ugmentally  in  some  thread- 
paper-— whereas  thy  '  Wallenstein,'  and  thy  '  Remorse,' 
are  safe  on  Longman's  or  Pople's  shelves,  as  in  some 
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Bodleian ;  there  thej  shall  remain  ;  no  need  of  a  chain 
to  hold  them  fiswt  —  perhaps 'for  ages  —  tall  copies — 
and  people  shan^t  run  about  hmiting  for  them  as  in  old 
Ezra's  shrievalty  they  did  for  a  Bible,  almost  without 
effect  till  the  great-great-grand-niece  (by  the  mother's 
side)  of  Jeremiah  or  Ezekiel  (which  was  it?)  remenn 
bered  something  of  a  book,  with  odd  reading  in  it,  that 
used  to  lie  in  the  green  closet  in  her  aunt  Judith's  bed- 
chamber. 

"  Thy  caterer.  Price,  was  at  Hamburg  when  last 
Pople  heard  of  him,  laying  up  for  thee  like  some  miserly 
old  father  for  his  generous-hearted  son  to  squander. 

^^  Mr.  Charles  Aders,  whose  books  also  pant  for  that 
fi^e  circulation  which  thy  custody  is  sure  to  give  them, 
is  to  be  heard  of  at  his  kinsmen,  Messrs.  Jameson  and 
Aders,  No.  7,  Laurence  Pountney-Lane,  London,  ac- 
cording to  the  information  which  Crabius  with  his  part- 
ing breath  left  me.  Crabius  is  gone  to  Paris.  I  prophesy 
he  and  the  Parisians  will  part  with  mutual  contempt. 
His  head  has  a  twist  Allemagne,  like  thine,  dear  mystic. 

"  I  have  been  reading  Madame  Stael  on  Grermany. 
An  impudent  clever  woman.  But  if  *  Faust '  be  no 
better  than  in  her  abstract  of  it,  I  counsel  thee  to  let  it 
alone.  How  canst  thou  translate  the  language  of  cat- 
monkeys  ?  Fie  on  such  fantasies  1  But  I  will  not  for 
get  to  look  for  Proclus.  It  is  a  kind  of  book  when 
one  meets  with  it  one  shuts  the  lid  faster  than  one 
opened  it.  Yet  I  have  some  bastard  kind  of  recollec- 
tion that  some  where,  some  time  ago,  upon  some  stall 
or  other,  I  saw  it.  It  was  either  that,  or  Plotinus,  or 
Saint  Augustine's  *  City  of  God.'  So  little  do  some 
folks  value,  what  to  others,  se.  to  you,  ^  well  used,'  had 
been  the  •  Pledge  of  Immortally.'      Bishop  Bruno  I 
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never  touched  npon.  Stufiing  too  good  for  the  brains 
of  such  ^  a  Hare '  as  thou  describest.  May  it  burst  his 
pericranium,  as  the  gobbets  of  fat  and  turpentine  (a 
nasty  thought  of  the  seer)  did  that  old  dragon  in  the 
Apocrypha  I  May  he  go  mad  in  trying  to  imderstand 
his  author  I  May  he  lend  the  third  volume  of  him 
before  he  has  quite  translated  the  second,  to  a  friend 
who  shall  lose  it,  and  so  spoil  the  publication,  and  may 
his  friend  find  it  and  send  it  him  just  as  thou,  or  some 
such  less  dilatcffy  spirit  shall  have  announced  the  whole 
for  the  press ;  lastly,  may  he  be  hunted  by  Reviewers, 
and  the  devil  jug  him.  Canst  think  of  any  other  que- 
ries in  the  solution  of  which  I  can  give  thee  satisfac- 
tion ?  Do  you  want  any  books  that  I  can  procure  for 
you  ?  Old  Jimmy  Boyer  is  dead  at  last.  TroUope 
has  got  his  living,  worth  10007.  a-year  net.  See,  thou 
sluggard,  thou  heretic-sluggard,  what  mightest  thou 
not  have  arrived  at.  Lay  thy  animosity  against  Jimmy 
m  the  grave.     Do  not  entail  it  on  thy  posterity. 

*^  Chables  Lamb.'' 


CHAPTER  X. 

[1815  to  1817.] 

LETTEBS  TO  WOBD6WOBTH,  SOUTHET,  AND  MAKKIKG. 

It  was  at  the  beginning  of  the  year  1815  that  I  had 
Srst  the  happiness  of  a  personal  acquaintance  with  Mr. 
laaxkh.    With  his  scattered  essays  and  poems  I  liad 
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become  fiiiniliar  2^  few  weeks  before,  through  the  instru* 
mentality  of  Mr.  Barron  Field,  now  Chief  Justice  of 
Gibraltar,  who  had  been  brought  into  close  intimacy 
with  Lamb  by  the  association  of  his  own  family  with 
Christ's  Hospital,  of  which  his  father  was  the  surgeon^ 
and  by  his  own  participation  in  the  ^'  Reflector."  Liv- 
ing then  in  cliambers  in  Inner*Temple  Lane,  and  attend- 
ing those  of  Mr.  Chitty,  the  special  pleader,  which 
were  on  the  next  staircase  to  Mr.  Lamb's,  I  had  been 
possessed  some  time  by  a  desire  to  become  acquainted 
with  the  writings  of  my  gifted  neighbor,  which  my 
friend  was  able  only  partially  to  gratify.  ^^  John 
Woodvil,"  and  the  number  of  the  "  Reflector"  enriched 
with  Lamb's  article,  he  indeed  lent  me,  but  he  had  no 
copy  of  ^^  Rosamund  Gray,"  which  I  was  most  anxious 
to  read,  and  which,  afber  earnest  search  through  all  the 
bookstalls  within  the  scope  of  my  walks,  I  found,  exhil^ 
iting  proper  marks  of  due  appreciation,  in  the  store  of 
a  little  circulating  library  near  Holborn.  There  was 
something  in  this  Uttle  romance  so  entirely  new,  yet 
breathing  the  air  of  old  acquaintance  ;  a  sense  of  beauty 
so  delicate  and  so  intense  ;  and  a  morality  so  benignant 
and  so  profound,  that,  as  I  read  it,  my  curiosity  to  see 
its  author  rose  almost  to  the  height  of  pain.  The 
commencement  of  the  new  year  brought  me  that  grati- 
fication ;  I  was  invited  to  meet  Lamb  at  dinner  at  the 
house  of  Mr.  William  Evans,  a  gentleman  holding  an 
office  in  the  India  House,  who^  then  lived  in  Wey- 
mouth Street,  and  who  was  a  proprietor  of  the  "  Pam- 
phleteer," to  which  I  had  contributed  some  idle  scrib 
blings.  My  duties  at  the  office  did  not  allow  me  to 
avail  myself  of  this  invitation  to  dinner,  but  I  went  u] 
at  ten  o'clock,  through  a  deep  snow,  palpably  congeal- 
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ing  into  ice,  and  was  amply  repaid  when  I  reaehod  the 
hospitable  abode  of  my  friend.'  There  was  Lamb, 
preparing  to  depart,  but  he  staid  half  an  hour  in  kind- 
ness to  me,  and  then  accompanied  me  to  our  common 
home  —  the  Temple, 

Methinks  I  see  him  before  me  now,  as  he  appeared 
then,  and  as  he  continued,  with  scarcely  any  percepti- 
ble  alteration  to  me,  daring  the  twenty  yirTof  L- 
macy  which  followed,  and  were  closed  by  his  death. 
A  light  frame,  so  fragile  that  it  seemed  as  if  a  breath 
would  overthrow  it,  clad  in  clerk-like  black,  was  sur* 
mounted  by  a  head  of  form  and  expression  the  most 
noble  and  sweet.  His  black  hair  curled  crisply  about 
an  expanded  forehead ;  his  eyes,  softly  brown,  twinkled 
with  varying  expression,  though  the  prevalent  feeling 
was  sad ;  and  the  nose  slightly  curved,  and  delicately 
carved  at  the  nostril,  with  the  lower  outline  of  the  face 
regulariy  oval,  completed  a  head  which  was  finely 
placed  on  the  shoulders,  and  gave  importance,  and 
even  dignity,  to  a  diminutive  and  shadowy  stem. 
Who  shall  describe  his  countenance  —  catch  its  quiv- 
ering sweetness  —  and  fix  it  forever  in  words  ?  There 
are  none,  alas !  to  answer  the  vain  desire  of  friendship. 
Deep  thought,  striving  with  humor ;  the  lines  of  sufr 
fcring  wreathed  into  cordial  mirth ;  and  a  smile  of 
painfiil  sweetness,  present  an  image  to  the  mind  it  can 
as  little  describe  as  lose.  His  personal  appearance  and 
manner  are  not  unfitly  characterized  by  what  he  him- 
self says  in  one  of  his  letters  to  Manning  of  Bra 
ham  —  "a  compound  of  the  Jew,  the  gentleman,  and 
the  angel."  He  took  my  arm,  and  we  walked  to  the 
Temple,  Lamb  stammering  out  fine  remarks  as  we 
walked;  and  when  we  reached  his  staircase,  he  de- 
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tsdned  me  with  an  urgency  which  would  not  be  denied, 
and  we  mounted  to  the  top  story,  where  an  old  petted 
servant,  called  Becky,  was  ready  to  receive  us.  We 
were  soon  seated  beside  a  cheerful  fire ;  hot  water  and 
its  better  adjuncts  were  before  us ;  and  Lamb  insisted 
on  my  sitting  with  him  while  he  smoked  "  one  pipe" — 
for,  alas  !  for  poor  human  nature  —  he  had  resumed  his 
acquaintance  with  his  ^'  &ir  traitress."  How  often  the 
pipe  and  the  glasses  were  replenished,  I  will  not  under- 
take to  disclose  ;  but  I  can  never  forget  the  conversa- 
tion :  though  the  first,  it  was  more  solemn,  and  in 
higher  mood,  than  any  I  ever  after  had  with  Lamb 
through  the  whole  of  our  friendship.  How  it  took 
such  a  turn  between  two  strangers,  one  of  them  a  lad 
of  not  quite  twenty,  I  cannot  tell ;  but  so  it  happened. 
We  discoursed  then  of  life  and  death,  and  our  antici- 
pation of  a  world  beyond  the  grave.  Lamb  spoke  of 
these  awftd  themes  with  the  simplest  piety,  but  ex- 
pressed his  own  fond  cleavings  to  life  —  to  all  well- 
known  accustomed  things  —  and  a  shivering  (not  shud- 
dering) sense  of  that  which  is  to  come,  which  he  so 
finely  indicated  in  his  "  New  Tear's  Eve,"  years  after- 
wards. It  was  two  o'clock  before  we  parted,  when 
Lamb  gave  me  a  hearty  invitation  to  renew  my  visit 
at  pleasure  ;  but  two  or  three  months  elapsed  before  I 
saw  him  again.  In  the  meantime,  a  mimber  of  the 
"Pamphleteer"  contained  an  "Essay  on  the  Chief 
Living  Poets,"  among  whom  on  the  title  appeared  the 
name  of  Lamb,  and  some  page  or  two  were  expressly 
devoted  to  his  praises.  It  was  a  poor  tissue  of  tawdry 
eulogies  —  a  shallow  outpouring  of  young  enthusiasm 
in  fine  words,  which  it  mistakes  for  thoughts ;  yet  it 
gave  Lamb,  who  had  hitherto  received  scarcely  civil 
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notice  from  reviewers)  great  pleasure  to  find  that  anj 
one  recognized  him  as  having  a  place  among  poets. 
The  next  time  I  saw  him,  he  came  ahnost  breathless 
into  the  office,  and  proposed  to  give  me  what  I  should 
have  chosen  as  the  greatest  of  all  possible  honors  and 
delights  —  an  introduction  to  Wordsworth,  who  I 
learned,  with  a  palpitating  heart,-  was  actually  at  the 
next  door.  I  hurried  out  with  my  kind  conductor, 
and  a  minute  after  was  presented  by  Lamb  to  the  per- 
son whom  in  all  the  world  I  venerated  most,  with  this 
prefitce :  —  "  Wordsworth,  give  me  leave  to  introduce 
to  you  my  only  admirer." 

The  following  letter  was  addressed  to  Wordsworthi 
after  his  return  to  Westmoreland  firom  this  visit :  — 


TO  MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

•<  Aog.  9th,  181S. 

**  Dear  Wordsworth,  —  Mary  and  I  felt  quite  queer 
after  your  taking  leave  (you,  W.  W.)  of  us  in  St.  GOes's* 
We  wished  we  had  seen  more  of  you,  but  felt  we  had 
scarce  been  su£Bciently  acknowledging  for  the  share  we 
had  enjoyed  of  your  company.     We  felt  as  if  we  had 
been  not  enough  expremve  of  our  pleasure.     But  our 
manners  botk  are  a  little  too  much  on  this  side  of  too- 
much  cordiality.      We  want  presence  of  mind  and 
presence  of  heart.     What  we  feel  comes  too  late,  like 
«ii  aftier-thought  impromptu.     But  perhaps  you   ob- 
irved  nothing  of  that  which  we  have  been  painfully 
>nflcious  of,  and  are  every  day  in  our  intercourse  with 
lose  we  stand  affected  to  through  all  the  degrees  of 
nre.     Robinson  is  on  the  circuit.     Our  panegyrist  I 
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thought  had  forgotten  one  of  the  objects  of  his  jontb^ 
ful  admiration,  but  I  was  agreeably  r^noved  firom  that 
scruple  by  the  laundress  knocking  at  my  door  thb 
morning,  almost  before  I  was  up,  with  a  present  of 
fruit  from  my  young  friend,  &c.  There  is  something 
inexpressibly  pleasant  to  me  in  these  presents^  be  it 
fruit,  or  fowl,  or  brawn,  or  what  noL  Books  are  a 
legitimate  cause  of  acceptance.  If  presents  be  not  the 
soul  of  friendship,  undoubtedly  they  are  the  most  spir- 
itual part  of  the  body  of  that  intercourse.  There  is 
too  much  narrowness  of  thinking  in  this  point.  The 
punctilio  of  acceptance,  methinks,  is  too  confined  and 
strait-laced.  I  could  be  content  to  receive  money,  or 
clothes,  or  a  joint  of  meat  from  a  friend.  Why  should 
he  not  send  me  a  dinner  as  well  as  a  dessert?  I 
would  taste  him  in  the  beasts  of  the  field,  and  through 
all 'creation.  Therefore  did  the  basket  of  fruit  of  the 
juvenile  Talfourd  not  displease  me ;  not  that  I  have 
any  thoughts  of  bartering  or  reciprocating  these  things. 
To  send  him  anything  in  return  would  be  to  reflect 
suspicion  of  mercenariness  upon  what  I  know  he  meant 
a  freewiU  ofiering.  Let  him  overcome  me  in  bounty. 
In  this  strife  a  generous  nature  loves  to  be.  overcome* 
You  wish  me  some  of  your  leisure.  I  have  a  glim- 
mering aspect,  a  chink-light  of  liberty^  before  mcs, 
which  I  pray  God  prove  not  fidlacious.  My  remon- 
strances have  stirred  up  others  to  remonstrate,  and, 
altogether,  there  is  a  pkn  for  separating  certain  parte 
of  business  from  our  department ;  which,  if  it  take 
place,  will  produce  me  more  time,  t.  e.  my  evening 
fr*ee.  It  may  be  a  means  of  placing  me  in  a  more  cour 
spicuous  situation,  which  will  knock  at  my  nerves 
another  way>  but  I  wait  the  issue  in  submission.     If  I 
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can  bat  begin  my  own  day  at  four  o'clock  in  the  after- 
noon, I  shall  think  myself  to  have  Eden  days  of  peace 
and  liberty  to  what  I  hare  had.  As  you  say,  how  a 
man  can  fill  three  volumes  up  with  an  essay  on  the 
drama,  is  wonderful ;  I  am  sure  a  very  few  sheets 
would  hold  all  I  had  to  say  on  the  subject. 

"  Did  you  ever  read  *  Gharron  on  Wisdom  ? '  or 
•  Patrick's  Pilgrim  ? '  If  neither,  you  have  two  great 
pleasures  to  come.  I  mean  some  day  to  attack  Caryl 
on  Job,  six  folios.  What  any  man  can  write,  surely 
I  may  read.  If  I  do  but  get  rid  of  auditing  ware- 
housekeepers'  accounts  and  get  no  worse-harassing  task 
in  the  place  of  it,  what  a  lord  of  liberty  I  shall  be !  I 
shall  dance,  and  skip,  and  make  mouths  at  the  invisible 
event,  and  pick  the  thorns  out  of  my  pillow,  and 
throw  'em  at  rich  men's  nightcaps,  and  talk  blank 
verse,  hoity,  toitjr,  and  sing  -—  ^  A  clerk  I  was  in  Lon- 
don gay,'  ^  Ban,  ban,  Ca*Caliban,'  like  the  emanci<- 
pated  monster,  and  go  where  I  like,  up  this  street 
or  down  that  alley.  Adieu,  and  pray  that  it  may  be 
my  luck. 

"  Good  bye  to  you  all.  O.  Lamb." 

The  following  letter  was  inclosed  in  the  same  parcel 
with  the  last. 


70  MB.  SOUTHET 

"  Aug.  9th,  1S15. 

*^  Dear  South^,  —  Robinson  is  not  on  the  circuit,  as 
I  erroneously  stated  in  a  letter  to  W.  W.,  which  travels 
with  this,  but  is  gone  to  Brussels,  Ostend,  Ghent,  &q» 
But  his  friends,  the  Colliers,  whom  I  consulted  respects 
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iug  /our  friend's  fate,  remember  to  hare  Heard 
say,  that  Father  Pardo  had  effected  his  escape  (the 
ciuining  greasy  rogue),  and  to  the  best  of  their  belief 
is  at  present  in  Paris.  To  mj  thinking,  it  is  a  small 
matter  whether  there  be  (me  &t  friar  more  or  less  in 
the  world.  I  have  rather  a  taste  for  clerical  execu* 
tions,  imbibed  from  early  recollections  of  the  &te  of 
the  excellent  Dodd.  I  hear  Bonaparte  has  sued  his 
habeas  corpus,  and  the  twelve  judges  are  now  sitting 
upon  it  at  the  Rolls. 

"  Your  boute-feu  (bonfire)  must  be  excellent  of  its 
kind.  Poet  Settle  presided  at  the  last  great  thing  of 
the  kind  in  London,  when  the  pope  was  burnt  in  form. 
Do  you  provide  any  verses  on  this  occasion?  Your 
fe.ar  for  Hartley's  intellectuals  is  just  and  rational. 
Could  not  the  Chancellor  be  petitioned  to  remove  him? 
His  lordship  took  Mr.  Betty  from  under  the  paternal 
wing.  I  think  at  least  he  should  go  through  a  course 
of  matter-of-&ct  with  some  sober  man  after  the  my»* 
teries.  Could  not  he  spend  a  week  at  Poole's  before 
he  goes  back  to  Oxford  ?  Tobin  is  dead.  But  there 
is  a  man  in  my  office,  a  Mr.  .H.,  who  proses  it  away 
from  morning  to  night,  and  never  gets  beyond  corporal 
and  material  verities.  He'd  get  these  crack-brain 
metaphysics  out  of  the  young  gentleman's  head  as  soon 
as  any  one  I  know.  When  I  can't  sleep  o^nights,  I 
imagine  a  dialogue  with  Mr.  H.,  upon  any  given  sub- 
ject, and  go  prosing  on  in  fancy  with  him,  till  I  either 
latigh  or  fall  asleep.  I  have  literally  found  it  answer. 
I  am  going  to  stand  godfather ;  I  don't  like  the  busi- 
ness ;  I  cannot  muster  up  decorum  for  these  occasions  ; 
I  shall  certainly  disgrace  the  font.  I  was  at  Hazlitt's 
marriage,  and  had  like  to  have  been  turned  out  several 
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times  during  the  ceremony.  Any  thing  awful  make* 
me  laugh.  I  misbehaved  once  at  a  iuneral.  Yet  I  can 
read  about  these  ceremonies  with  pious  and  proper  feel- 
ings. The  realities  of  life  only  seem  the  mockeries.  I 
fear  I  must  get  cured  along  with  Hartley,  if  not  too 
inveterate.  Don't  you  think  Louis  the  Desirable  is  in 
a  sort  of  quandaiy  ? 

**  After  all,  Bonaparte  is  a  fine  fellow,  as  my  barber 
says,  and  I  should  not  mind  standing  bareheaded  at  his 
table  to  do  him  service  in  his  &11.  They  should  have 
given  him  Hampton  Court  or  Kensington,  with  a 
tether  extending  forty  miles  round  London.  Qu. 
Would  not  the  people  have  ejected  the  Brunswicks 
some  day  in  his  favor  ?    Well,  we  shall  see. 

"  0.  Lamb." 

The  following  was  addressed  to  Southey  in  acknowl- 
edgement of  his  "  Roderick,"  the  most  sustained  and 
noble  of  his  poems. 


TO  MR.  SOUTHET. 

«  May  etli,  1815. 

Dear  Southey,^ — I  have  received  from  Longman 
a  copy  of  *  Roderick,*  with  the  author's  compliments, 
for  which  I  much  thank  you.  I  don't  know  where  I 
shall  put  all  the  noble  presents  I  have  lately  received 
in  that  way ;  the  *  Excursion,'  Wordsworth's  two  last 
vols.,  and  now  *  Roderick,'  have  come  pouring  in  upon 
me  like  some  irruption  fi*om  Helicon.  The  story  of 
the  brave  -Maccabee  was  already,  you  may  be  sure, 
familiar  to  me  in  all  its  parts.  I  have,  since  the  receipt 
of  your  present,  read  it  quite  through  again,  and  with 
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no  diminished  pleasure.  I  don't  know  whether  I  on^t 
to  saj  that  it  has  given  me  more  pleasure  than  any  of 
jour  long  poems.  ^  Kehama '  is  doubtless  more  power* 
fill,  but  I  don't  feel  that  firm  footing  in  it  that  I  do  in 
^  Roderick ; '  mj  ima^ation  goes  sinking  and  flounder- 
ing in  the  vast  spaces  of  unopened-before  systems  and 
faiths  ;  I  am  put  out  of  the  pale  of  my  old  sympathies.; 
my  moral  sense  is  almost  outraged ;  I  can't  believe,  or, 
with  horror  am  made  to  believe,  such  desperate  chances 
against  omnipotences,  such  disturbances  of  faith  to  the 
centre;  the  more  potent  the  more  painftd  the  spell* 
Jove,  and  his  brotherhood  of  gods,  tottering  with  the 
giant  assailings,  I  can  bear,  for  the  soul's  hopes  are  not 
struck  at  in  such  contests ;  but  your  Oriental  almighties 
are  too  much  types  bf  the  intangible  prototype  to  bo 
meddled  with  without  shuddering.  One  never  connects 
what  are  called  the  attributes  with  Jupiter*  I  mention 
only  what  diminishes  my  delight  at  the  wonder-work- 
ings of  ^  Kehama,'  not  what  impeaches  its  power,  which 
I  confess  with  trembling ;  but  *  Roderick '  is  a  com- 
fortable poem.  It  reminds  me  of  the  delight  I  took  in 
the  first  reading  of  the  *•  Joan  of  Arc.'  It  is  maturer 
and  better  than  that^  though  not  better  to  me  now  than 
that  was  then.  It  suits  me  better  than  Madoc*  I  am 
at  home  in  Spain  and  Christendom.  I  have  a  timid 
imagination,  I  am  afiraid.  I  do  not  willingly  admit  of 
strange  beliefs,  or  out-of-the-way  creeds  or  places*  I 
never  read  books  of  travels,  at  least  not  farther  than 
Paris  or  Rome.  I  can  just  endure  Moors,  because  of 
their  connection  as  foes  with  Christians ;  but  Aby»- 
sinians,  Ethiops,  Esquimaux,  Dervises,  and  all  that 
tribe,  I  hate.  I  believe  I  fear  them  in  some  manner. 
A  Mahometan  turban  on  the  stage,  though  envelop- 
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ing  some  well  known  &ce  (Mr.  Cook  or  Mr.  MaddoZf 
whom  I  see  another  daj  good  Christian  and  English 
waiters,  innkeepers,  &c),  does  not  give  me  pleasure 
unalloyed.  I  am  a  Christian,  Englishman,  Londoner, 
Templar.  Grod  help  me  when  I  come  to  put  off  these 
Ring  relations,  and  to  get  abroad  into  the  world  to 
come  I  I  shall  be  like  the  craw  an  the  iand^  as  Words* 
worth  has  it ;  but  I  won't  think  on  it ;  no  need  I  hope 
yet. 

*^  The  parts  I  have  been  most  pleased  with,  both  on 
first  and  second  readings,  perhaps,  are  Florinda's  pallia- 
tion  of  Roderick's  crime,  confessed  to  him  in  Kis  di»« 
guise,  —  the  retreat  of  the  Palayos  family  first  discor- 
ered, — his  being  made  king  —  *  For  acclamation  one 
form  must  serve,  mare  solemn  far  the  breach  of  aid 
observances,^  Roderick's  vow  is  extremely  fine,  and  his 
blessing  on  the  vow  of  Alphonso : 

'  Towards  the  troop  he  spread  his  arms, 
As  if  the  expanded  soul  diff\ued  itself^ 
And  carried  to  all  spirits  with  the  act 
Its  affluent  aspiration.* 

**  It  struck  me  forcibly  that  the  feeling  of  these  last 
lines  might  have  been  suggested  to  you  by  the  Cartoon 
of  Paul  at  Athens.  Certain  it  is  that  a  better  motto 
or  guide  to  that  famous  attitude  can  no  where  be  found. 
I  shall  adopt  it  as  explanatoiy  of  that  violent,  but  dig- 
nified motion.  I  must  read  again  Lander's  ^  Julian.' 
I  have  not  read  it  some  time.  I  think  he  must  have 
failed  in  Roderick,  for  I  remember  nothing  of  him,  nor 
of  any  distinct  character  as  a  character  —  only  fine 
sounding  passages.  I  remember  thinking  also  he  had 
chosen  a  point  of  time  afler  the  event,  as  it  were,  foi 
Roderick  survives  to  no  use ;  but  my  memory  is  weak 
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and  I  mil  not  wrong  a  fine  [ 
The  notes  to  your  poem  I  have 
will  be  a  take-downable  book  oc 
serve  sometimes  at  break&st,  oi 
text  to  be  duly  appreciated, 
one  of  the  serpent  penance,  is 
thtuk  on't.  Of  Coleridge  I  hi 
Morgans.  I  hope  to  have  him, 
standing  ap  before  me  some  tii 
in  London,  as  has  been  the  case 
"  I  am  doing  DOthiog  (as  the 
presents,  and  walk  away  what 
get  from  bard  occupation.  Prs 
hearty  thanks,  and  expression 
remembrance  of  me.  My  si 
respects  to  Mrs.  S.  and  to  al 
**  Yours  truly, 

"  The  next  present  I  look  f< 
Have  yon  seen  Mat.  Betham'i 
think  it  veiy  delicately  pretty  ai 

The  following  is  an  extract 
shortly  afterwards, 


TO  HB.  W0BDS1 

"  Since  I  saw  yon  I  have  hai 
way,  which  cornea  not  eveiy  d( 
Vincent  Bourne,  which  were  q 
a  heart  that  man  had,  all  laid  ( 
proper  connterpart  to  tome  pet 
Why  I  mention  him  is,  that  y 
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reminded  me  of  his  poem  of  the  ballad-singer  in  the 
Seven  Dials.  Do  you  remember  his  epigram  on  the 
old  woman  who  taught  Newton  the  A,  B,  C,  which, 
after  all,  he  says,  he  hesitates  not  to  call  Newton'n 
Principia  f 

"  I  was  lately  fatiguing  myself  with  going  over  a 

volume  of  fine  words  by ,  excellent  words ;  and  if 

the  heart  could  live  by  w^rds  alone,  it  could  desire  no 
better  regale ;  but  what  an  aching  vacuum  of  matter  I 
I  don't  stick  at  the  madness  of  it,  for  that  is  only  a 
consequence  of  shutting  his  eyes,  and  thinking  he  is  in 
the  age  of  the  old  Elizabeth  poets.  From  thance  I 
tamed  to  V.  Bourne;  what  a  sweet,  unpretending, 
pretty-manner'd,  matterful  creature  I  sucking  from 
every  flower,  making  a  flower  of  everything.  His  dic- 
tion all  Latin,  and  his  thoughts  all  English.  Bless 
him  I  Latin  wasn't  good  enough  for  him.  Why 
wasn't  he  content  with  the  language  which  Gtty  and 
Prior  wrote  in  ?  " 

The  associations  of  Christmas  increased  tlie  fervor 
of  Lamb's  wishes  for  Manning's  return,  which  he  now 
really  hoped  for.  On  Ghristmas^day  he  addressed  a 
letter  to  him  at  Canton,  and  the  next  day  another  to 
meet  him  half-way  home,  at  St.  Helena,  &c.  There 
seems  the  distance  of  half  a  globe  between  these  let- 
ters. The  first,  in  which  Lamb  pictures  their  dearest 
common  friends  as  in  a  melancholy  future,  and  makes  it 
present  —  lying-like  dismal  trutlis  —  yet  with  a  reliev- 
ing consciousness  of  a  power  to  dispel  the  sad  enchant- 
ments he  has  woven,  has  perhaps  more  of  what  was 
peculiar  in  Lamb's  cast  of  thought,  than  anything  of 
the  same  length  which  he  has  left  us. 


•  T"T7 
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TO  MB.  MAKNINQ. 

**  Dec.  25th,  1816. 

•*  Dear  old  friend  and  absentee,  —  This  is  Christmas* 
day,  1815,  with  us ;  what  it  may  be  with  you  I  don't 
know,  the  12th  of  June  next  year  perhaps  ;  and  if  it 
should  be  the  consecrated  season  with  you,  I  don't  see 
how  you  can  keep  it.  You  have  no  turkeys ;  you 
would  not  desecrate  the  festival  by  offering  up  a  with- 
ered Chinese  bantam,  instead  of  the  savory  grand  Nor- 
folcian  holocaust,  that  smokes  all  around  my  nostrils 
at  tliisfmoment,  from  a  thousand  firesides.  Then  what 
puddings  have  you  ?  Where  will  you  get  holly  to  stick 
in  your  churches,  or  churches  to  stick  your  dried  tea- 
leaves  (that  must  be  the  substitute)  in?  What 
memorials  you  can  have  of  the  holy  time,  I  see  not. 
A  chopped  missionary  or  two  may  keep  up  the  thin 
idea  of  Lent  and  the  wilderness ;  but  what  standing 
evidence  have  you  of  the  Nativity  ?  —  'tis  our  rosy- 
cheeked,  homestalled  divines,  whose  faces  shine  to  the 
tune  of  unto  us  a  child  was  born ;  faces  fragrant  with 
the  mince-pies  of  half  a  century,  that  alone  can  authen- 
ticate the  cheerful  mystery  —  I  feel,  I  feel  my  bowels 
refreshed  with  the  holy  tide  —  my  zeal  is  great  against 
the  unedified  heathen.  Down  with  the  Pagodas  — 
down  with  the  idols  ^ — Ching-chong-fo — and  his  fool- 
ish priesthood  I  Come  out  of  Babylon,  O  my  fHend  I 
for  her  time  is  come,  and  the  child  that  is  native,  and 
the  Proselyte  of  her  gates,  shall  kindle  and  smoke 
together  I  And  in  sober  sense,  what  makes  you  so  Ion 
from  among  us.  Manning  ?  You  must  not  expect  1 
•ee  the  same  England  again  which  you  left. 

"Empires  have  been  overturned,   clowns  trodde 
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iiito  dust,  tie  face  of  the  western  world  quite  changed: 
yonr  friends  have  all  got  old  —  those  you  left  blooming 
—  myself  (who  am  one  of  the  few  that  remember  you) 
those  golden  hairs  which  you  recollect  my  taking  a 
pride  in,  turned  to  silvery  and  gray.  Mary  has  been 
dead  and  buried  many  years  —  she  desired  to  be  buried 
in  the  silk  gown  you  sent  her.  Rickman,  that  ycu 
remember  active  and  strong,  now  walks  out  supported 
by  a  servant-maid  and  a  stick.  Martin  Burney  is  a 
very  old  man.  The  other  day  an  aged  woman  knocked 
at  my  door,  and  pretended  to  my  acquaintance ;  it  was 
long  before  I  had  the  most  distant  cognition  of  her ; 
but  at  last  together  we  made  her  out  to  be  Louisa,  the 
daughter  of  Mrs.  Topham,  formerly  Mrs.  Morton,  who 
had  been  Mrs.  Reynolds,  formerly  Mrs.  Kenney,  whose 
first  husband  was  Holcroft,  the  dramatic  writer  of  the 
last  century.  St,  Paul's  church  is  a  heap  of  ruins ; 
the  Monument  isn't  half  so  high  ad  you  knew  it,  divers 
parts  being  successively  taken  down  which  the  ravages 
of  time  had  rendered  dangerous  ;  the  horse  at  Charing 
Cross  is  gone,  no  one  knows  whither,  —  and  all  this 
has  taken  place  while  you  have  been  settling  whether 

Ho-hing-tong  should  be  spelt  with  a ,  or  a . 

For  aught  I  see  you  had  almost  as  well  remain  where 
you  are,  and  not  come  like  a  Struldbrug  into  a  world 
where  few  were  bom  when  you  went  away.  Scarce 
here  and  there  one  will  be  able  to  make  out  your  face  ; 
all  your  opinions  will  be  out  of  date,  your  jokes  obso- 
lete, your  puns  rejected  with  fastidiousness  as  wit  of 
the  last  age.  Your  way  of  mathematics  has  already 
given  way  to  a  new  method,  which  after  all  is  I  believe 
the  old  doctrine  of  Maclaurin,  new-vamped  up  with 
what  he  borrowed  of  the  negative  quantity  of  fluxions 
from  Euler* 


270  LETTERS  TO  H 

"  Poor  Godwin  1  I  was  pw 
day  in  Cripplegate  churchyard, 
srai  npon  it  written  by  Miss  — 
good  enough  I  would  send  yon 
who  would  have  hailed  your  re 
shouts  and  clamors,  but  with  t 
tions  of  a  philosopher  anxiom  t 
leading  to  happiness  —  bnt  his  f 
are  ten  feet  deep  in  Cripplegal 
just  dead,  baring  lived  just  lo 
eyes  of  Wordsworth,  who  paid 
a  week  or  two  before  —  poor  C 
be  died,  he  wrote  to  a  books 
poem  on  the  '  Wanderings  ol 
books.  It  is  said  he  has  left 
forty  thousand  treatises  in  crit 
divinity,  but  few  of  them  in 
They  are  now  destined,  perht 
You  see  what  mutations  the  I 
produced,  while  you  have  con 
tary  exile  that  time  which  migl 
friends  —  benefited  your  counti 
useless.  Gather  up  the  wretcl' 
as  &st  as  you  can,  and  come  to 
rub  my  ^es  and  try  to  recognii 
withered  hands  together,  and 
St.  Mary's  church  and  the  barb 
young  students  in  mathematics  i 
Crips,  that  kept  it  afterwards,  i 
in  Trumpington  Street,  and  fi>i 
there  still,  for  I  saw  the  name  u 
took  there  with  my  sister  jnst  1 
pose  you  heard  that  I  had  left 
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gone  into  tlie  Fishmongers'  Almshouses  over  the 
bridge.  I  have  a  little  cabin  there,  small  and  homely, 
but  yon  shall  be  welcome  to  it.  You  like  oysters,  and 
to  open  them  yourself;  I'll  get  you  some  if  you  come 
in  oyster  time.  Marshall,  Godwin's  old  friend,  is  still 
alive,  and  talks  of  the  &ces  you  used  to  make. 
*^  Come  as  soon  as  you  can.  C.  Lamb." 

Here  is  the  next  day's  reverse  of  the  picture. 


TO  MR.  MANNING. 

<'  Dec.  26th,  1816. 

"  Dear  Manning,  —  Following  your  brother's  ex^m 
pie,  I  have  just  ventured  one  letter  to  Canton,  and  am 
now  hazarding  another  (not  exactly  a  duplicate)  to  St. 
Helena.  The  first  was  full  of  unprobable  romantic 
fictions,  fitting  the  remoteness  of  the  mission  it  goes 
upon ;  in  the  present  I  mean  to  confine  myself  nearer 
to  truth  as  you  come  nearer  home.  A  correspond- 
ence with  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth  necessarily 
involves  in  it  some  heat  of  fancy,  it  sets  the  brain 
agoing,  but  I  can  think  on  the  half-way  house  tran« 
quilly.  Your  friends  then  are  not  all  dead  or  grown 
forgetfiil  of  you  through  old  age,  as  that  lying  letter 
asserted,  anticipating  rather  what  must  happen  if  you 
kept  ^nying  on  forever  on  the  skirte  of  creation,  as 
there  seemed  a  danger  of  your  doing  —  but  they  are 
all  tolerably  well  and  in  full  and  perfect  comprehension 
of  what  is  meant  by  Manning's  coming  home  again. 

Mrs. never  lets  her  tongue  run  riot  more  than  in 

remembrances  of  you.      Fanny   expends    herself   in 
phrases  that  can  only  be  justified  by  her  romantic 
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nature.  Mary  reserres  a  port 
be  buried  in  (as  the  false  num 
up  spick  and  span  into  a  bran- 
yon  come.  I  am  the  same 
almost  to  a  surfeiting  identity 
going  to  leave  off  tobacco  !  Si 
other  world  in  which  this  unc 
be  realized.  The  soul  hath  n 
implanted  in  her  in  teud.  On 
think  the  only  one  of  those  £ 
in  common,  has  died  in  eames: 
brother  Robert  is  abo  dead,  i 
op  brothers  and  sisters,  in  th' 
years.  Death  has  not  otherwi 
ilies  that  I  know.  Not  but  hi 
ns,  and  is  whetting  his  infem 
instant,  as  you  see  him  truly 
aive  moral  picture,  '  The  got 
death.'  I  have  in  trust  to  put 
from  Diss,  and  one  from  Lynn 
hope  will  accompany"  this  safe, 
the  one  before  spoken  of  from 
all  hope  that  these  letters  may 
know  why  I  have  forborne  w: 
such  a  forlorn  hope  to  send  a  s 
over  wide  oceans.  And  yet ! 
home,  I  shall  have  you  sitting 
side  just  as  if  you  had  never 
instant  does  the  return  of  a 
■weight  of  ima^nary  perplexit 
and  space  I  I'll  promise  you 
dead  that  kept  the  shop  opposii 
tougher  materiab  of  the  sho] 
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liame  of  its  keeper.  Oysters  continue  to  flourish  there 
under  as  good  auspices.  Poor  Cory  1  But  if  you 
will  absent  yourself  twenty  years  together,  you  must 
not  expect  numerically  the  same  population  to  congrat- 
ulate your  return  which  wetted  the  sea-beach  witli 
their  tears  when  you  went  away.  Have  you  recov- 
ered the  breathless  stonenstaring  astonishment  into 
which  you  must  have  been  thrown  upon  learning  at 
landing  that  an  Emperor  of  France  was  living  in  St. 
Helena?  What  an  event  in  the  solitude  of  the  seas  I 
like  finding  a  fish's  bone  at  the  top  of  Plinlimmon ; 
but  these  things  are  nothing  in  our  western  world. 
Novelties  cease  to  affect.  Come  and  try  what  your 
presence  can. 

**  God  bless  you.  —  Your  old  friend, 

"0.  Lamb." 

The  years  which  Lamb  passed  in  his  chambers  in 
Inner-Temple  Lane  were,  perhaps,  the  happiest  of  his 
life.  His  salary  was  considerably  augmented,  his  fame 
as  an .  author  was  rapidly  extending  ;  he  resided  near 
the  spot  which  he  best  loved  ;  and  was  surrounded  by  a 
motley  group  of  attached  fiHiends,  some  of  them  men 
of  rarest  parts,  and  all  strongly  attached  to  him  and  to 
his  sister.  Here  the  glory  of  ^his  Wednesday  nights 
shone  forth  in  its  greatest  lustre.  If  you  did  not  meet 
there  the  favorites  of  fortune ;  authors  whose  works 
bore  the  highest  price  in  Paternoster  Row,  and  who 
glittered  in  the  circles  of  fashion  ;  you  might  find  those 
who  had  thought  most  deeply  ;  felt  most  keenly  ;  and 
were  destined  to  produce  the  most  lasting  influences  on 
the  literature  and  manners  of  the  age.  There  Hazlitt, 
sometimes  kindling  into   fierce  passion  at  any  mention 
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of  tlie  great  reverses  of  his  idol  Napoleon,  at  other 
times  bashfully  enanciated  the  finest  criticism  on  art ; 
or  dwelt  with  genial  iteration  on  a  passage  in  Chau- 
cer; or,  fresh  from  the  theatre,  expatiated  on  some 
new  instance  of  energy  in  Kean,  or  reluctantly  con- 
ceded a  greatness  to  Kemble;  or  detected  some  popular 
fidlacy  with  the  fidrest  and  the  subtlest  reasoning. 
There  Godwin,  as  he  played  his  quiet  rubber,  or  benig- 
nantly  joined  in  the  gossip  of  the  day,  sat  an  object  of 
curiosity  and  wonder  to  the  stranger,  who  had  been  at 
one  time  shocked  or  charmed  with  his  high  speculation, 
and. at  another  awe-struck  by  the  force  and  graphic 
power  of  his  novels.  There  Coleridge  sometimes, 
though  rarely,  took  his  seat ;  and  then  the  genial  hub- 
bub of  voices  was  stQI ;  critics,  philosophers,  and  poets, 
were  contented  to  listen;  and  toil-worn  lawyers, 
clerks  from  the  India  House,  and  members  of  the  Stock 
Exchange,  grew  romantic  while  he  spoke.  Lamb  used 
to  say  that  he  was  inferior  then  to  what  he  had  been  in 
his  youth  ;  but  I  can  scarcely  believe  it ;  at  least  there 
is  nothing  in  his  early  writing  which  gives  any  idea  of 
the  richness  of  his  mind  so  lavishly  poured  out  at  this 
time  in  his  happiest  moods.  Although  he  looked  much 
older  than  he  was,  his  hair  being  silvered  all  over,  and 
his  person  tending  to  corpulency,  there  was  about  him 
no  trace  of  bodily  sickness  or  mental  decay,  but  rather 
an  air  of  voluptuous  repose.  His  benignity  of  manner 
placed  his  auditors  entirely  at  their  ease  ;  and  inclined 
them  to  listen  delighted  to  the  sweet,  low  tone  in  which 
he  began  to  discourse  on  some  high  theme.  Whether 
he  had  won  for  his  greedy  hstener  only  some  raw  lad, 
or  charmed  a  circle  of  beauty,  rank,  and  wit,  who 
hung  breathless  on  his  wordf,  he  talked  with  equal  elo 
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qnence ;  for  his  subject,  not  his  audience,  inspired  him. 
At  first  his  tones  were  conversal.onal ;  he  seemed  to 
dally  with  the  shadows  of  the  subject  and  with  fan- 
tastic images  which  bordered  it ;  but  gradually  the 
thought  grew  deeper,  and  the  voice  deepened  with  the 
thought;  the  stream  gathering  strength,  seemed  to 
bear  along  with  it  all  things  which  opposed  its  progress, 
and  blended  them  with  its  current ;  and  stretching 
away  among  regions  tinted  with  ethereal  colors,  was 
lost  at  airy  distance  in  Che  horizon  of  &ncy.  His  hear- 
ers were  unable  to  grasp  his  theories,  which  were 
indeed  too  vast  to  be  exhibited  in  the  longest  conversa- 
tion ;  but  they  perceived  noble  images,  generous  sug- 
gestions, affecting  pictures  of  virtue,  which  enriched 
their  minds  and  nurtured  their  best  affections.  Cole- 
ridge  was  somedmes  induced  to  recite  portions  of 
"  Christabel,"  then  enshrined  in  manuscript  from  eyes 
profane,  and  gave  a  bewitching  effect  to  its  wizard 
lines.  But  more  peculiar  in  its  beauty  than  this,  was 
his  recitation  of  Kubla  Khan.  As  he  repeated  the 
passage — 

A  damsel  with  a  dulcimer 
In  a  vision  once  I  saw: 

Ic  was  an  Abyssinian  maid, 
And  on  her  dulcimer  she  played, 
Singing  of  Mont  Abora! 

his  voice  seemed  to  mount,  and  melt  into  air,  as  the 
images  grew  more  visionary,  and  the  suggested  associa- 
tions more  remote.  He  usually  met  opposition  by 
conceding  the  point  to  the  objector,  and  then  went  on 
with  his  high  argument  as  if  it  had  never  been  raised : 
thus  satisfying  his  antagonist,  himself,  and  all  who 
heard  him  ;  none  of  whom  desired  to  hear  his  discourse 
Grittered  into  points,  or  displaced  by  the  near  encounter 
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even  of  the  most  brilliant  wits.  The  first  time  I  met 
him,  which  was  on  one  of  those  Wednesday  evenings, 
we  quitted  the  party  together  between  one  and  two  it. 
the  morning ;  Coleridge  took  mj  arm  and  led  me, 
nothing  loth,  at  a  very  gentle  pace,  to  his  lodgings,  at 
the  Gloucester  Coffee-house,  pouring  into  my  ear  the 
whole  way  an  argument  by  which  he  sought  to  recon- 
cile the  doctrines  of  Necessity  and  Free-will,  winding 
on  through  a  golden  maze  of  exquisite  illustration; 
but  finding  no  end,  except  with  the  termination  of  that 
(to  me)  enchanted  walk.  He  was  only  then  on  the 
tiireshold  of  the  Temple  of  Truth,  into  which  his 
genius  darted  its  quivering  and  uncertain  rays,  but 
which  he  promised  shortly  to  light  up  with  unbroken 
lustre.  ^'  I  understood  a  beauty  in  the  words,  but  not 
the  words : " 

"  And  when  the  stream  of  Boaod, 
Which  overflowed  the  soulf  had  passed  away, 
A  consciousness  survived  that  it  had  left, 
Deposited  upon  the  silent  shore 
Of  memory,  images  and  gentle  thoughts, 
Which  cannot  die,  and  will  not  be  destroyed.'* 

Men  of  "great  mark  and  likelihood"  —  attended  those 
delightfiil  suppers,  where  the  utmost  freedom  prevailed 
—  including  politicians  of  every  grade,  firom  Godwin 
up  to  the  editor  of  the  **  New  Times." 

Hazlitt  has  alluded  con  amore  to  these  meetings  in 
his  Essay  "  On  the  Conversation  of  Authors,"  and  has 
reported  one  of  the  most  remarkable  discussions  which 
graced  them  in  lus  Essay  *'  On  Persons  one  would  wish 
to  have  seen,"  published  by  his  son,  in  the  two  volumes 
of  his  remains,  which  with  so  affectionate  a  care  he  has 
given  to  the  world.  In  this  was  a  fine  touch  of  Lamb's* 
pious  feeling,  breaking   through   his  fimcies  and  his 
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Immors,  which  Hazlitt  has  recorded,  but  which  cannot 
be-  duly  appreciated,  except  by  those  who  can  recall  to 
memory*  the  sufiused  eye  and  quivering  lip  with  which  he 
stammered  out  a  reference  to  the  name  which  he  would 
not  utter.  "  There  is  only  one  other  person  I  can 
ever  think  of  after  this,"  said  he.  "  If  Shakspeare 
was  to  come  into  the  room,  we  should  all  rise  to  meet 
him  ;  but  if  That  Person  were  to  come  into  it,  we 
should  aU  fall  down  and  kiss  the  hem  of  his  garment." 
Among  the  frequent  guests  in  Inner-Temple  Lane 
was  Mr.  Ayrton,  the  director  of  the  music  at  the  Ital- 
ian Opera.  To  him  Lamb  addressed  the  following 
rhymed  epiftle  on  17th  May,  1817. 


TO  WILLIAM  AYBTON,  ESQ. 

My  dear  friend. 
Before  I  end. 
Have  yon  any 
More  orders  for  Don  GioTannl, 
To  gire 
Him  that  doth  lire 
Tour  faithfnl  Zany? 

Without  raillery, 
I  mean  Gallery 
Ones: 
For  I  am  a  person  that  shuns 
Air  ostentation, 
And  being  at  tlie  top  of  the  fashion  | 
And  seldom  go  to  operas 
But  in  JbrmA  pavptru  I 

I  go  to  the  play 
Ja  a  Tery  economical  sort  of  a  wmy, 
Rather  to  see 
Than  be  seen ; 
Tliongfa  I  *m  no  ill  sight 
Keither, 
By  candle-light 
Aad  in  some  kinds  of  weather 
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T<m  might  pit  me 

For  height 
Against  Kean ; 
But  in  a  grand  tragio  scene 
I'm  nothing: 
It  would  create  a  kind  of  loathing 
To  see  me  act  Hamlet; 
There  *d  be  many  a  damn  lei 

Fly 
At  my  presumption, 
If  I  should  try, 
Being  a  fellow  of  no  gumption. 

By  the  way,  tell  me  candidly  how  yoo  relUh 
This,  which  they  call 
The  lapidary  style?  . 

Opinions  vary. 
The  late  Mr.  Mellish 
Gould  never  abide  it; 

He  thought  it  vile, 

And  coxcombical. 
My  friend  the  poet  laureat, 
Who  is  a  great  lawyer  at 

Anything  comical, 
Was  the  first  who  tried  It; 
But  Mellish  could  never  abide  it; 
Bat  it  signifies  very  little  what  Mellish  said, 

Because  he  is  dead. 

For  who  can  confute 
A  body  that's  mule? 
Or  who  would  fight 
With  a  senseless  sprite? 

Or  think  of  troubling 
An  impenetrable  old  goblin, 
That's  dead  and  gone, 
And  stiff  as  stone. 
To  convince  him  with  arguments  pro  and  coo? 
As  if  some  live  logician. 
Bred  up  at  Merton, 
Or  Mr.  Hazlitt,  the  metaphysician,  — 
Hey,  Mr.  Ayrton? 
With  all  your  rare  tone.* 

*  From  this  It  may  at  first  appear,  that  the  author  meant  to  ascribe  vocal 
talents  to  his  friend,  the  Director  of  the  Italian  Opera;  but  it  is  merely  a 
"  line  for  rhyme."  For,  though  the  public  were  indebted  to  Mr.  A.  for 
many  fine  foreign  singersi  we  believe  that  he  never  claimed  to  be  himself 
ft  singer. 
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For  ten  me  how  shonld  sn  apparition 
List  to  your  call,       ^ 
Though  jou  talk*d  for  ever, 

Ever  BO  clever; 
When  his  ear  itself, 
By  which  he  must  hear,  or  not  hear  at  aO^ 
Is  hiid  on  the  shelf  ? 
Or  put  the  case 
(For  more  grace), 
It  were  a  female  spectre  — 
How  could  you  expect  her 
To  take  much  gust 
In  long  speeches. 
With  her  tongue  as  dry  as  diisti 
In  a  sandy  place, 
Where  no  peaches, 
Nor  lemons,  nor  limes,  nor  oranges  hang, 
To  drop  on  the  drought  of  an  arid  harangue 
Or  quench, 
With  their  sweet  drench, 
The  fiery  pangs  which  the  worms  inflict, 
With  their  endless  nibblings, 
Like  quibblings, 
Which  the  corpse  may  dislike,  but  can  ne*er  contradict^* 

Hey,  Mr.  Ajrrton? 
With  aU  your  rare  tone. 

lam, 

0.  LAMB. 

One  of  Lamb's  most  intimate  friends  and  warmest 
admirers,  Barron  Field,  disappeared  from  the  circle  on 
being  appointed  to  a  judicial  situation  in  New  South 
Wales.  In  the  following  letter  to  him,  Lamb  renewed 
the  feeling  with  which  he  had  addressed  Manning  at  the 
distance  of  a  hemisphere. 


TO  MB.  FIELD. 

•'Aug.  Slst,  181T. 

••  My  dear  Barron,  —  The  bearer  of  this  letter  so 
fiur  across  the  seas  is  Mr.  Lawrey,  who  comes  out  to 
you  as  a  missionary,  and  whom  I  have  been  strongly 
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importuned  to.  recommend  to  yon  as  a  most  worthy 
creatnre  by  Mr.  Fenwick,  a  very  old,  honest  friend  of 
mine ;  of  whom,  if  my  memory  does  not  deceive  me, 
yon  have  had  some  knowledge  heretofore  as  editor  df 
^  The  Statesman,^  a  man  of  talent,  and  patriotic.  If 
you  can  show  him  any  facilities  in  his  arduous  under- 
taking, you  will  oblige  us  much.  Well,  and  how  does 
the  land  of  thieves  use  you  ?  and  how  do  you  pass  your 
time,  in  your  extra-judicial  intervals  ?  Going  about 
the  streets  with  a  lantern,  like  Diogenes,  looking  for  an 
honest  man?  You  may  look  long  enough,  I  fancy. 
Do  give  me  some  notion  of  the  manners  of  the  inhabi- 
tants where  you  are.  They  don't  thieve  all  day  long, 
do  they  ?  No  human  property  could  stand  such  con- 
tinuous battery.  And  what  do  they  do  when  tiiej 
an't  stealing? 

"Have  you  got  a  theatre?  "What  pieces  are  per- 
formed ?  Shakspeare's,  I  suppose ;  not  so  much  for 
the  poetry,  as  for  his  having  once  been  in  danger  of 
leaving  his  country  on  account  of  certain  ^  small  deer. 

"  Have  you  poets  among  you  ?  Cursed  plagiarists, 
I  fency,  if  you  have  any.  *  I  would  not  trust  an  idea, 
or  a  pocket-handkerchief  of  mine,  among  'em.  You 
are  almost  competent  to  answer  Lord  Bacon's  problem, 
whether  a  nation  of  atheists  can  subsist  together.  You 
axe  practically  in  one : 

'  So  thievish  'tis,  that  the  eighth  oommandmeQt  Itself 
Scarce  seemeth  there  to  be.* 

Our  old  honest  world  goes  on  with  little  perceptible 
variation.     Of  course  you  have  heard  of  poor  Mitch- 
ell's death,  and  that  G.  Dyer  is  one  of  Lord  Stan- 
hope's residuaries.      I  am  afraid  he  has  not  touches 
much  of  the  residue  yet.     He  is  positively  as  lean  as 
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Cassias.     Barnes  is  going  to  Demerara,  or  Essequibo, 

I  am  not  quite  certain  which.     A is  tmned  actor. 

He  came  out  in  genteel  comedy  at  Cheltenham  this  sea- 
son, and  has  hopes  of  a  London  engagement. 

"  For  my  own  history,  I  am  just  in  the  same  spot, 
doing  the  same  thing  (videUcet,  little  or  nothing),  as 
when  you  left  me ;  only  I  have  positive  hopes  that  I 
shall  be  able  to  conquer  that  inveterate  habit  of  smok- 
ing which  you  may  remember  I  indulged  in.  I  think 
of  making  a  beginning  this  evening,  viz.,  Sunday,  31st 
Aug.,  1817,  not  Wednesday,  2d  Feb.,  1818,  as  it  will 
be  perhaps  when  you  read  this  for  the  first  time. 
There  is  the  difficulty  of  writing  fi'om  one  end  of  the 
globe  (hemispheres  I  call  'em)  to  another  1  Why,  half 
the  truths  I  have  sent  you  in  this  letter  will  become 
lies  before  they  reach  you,  and  some  of  the  lies  (which 
I  have  mixed  for  variety's  sake,  and  to  exercise  your 
judgment  in  the  finding  of  tliem  out)  may  be  turned 
into  sad  realities  before  you  shall  be  called  upon  to  de- 
tect them.  Such  are  the  defects  of  going  by  different 
chronologies.  Your  now  is  not  my  now  ;  and  again, 
your  then  is  not  my  then  ;  but  my  now  may  be  your 
then,  and  vice  versa.  Whose  head  is  competent  to 
these  things? 

"  How  does  Mrs.  Field  get  on  in  her  geography  ? 
Does  she  know  where  she  is  by  this  time  ?  I  am  not 
sure  sometimes  you  are  not  in  another  planet ;  but  then 
I  don't  like  to  ask  Capt.  Bumey,  or  any  of  those  that 
know  anything  about  it,  for  fear  of  exposing  my  igno^ 
ranee. 

"  Our  kindest  remembrances,  however,  to  Mrs.  F., 
if  she  will  accept  of  reminiscences  from  another  planet 
OT  at  least  another  hemisphere.  C.  L." 
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Lamb's  intention  of  spending  the  rest  of  his  days  in 
the  Middle  Temple  was  not  to  be  realized.  The  in- 
conveniences of  being  in  chambers  began  to  be  felt  as 
he  and  his  sister  grew  older,  and  in  the  autumn  of  this 
year  they  removed  to  lodgings  in  Russell  Street,  Covent 
Grarden,  the  comer  house,  delightfiilly  situated  between 
the  two  great  theatres.  In  November,  1817,  Miss 
Lamb  announced  the  removal  to  Miss  Wordsworth  in 
a  letter,  to  which  Lamb  added  the  following:  — 


TO  MISS  WORDSWORTH. 

**  Not.  21st,  1817. 

"Dear  Miss  Wordsworth, — Here  we  are,  trans- 
planted from  our  native  soil.  I  thought  we  never 
could  have  been  torn  up  ftK)m  the  Temple.  Indeed  it 
was  an  ugly  wrench,  but  like  a  tooth,  now  'tis  out,  and 
I  am  easy.  We -never  can  strike  root  so  deep  in  any 
other  ground.  This,  where  we  are,  is  a  b'ght  bit  of 
gardener's  mould,  and  if  they  take  us  up  from  it,  it  will 
cost  no  blood  and  groans,  like  mandrakes  pulled  up. 
We  are  in  the  individual  spot  I  like  best,  in  all  this 
great  city.  The  theatres,  with  all  their  noises.  Covent 
Garden,  dearer  to  me  than  any  gardens  of  Alcinoiis, 
where  we  are  morally  sure  of  the  earliest  peas  and 
'sparagus.  Bow  Street,  where  the  thieves  are  examined, 
within  a  few  yards  of  us.  Mary  had  not  been  here 
four-and-twenty  hours  before  she  saw  a  thief.  She  sits 
at  the  window  working ;  and  casually  throwing  out  her 
eyes,  she  sees  a  concourse  of  people  coming  this  way, 
with  a  constable  to  conduct  the  solemnity.  These  litde 
incidents  agreeably  diversify  a  female  life. 

"  Mary  has  brought  her  part  of  this  letter  to  an 
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orthodox  and  loving  conclusion,  which  is  very  well,  for 
I  have  no  room  for  pansies  and  rememhrances.  What 
a  nice  holiday  I  got  on  Wednesday  by  &vor  of  a  prin- 
cess dying  I  C.  L." 


CHAPTER  XI. 

[1818  to  1820.] 

LSTTSBS    TO    WORDSWOBTH,    SOUTHET,    MANNINO,    AKD 

COLBRIDOS. 

Lamb,  now  in  the  immediate  neighborhood  of  the 
theatres,  renewed  the  dramatic  associations  of  his  youth, 
which  the  failure  of  one  experiment  had  not  chilled. 
Although  he  rather  loved  to  dwell  on  the  recollections 
of  the  actors  who  had  passed  from  the  stage,  than  to 
mingle  with  the  happy  crowds  who  hailed  the  succes- 
sive triumphs  of  Mr.  Kean,  he  formed  some  new  and 
steady  theatrical  attachments.  His  chief  favorites  of 
this  time  were  Miss  Kelly,  Miss  Burrell  of  the  Olym- 
pic, and  Munden.  The  first,  then  the  sole  support  of 
the  English  Opera,  became  a  frequent  guest  in  Great 
RusseD  Street,  and  charmed  the  circle  there  by  the 
heartiness  of  her  manners,  the  delicacy  and  gentleness 
of  her  remarks,  and  her  unaffected  sensibility,  as  much 
as  she  had  done  on  the  stage.  Miss  Burrell,  a  lady  of 
more  limited  powers,  but  with  a  frank  and  noble  style, 
was  discovered  by  Lamb  on  one  of  the  visits  which  he 
paid,  on  the  invitation  of  his  old  friend  Elliston  to  the 
Olympic,  where  the  lady  performed  the  hero  of  that 
happy  parody  of  Moncxieff's  Giovanni  in  London.   To 
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her  Lamb  devoted  a  little  article^  which  he  sent  tu  the 
**  Examiner/'  in  which  he  thus  addresses  her :  —  **  But 
Giovanni,  free^  fine,  frank-spirited,  single-hearted  crear 
ture,  turning  all  the  mischief  into  fun  as  harmless  as 
toys,  or  children's  make  believe^  what  praise  can  we  re- 
pay to  you  adequate  to  the  pleasure  which  you  have 
given  us  ?  We  had  better  be  silent,  for  you  have  no 
name,  and  our  mention  will  but  be  thought  fantastical. 
You  have  taken  out  the  sting  from  the  evil  thing,  by 
what  magic  we  know  not,  for  there  are  actresses  of 
greater  merit  and  likelihood  than  you.  With  you  and 
your  Giovanni  our  spirits  will  hold  communion,  when- 
ever sorrow  or  sufiering  shall  be  our  lot.  We  have 
seen  you  triumph  over  the  infernal  powers ;  and  pain 
and  Erebus,  and  the  powers  of  darkness,  are  sliapes  of 
a  dream."  Miss  Burrell  soon  married  a  person  named 
Gold,  and  disappeared  from  the  stage.  To  Munden  in 
prose,  and  Miss  Kelly  in  verse.  Lamb  has  done  ample 
justice. 

Lamb's  increasing  celebrity,  and  universal  kindness, 
rapidly  increased  the  number  of  his  visitors.  He  thus 
complained,  in  wayward  mood,  of  them  to  Mrs.  Words- 
worth:— 


TO  MRS.  WORDSWORTH. 

«  Eatt-IndU  Hoiue,  18th  Feb.,  1818. 

•*  My  dear  Mrs.  Wordsworth, — I  have  repeatedly 
taken  pen  in  hand  to  answer  your  kind  letter.     My 
sister  should  more  properly  have  done  it,  but  she  hai 
ing  failed,  I  consider  myself  answerable  for  her  debt 
t  am  now  trying  to  do  it  in  the  midst  of  commercial 
noises,  and  with  a  quill  which  seems  more  ready 
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glide  into  arithmetical  figures  and  names  of  gourds, 
cassia,  cardemoms,  aloes,  ginger,  or  tea,  than  into  kind- 
ly responses  and  friendly  recollections.  The  reason 
why  I  cannot  write  letters  at  home,  is,  that  I  am  never 
alone.  Plato's —  (I  w^rite  to  W.  W.  now)  — Plato's 
double-animal  parted  never  longed  more  to  be  recipro- 
cally reunited  in  the  system  of  its  first  creation,  than 
I  sometimes  do  to  be  but  for  a  moment  single  and  separ 
rate.  Except  my  morning's  walk  to  the  office,  which 
is  like  treading  on  sands  of  gold  for  that  reason,  I  am 
never  so.  I  cannot  walk  home  fi'om  office,  but  some 
officious  friend  offers  his  unwelcome  courtesies  to  ac- 
company me.  All  the  morning  I  am  pestered.  I 
could  sit  and  gravely  cast  up  sums  in  great  books,  or 
compare  sum  with  sum,  and  write  *  paid  '  against  tliis, 
and  *  unpaid '  against  t'other,  and  yet  reserve  in  some 
comer  of  my  mind,  ^  some  darling  thoughts  all  my 
own' — fiunt  memory  of  some  passage  in  a  book,  or  the 
tone  of  an  absent  fiiend's  voice — a  snatch  of  Miss 
Burrell's  singing,  or  a  gleam  of  Fanny  Kelly's  divine 
plain  &ce.  The  two  operations  might  be  going  on  at 
the  same  time  without  thwarting,  as  the  sun's  two  mo- 
tions (earth's  I.  mean),  or,  as  I  sometimes  turn  round 
tiD  I  am  giddy,  in  my  back  parlor,  while  my  sister  is 
walking  longitudinally  in  the  fi-ont ;  or,  as  the  shoulder 
of  veal  twists  round  with  the  spit,  while  .the  smoke 
wreathes  up  the  chimney.  But  there  are  a  set  of  ama- 
teurs of  the  Belles  Lettres — the  gay  science — who 
come  to  me  as  a  sort  of  rendezvous,  putting  questions 
of  criticism,  of  British  Institutions,  Lalla  Rookhs,  &c. 
— what  Coleridge  said  at  the  lecture  last  night — who 
have  tlie  form  of  reading  men,  but,  for  any  possible 
use  reading  can  be  to  them,  but  to  talk  of,  might  as 
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well  have  been  Ante-Cadmeans  bom,  or  have  lain 
sucking  out  the  sense  of  an  Egyptian  hieroglyph  as 
long  as  the  pyramids  will  last,  before  they  should  find 
it.  These  pests  worrit  me  at  business,  and  in  all  its 
intervals,  perplexing  my  accounts,  poisoning  my  litde 
salutary  warming-time  at  the  fire,  puzzling  my  pant'* 
graphs  if  I  take  a  newspaper,  cramming  in  between 
my  own  fi*ee  thoughts  and  a  column  of  figures,  which 
had  come  to  an  amicable  compromise  but  for  them. 
Thdr  noise  ended,  one  of  them,  as  I  said,  accompanies 
me  home,  lest  I  should  be  solitary  for  a  moment ;  he 
at  length  takes  his  welcome  leave  at  the  door;  up  I  go, 
mutton  on  table,  hungry  as  hunter,  hope  to  forget 
my  cares,  and  bury  them  in  the  agreeable  abstraction 

of  mastication  ;  knock  at  the  door,  in  comes  Mr. , 

or  Mr. ,  or  Demigorgon,  or  my  brother,  or  some- 
body, to  prevent  my  eating  alone — a  process  absolute- 
ly necessary  to  my  poor  wretched  digestion.  O,  the 
pleasure  of  eating  alone! — eating  my  dinner  alone  I 
let  me  think  of  it.  '  But  in  they  come,  and  make  it 
absolutely  necessary  that  I  should  open  a  bottle  of 
orange  —  for  my  meat  turns  into  stone  when  any  one 
dines  with  me,  if  I  have  not  wine.  Wine  can  jollify 
stones ;  then  that  wine  turns  into  acidity,  acerbity, 
misanthropy,  a  hatred  of  my  interrupters  —  (God 
bless  'em  II  love  some  of  'em  dearly),  and  with  the 
hatred,  a  still  greater  aversion  to  their  going  away. 
Bad  is  the  dead  sea  they  bring  upon  me,  choking  and 
deadening,  but  worse  is  the  deader  dry  sand  they  leave 
me  on,  if  they  go  before  bedtime.  Come  never,  I 
would  say  to  these  spoilers  of  my  dinner ;  but  if  you 
come,  never  go  I  The  fact  is,  this  interruption  does 
not  happen  very  often,  but  every  time  it  comes  by  sup- 
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prise,  that  present  bane  of  my  life,  orange  wine,  with 
all  its  dreary  stifling  consequences,  follows.  Evening 
company  I  ^onld  always  like  had  I  any  mornings,  but 
I  am  saturated  with  human  faces  (^divine  forsooth  I) 
and  voices,  all  the  golden  morning ;  and  five  evenings 
in  a  week,  would  be  as  much  as  I  should  covet  to  be 
in  company,  but  I  assure  you  that  is  a  wonderful 
week  in  which  I  can  get  two,  or  one  to  myself.  I  am 
never  C.  L.,  but  always  C.  L.  &  Co.  He,  who  thought 
it  not  good  for  man  to  be  alone,  preserve  me  from  the 
more  prodigious  monstrosity  of  being  never  by  myself  I 
I  forget  boltime,  but  even  there  these  sociable  frogs 
clamber  up  to  annoy  me.  Once  a  week,  generally 
some  singular  evening  that  being  alone,  I  go  to  bed  at 
the  hour  I  ought  always  to  be  abed  ;  just  close  to  my 
bedrpom  window  is  the  dub-room  of  a  public-house, 
where  a  set  of  singers,  I  take  them  to  be  chorus  singers 
of  the  two  theatres  (it  must  hii  both  of  thern)^  begin 
their  orgies.  They  are  a  set  of  fellows  (as  I  conceive) 
who,  being  limited  by  their  talents  to  the  burden  of  the 
song  at  the  playhouses,  in  revenge  have  got  the  com- 
mon popular  airs  by  Bishop,  or  some  cheap  composer, 
arranged  for  choruses,  that  is,  to  be  sung  all  in  chorus. 
At  least  I  never  can  catch  any  of  the  text  of  the  plain 
song,  nothing  but  the  Babylonish  choral  howl  at  the 
tail  on't.  *  That  fury  being  quenched ' —  the  howl  I 
mean — a  burden  succeeds  of  shouts  and  clapping,  and 
knocking  of  the  table.  At  length  overtasked  nature 
drops  under  it,  and  escapes  for  a  few  hours  into 
the  society  of  the  sweet  silent  creatures  of  dreams, 
which  go  away  with  mocks  and  mows  at  cock- 
crow. And  then  I  think  of  the  words  Christabers 
&.ther  used  (bless^  me,  I  have  dipt  in  the  wrong  ink) 
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to  say  every  morning  by  way  of  variety  when  lie 
awoke : 

*  Every  knell,  the  Baron  salth, 
Wakes  us  up  to  a  world  of  death ' — 

or  something  like  it.  All  I  mean  by  this  senseless  in- 
terrupted tale,  is^,  tliat  by  my  central  situation,  I  am  a 
little  oveivcompanied.  Not  that  I  have  any  animosity 
against  the  good  creatures  that  are  so  anxious  to  drive 
away  the  harpy  solitude  jfrom  me.  I  like  'em,  and 
cards,  and  a  cheerful  glass ;  but  I  mean  merely  to  give 
you  an  idea  between  office  confinement  and  after-oflSce 
society,  how  little  time  I  can  call  my  own.  I  mean 
only  to  draw  a  picture,  not  to  make  an  inference.  I 
would  not  that  I  know  of  have  it  otherwise.  I  only 
wish  sometimes  I  could  exchange  some  of  my  &ces  and 
voices  for  the  faces  and  voices  which  a  late  visitation 
brought  most  welcome,  and  carried  away,  leaving  re- 
gret but  mo/e  pleasure,  even  a  kind  of  gratitude,  at 
being  so  often  favored  with  that  kind  northern  visita- 
tion. My  London  faces  and  noises  don't  hear  me  — 
I  mean  no  disrespect,  or  I  should  explain  myself,  that 
instead  of  their  return  220  times  a  year,  and  the  return 
of  W.  W.,  &c.,  seven  times  in  104  weeks,  some  more 
equal  distribution  might  be  found.  I  have  scarce  room 
to  put  in  Mary's  kind  love,  and  my  poor  name, 

"  C.  Lamb." 


"  S.  T.  C.  is  lecturing  with  success.  I  mean  to  hear 
6ome  of  the  course,  but  lectures  are  not  much  to  my 
taste,  whatever  the  lecturer  may  be.  If  read^  they  are 
dismal  flat,  and  you  can't  think  why  you  are  brought 
together  to  hear  a  man  read  his  works,  which  you 
could  read  so  much  better  at  leisure  yourself;  if  de- 
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livered  extempore,  I  am  always  in  pain,  lest  the  gift  of 
ntterance  should  suddenly  £iil  the  orator  in  the  middle, 
as  it  did  me  at  the  dinner  given  in  honor  of  me  at  the 
London  Tavern.  *  Gentlemen,'  said  I,  and  there  I 
stopped ;  the  rest  my  feelings  were  under  the  necessity 
of  supplying.  Mrs.  Wordsworth  wUl  go  on,  kindly 
haunting  us  with  visions  of  seeing  the  lakes  once  more, 
which  never  can  be  realized.  Between  us  there  is  a 
great  gulf^  not  of  inexplicable  moral  antipathies  and 
distances,  I  hope,  as  there  seemed  to  be  between  me 
and  that  gentleman  concerned  in  the  stamp  office,  that 
I  so  strangely  recoiled  from  at  Haydon's.  I  think  I 
had  an  instinct  that  he  was  the  head  of  an  office.  I 
hate  all  such  people — accountants'  deputy  accountants. 
The  dear  abstract  notion  of  the  East  India  Company, 
as  long  as  she  is  imseen,  is  pretty,  rather  poetical ;  but 
as  she  makes  herself  manifest  by  the  persons  of  such 
beasts,  I  loathe  and  detest  her  as  the  scarlet  what-do- 
you-call-her  of  Babylon.  I  thought,  after  abridging  us 
of  air  our  red-letter  days,  they  had  done  their  worst, 
but  I  was  deceived  in  the  length  to  which  heads  of 
offices,  those  true  liberty-haters,  can  go.  They  are  the 
tyrants,  not  Ferdinand,  nor  Nero — by  a  decree  passed 
this  week,  they  have  abridged  us  of  the  immemorially- 
observed  custom  of  going  at  one  o'clock  of  a  Saturday, 
the  little  shadow  of  a  holiday  left  us.  Dear  W.  W. 
be  thankftd  for  liberty." 

Among  Lamb's  new  acquaintances  was  Mr.  Cliarles 
Olher,  a  young  bookseller  of  considerable  literary  tal- 
ent, which  he  has  since  exhibited  in  the  original  and 
beautiful  tale  of  **  Inesilla,"  who  proposed  to  him  the 
publication  of  his  scattered  writings  in  a  collected  form. 

▼ou  I.  10 
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Lamb  acceded ;  and  nearly  all  he  had  then  written  in 
prose  and  verse,  were  published  this  year  by  Mr.  Oilier 
and  his  brother,  in  two  small  and  elegant  volumes. 
Early  copies  were  despatched  to  Southey  and  Words- 
worth ;  the  acknowledgments  of  the  former  of  whom 
produced  a  reply,  from  which  the  following  is  an  ex- 
tract:— 

TO  MB.   SOUTHEY. 

«<  Monday,  Oct  26th,  1818. 

"  Dear  Southey,  —  I  am  pleased  with  your  friendly 
remembrances  of  my  little  things.  I  do  not  know 
whether  I  have  done  a  siUy  thing,  or  a  wise  one,  but  it 
is  of  no  great  consequence.  I  run  no  risk,  and  care  for 
no  censures.  My  bread  and  cheese  is  stable  as  the  foun- 
dations of  Leadenhall  Street,  and  if  it  hold  out  as  long 
as  the  ^  foundations  of  our  empire  in  the  East,'  I  shall 
do  pretty  well.  You  and  W.  W.  should  have  had 
your  presentation  copies  more  ceremoniously  sent,  but 
I  had  no  copies  when  I  was  leaving  town  for  my  holi- 
days, and  rather  than  delay,  commissioned  my  book* 
seller  to  send  them  thus  nakedly.  By  not  hearing 
from  W.  W.  or  you,  I  began  to  be  afraid  Murray  had 
not  sent  them.  I  do  not  see  S.  T.  C.  so  often  as  I 
could  wish.  I  am  better  than  I  deserve  to  be.  The  hot 
weather  has  been  such  a  treat  I  Mary  joins  in  this  lit- 
tle comer  in  kindest  remembrances  to  you  aU. 

C.  L." 

Lamb's  interest  was  strongly  excited  for  Mr.  Ken 
ney,   on  the  production  of  his  comedy  entitled  "  A 
Word  to  the  Ladies.^^    Lamb  had  engaged  to  contribute 
the  prologue ;  but  the  promise  pressed  hard  upon  him, 


LETTER   TO   COLERIDGE.  291 

and  be  procured  the  requisite  quantity  of  verse  from  a 
very  inferior  hand.  Kenney,  who  had  married  Hol- 
crofl's  widow,  had  more  than  succeeded  to  him  in 
Lamb's  regards.  Holcroft  had  considerable  dramatic 
skill ;  great  force  and  earnestness  of  style,  and  noble  sin- 
cerity and  uprightness  of  disposition ;  but  he  was  an 
austere  observer  of  morals  and  manners ;  and  even  his 
grotesque  characters  were  hardly  and  painfully  sculp- 
tured ;  while  Kenney,  with  as  fine  a  perception  of  the 
ludicrous  and  the  peculiar,  was  more  airy,  more  indul- 
gent, more  graceful,  and  exhibited  more  frequent' 
glimpses  of  ^'  the  gayest,  happiest  attitude  of  things.'' 
The  comedy  met  with  less  success  than  the  reputation 
of  the  author  and  brilliant  experience  of  the  past  had 
rendered  probable,  and  Lamb  had  to  perform  the  office 
of  comforter,  as  he  had  done  on  the  more  unlucky  event 
to  Godwin.  To  this  play  Lamb  refers  in  the  following 
note  to  Coleridge,  who  was  contemplating  a  course  of 
lectures  on  Shakspeare,  and  who  sent  Lamb  a  ticket, 
with  sad  forebodings  that  the  course  would  be  his  last. 


TO  MR.   COLERIDGE. 

**  Dee.  a4tfa,  1818. 

My  dear  Coleridge,^-!  have  been  in  a  state  of 
incessant  hurry  ever  since  the  receipt  of  your  ticket. 
It  found  me  incapable  of  attending  you,  it  being  the 
night  of  Kenney's  new  comedy.     You  know  my  local 
aptitudes  at  such  a  time  ;  I  have  been  a  thorough  ren- 
dezvous for  all  consultations ;  my  head  begins  to  clear 
p  a  little,  but  it  has  had  bells  in  it.    Thank  you  kindly 
>T  your  ticket,  though  the  mournful  prognostic  which 
ccompanies  it  certainly  renders  its  permanent  preten« 
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sions  less  marketable;  but  I  trust  to  hear  many  a 
course  yet.  You  excepted  Christmas  week,  by  which 
I  understood  next  wedc^  I  thought  Christmas  w(iek 
was  that  which  Christmas  Sunday  ushered  in.  We  are 
sorry  it  never  lies  in  your  way  to  come  to  us ;  but, 
dear  Mahomet,  we  will  come  to  you.  Will  it  be  con- 
venient to  all  the  good  people  at  Highgate,  if  we  take 
a  stage  up,  not  next  Sunday^  but  the  following,  viz., 
8d  January,  1819  —  shall  we  be  too  late  to  catch  a 
skirt  of  the  old  outgoer?  —  how  the  years  crumble 
from  imder  us  I  We  shall  hope  to  see  you  before  then ; 
but  if  not,  let  us  know  if  then  will  be  convenient.  Can 
we  secure  a  coach  home  ? 

"  Believe  me  ever  yours,  C.  Lamb." 

*^  I  have  but  one  holiday,  which  is  Christmassy 
itself  nakedly :  no  pretty  garnish  and  fiinges  of  St. 
John's-day,  Holy  Innocents,  &c.,  that  used  to  bestud 
it  all  around  in  the  calendar.  Improbe  lobar!  I  write 
six  hours  every  day  in  this  candlelight  fog-den  at 
Leadenhall." 

In  the  next  year  [1819]  Lamb  was  greatly  pleased 
by  the  dedication  to  him  of  Wordsworth's  poem  of 
*'The  Wagoner,"  which  Wordsworth  had  read  to 
him  in  MS.  thirteen  years  before.  On  receipt  of  the 
little  volume,  Lamb  acknowledged  it  as  follows :  — 


TO  MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

"June  7th,  1819. 

**  My  dear  Wordsworth,  — You  cannot  imagine  how 
proud  we  are  here  of  the  dedication.    We  read  it  twice 
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for  once  that  we  do  the  poem.  I  mean  all  through  ; 
yet  '  Benjamin '  is  no  common  favorite ;  tliere  is  a 
spirit  of  beautiful  tolerance  in  it ;  it  is  as  good  as  it 
was  in  1806 ;  and  it  will  be  as  good  in  1829,  if  our 
dim  ejes  shall  be  awake  to  peruse  it.  Methinks  there 
is  a  kind  of  shadowing  affinity  between  the  subject  of 
the  narrative  and  the  subject  of  the  dedication  ;  —  but 
I  will  not  enter  into-  personal  themes,  else,  substituting. 
***********  for  Ben,  and  the  Honorable  United 
Company  of  Merchants  trading  to  the  East  Indies,  for 
the  master  of  the  misused  team,  it  might  seem,  by  no 
far-fetched  analogy,  to  point  its  dim  warnings  hither- 
ward ;  but  I  reject  the  omen,  especially  as  its  import 
seems  to  have  been  diverted  to  another  victim. 

"I  will  never  write  another  letter  with  alternate 

inks.     You  cannot  imagine  how  it  cramps  the  flow  of 

the  style.     I  can  conceive,  Pindar  (I  do  not  mean  to 

compare  myself  to  Urn),  by  the  command  of  Hiero, 

the  Sicilian  tyrant  (was  not  he  the  tyrant  of  some 

place  ?  fie  on  my  neglect  of  history)  ;  I  can  conceive 

him  by  conmumd  of  Hiero  or  Perillus  set  down  to  pen 

an  Isthmian  or  Kemean  panegyric  in  lines,  alternate 

red  and  black.     I  maintain  he  couldn't  have  done  it ; 

it  would  have  been  a  straitlaced  torture  to  his  muse  ; 

he  would  have  call'd  for  the  bull  for  a  relief.     Neither 

could  Lycidas,  or  the  Chorics  (how  do  you  like  the 

word  ?)  of  Samson  Agonistes,  have  been  written  with 

two  inks.     Your  couplets  with  points,  epilogues  to  Mr. 

H.'s,  &c.,  might  be  even  benefited  by  the  twy-fount, 

rhere  one  line  (the  second)  is  for  point,  and  the  first 

)r  rhyme.     I  think  the  alternation  would  assist,  like  a 

ould.    I  maintain  it,  you  could  not  have  written  your 

Lanzas  on  preexistence  with  two  inks.     Try  another ; 
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and  Rogers,  with  his  sOver  standish,  having  one  ink 
only,  I  will  bet  my  *  Ode  on  Tobacco,'  against  the 
*  Pleasures  of  Memory,'  —  and  *  Hope,'  too,  shall  put 
more  fervor  of  enthusiasm  into  the  same  subject  than 
you  can  with  your  two  ;  he  shall  do  it  gtctns  pede  in 
uno^  as  it  were. 

"  The  *  Wagoner  *  is  very  ill  put  up  in  boards,  at 
least  it  seems  to  me  always  to  open  at  the  dedication  ; 
but  that  is  a  mechanical  fault.  I  re-read  the  *  White 
Doe  of  Rylstone ; '  the  title  should  be  always  written 

at  length,  as  Mary  Sabilla  N ,  a  very  nice  woman 

of  our  acquaintance,  always  signs  hers  at  the  bottom  of 
the  shortest  note.      Mary  told  her,  if  her  name  had 

been  Mary  Ann,  she  would  have  signed  M.  A.  N ^ 

or  M.  only,  dropping  the  A. ;  which  makes  me  think, 
with  some  other  trifles,  that  she  understands  something 
of  human  nature.  My  pen  goes  galloping  on  most 
rhapsodically,  glad  to  have  escaped  the  bondage  of  two 
inks. 

^'  Manning  had  just  sent  it  home,  and  it  came  as 
firesh  to  me  as  the  immortal  creature  it  speaks  of.  M. 
sent  it  home  with  a  note,  having  this  passage  in  it :  ^  I 
cannot  help  writing  to  you  while  I  am  reading  Words- 
worth's poem.  I  am  got  into  the  third  canto,  and  say 
that  it  raises  my  opinion  of  him  very  much  indeed.* 
*Tis  broad,  noble,  poetical,  with  a  masterly  scanning 
of  human  actions,  absolutely  above  common  readers. 
What  a  manly  (implied)  interpretation  of  (bad)  party- 
actions,  as  trampling  the  Bible,  ftc.,'  and  so  he  goes  on. 

"  I  do  not  know  which  I  like  best,  — the  prologue 

*  "K.B.  — M.,  flom   his  peregrinations,  is  twelve  or  fourteen  yean 
iu  his  knowledge  of  who  has  or  has  not  written  good  verM  of 
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(the  latter  part  especially)  to  P.  Bell,  or  the  epilogue 
to  Benjamin,  Yes,  I  tell  stories ;  I  do  know  I  like  the 
last  best;  and  the  ^Wagoner'  altogether  is  a  pleas- 
anter  remembrance  to  me  than  the  ^  Itinerant.'  If  it 
were  not,  the  page  before  the  first  page  would  and 
ought  to  make  it  so. 

"  If,  as  you  say,  the  *  Wagoner,'  in  some  sort,  came 
at  my  call,  oh  for  a  potent  voice  to  call  forth  the  ^  Re- 
cluse '  from  his  profound  dormitory,  where  he  sleeps 
forgetful  of  his  foolish  charge  —  the  world. 

^^  Had  I  three  inks,  I  would  invoke  him  I  Talfourd 
has  written  a  most  kind  review  of  *  J.  Woodvil,'  &c.,  in 
the  ^  Champion.'  He  is  your  most  zealous  admirer,  in 
solitude  and  in  crowds.  H.  Crabb  Robinson  gives  me 
any  dear  prints  that  I  happen  to  admire,  and  I  love 
him  for  it  and  for  other  things.  Alsager  shall  have  his 
copy,  but  at  present  I  have  lent  it  far  a  day  only^  not 
choosing  to  part  with  my  own.  Mary's  love.  How  do 
you  all  do,  amanuenses  both  —  marital  and  sororal  ? 

"C  Lamb." 

The  next  letter  which  remains  is  addressed  to  Man- 
ning (returned  to  England,  and  domiciled  in  Hert- 
fordshire), in  the  spring  of  1819. 


TO   MB.  MANNING. 

**  My  dear  M.,  —  I  want  to  know  how  your  brother 
IB,  if  you  have  heard  lately.  I  want  to  know  about 
you.  I  wish  you  were  nearer.  How  are  my  cousins, 
the  Gladmans  of  Wheathamstead,  and  farmer  Bniton  ? 
Mrs.  Bruton  is  a  glorious  woman. 

*  flail,  Mackexy  End*— 
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This  is  a  fragment  of  a  blank  verse  poem  which  I  once 
meditated,  but  got  no  Airther.*  The  E.  I.  H.  has 
been  thrown  into  a  quandary  by  the  strange  phenome- 
non of  poor ,  whom  I  have  knosvn  man  and 

mad-man  twenty-seven  years,  he  being  elder  here  than 
myself  by  nine  years  and  more*  He  was  always  a 
pleasant,  gossiping,  half-headed,  muzzy,  dozing,  dream- 
ing, walk-about,  inoffensive  chap ;  a  little  too  fond  of 

the  creature ;   who  isn't  at  times  ?  but had  not 

brains  to  work  off  an  over  night's  surfeit  by  ten  o'clock 
next  morning,  and  unfortunately,  in  he  wandered  the 
other  morning  drunk  with  last  night,  and  with  a  super- 
fetation  of  drink  taken  in  since  he  set  out  from  bed. 
He  came  staggering  under  his  double  burden,  like 
trees  in  Java,  bearing  at  once  blossom,  fruit,  and  falling 
fruit,  as  I  have  heard  you  or  some  other  traveller  tell, 
with  liis  &ce  literally  as  blue  as  the  bluest  firmament ; 
some  wretched  calico  that  he  had  mopped  his  poor  oozy 
front  with  had  rendered  up  its  native  dye,  and  the 
devil  a  bit  would  he  consent  to  wash  it,  but  swore  it 
was  characteristic,  for  he  was  going  to  the  sale  of  in- 
digo, and  set  up  a  laugh  which  I  did  not  tliink  the 
lungs  of  mortal  man  were  competent  to.  It  was  like 
a  thousand  people  laughing,  or  the  Goblin  Page.  He 
imagined  afterwards  that  the  whole  office  had  been 
laughing  at  him,  so  strange  did  his  own  sounds  strike 

upon  his  nonsensorium.     But  '• has  laughed  his  last 

laugh,  and  awoke  the  next  day  to  find  himself  reduced 
fi*om  an  abused  income  of  600Z.  per  annum  to  one 
sixth  of  the  sum,  after  thirty-six  years'  tolerably  good 

*  See  **Mack6r7  End,  in  Hertfordshire,"  — iMays  of  EUck,  p.  100?^ 
for  a  charming  aooooiit  of  a  Tisit  to  their  cousin  in  the  country  iff^ttu 
Mr.  BaxTon  Field. 
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service.  The  quality  of  mercy  was  not  strained  in  hw 
behalf;  the  gentle  dews  dropt  not  on  him  from  heaven. 
It  just  came  across  me  that  I  was  writing  to  Canton. 
Will  you  drop  in  to-morrow  night  ?  Fanny  Kelly  is 
coming,  if  she  does  not  cheat  us.  Mrs.  Gold  is  well, 
but  proves  '*  uncoined,*  as  the  lovers  about  Wheatham- 
stead  would  say. 

^^  I  have  not  had  such  a  quiet  half  hour  to  sit  down 
to  a  quiet  letter  for  many  years.  I  have  not  been  in- 
terrupted above  four  times.  I  wrote  a  letter  the  other 
day,  in  alternate  hues,  black  ink  and  red,  and  you  can- 
not think  how  it  chilled  the  flow  of  ideas.  Next  Mon- 
day is  Whit-Monday. .  What  a  reflection  I  Twelve 
years  ago,  and  I  should  have  kept  that  and  the  follow- 
ing holiday  in  the  fields  a  Maying.  All  of  those  pretty 
pastoral  delights  are  over.  This  dead,  everlasting  dead 
desk,  —  how  it  weighs  the  spirit  of  a  gentleman  down  I 
This  dead  wood  of  the  desk,  instead  of  your  living 
trees!  But  then  again,  I  hate  the  Joskins,  a  name 
'far  Hertfordshire  bumpkinB.  Each  state  of  life  has  its 
inconvenience;  but  then  again,  mine  has  more  than 
one.  Not  that  I  repine,  or  grudge,  or  murmur  at  my 
destiny.  I  have  meat  and  drink,  and  decent  apparel ; 
I  shall,  at  least,  when  I  get  a  new  hat. 

"  A  red-haired  man  just  interrupted  me.  He  has 
broke  the  current  of  my  thoughts.  I  haven't  a  word 
to  add.  I  don't  know  why  I  send  this  letter,  but  I 
have  had  a  hankering  to  hear  about  you  some  days. 
Perhaps  it  will  go  off  before  your  reply  comes.  If  it 
don't,  I  assure  you  no  letter  was  ever  welcomer  from 
you,  from  Paris  or  Macao. 

"C.  Lamb." 
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Tlie  following  letter,  dated  26th  November,  1819, 
is  addressed  to  Miss  Wordsworth,  on  Wordsworth's 
youngest  son  visiting  Lamb  in  London. 


TO  MISS  WORDSWORTH. 

**  Dear  Miss  Wordsworth,  —  You  will  think  me 
negligent :  but  I  wanted  to  see  more  of  Willy  before 
I  ventured  to  express  a  prediction.  Till  yesterday  I 
had  barely  seen  him  —  VirgUium  tavtum  vidij  —  but 
yesterday  he  gave  us  his  small  company  to  a  bullock's 
heart,  and  J  can  pronounce  him  a  lad  of  promise.  He 
is  no  pedant,  nor  bookworm  ; .  so  far  I  can  answer. 
Perhaps  he  has  hitherto  paid  too  little  attention  to 
other  men's  inventions,  preferring,  like  Lord  Fopping 
ton,  the  *'  natural  sprouts  of  his  own.'  But  he  has 
observation,  and  seems  thoroughly  awake.  I  am  ill 
at  remembering  other  people's  bon  mots^  but  the  follow- 
ing are  a  few :  —  Being  taken  over  Waterloo  Bridge, 
he  remarked,  that  if  we  had  no  mountains,  we  had  a 
fine  river  at  least ;  which  was  a  touch  of  the  compar- 
ative: but  then  he  added,  in  a  strain  which  augured 
less  for  his  iuture  abilities  as  a  political  economist,  that 
he  supposed  they  must  take  at  least  a  pound  a  week 
toll.  Like  a  cinious  naturalist,  he  inquired  if  the  tide 
did  not  come  up  a  little  salty.  This  being  satis&ctorily 
answered,  he  put  another  question,  as  to  the  flux  and 
reflux;  which  being  rather  cunningly  evaded  than 
artfully  solved  by  that  she-Aristotle,  Mary,  —  who 
muttered  something  about  its  getting  up  an  hour 
sooner  and  sooner  every  day,  —  he  sagely  replied, 
*  Then  it  must  come  to  the  same  thing  at  last ; ' 
which  was  a  speech  worthy  of  an  in&nt  Halley  I     The 
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lion  in  the  'Change  by  no  means  came  np  to  his  ideal 
standard ;  so  impossible  is  it  for  Nature,  in  any  of  her 
works,  to  come  up  to  the  standard  of  a  child's  imagina- 
tion I  The  whelps  (lionets)  he  was  sorry  to  find  were 
dead ;  and,  on  particular  inquiry,  his  old  firiend  Ihe 
orang-outang  had  gone  the  way  of  all  flesh  also.  The 
grand  tiger  was  also  sick,  and  expected  in  no  short  time 
to  exchange  this  transitory  world  for  another,  or  none. 
But  again,  there  was  a  golden  eagle  (I  do  not  mean 
that  of  Charing)  which  did  much  arride  and  console 
him.  William's  genius,  I  take  it,  leans  a  little  to  the 
figuratire  ;  for,  being  at  play  at  tricktrack  (a  kind  of 
minor  billiard-table  which  we  keep  for  smaller  wights, 
and  sometimes  refresh  our  own  mature  fiitigues  with 
taking  a  hand  at),  not  being  able  to  hit  a  ball  he  had 
iterate  aimed  at,  he  cried  out,  ^  I  cannot  hit  that  beast.' 
Now  the  balls  are  usually  called  men,  but  he  felici* 
tously  hit  upon  a  middle  term ;  a  term  of  approximation 
and  imaginative  reconciliation  ;  a  something  where  the 
two  ends  of  the  brute  matter  (ivory),  and  theif  human 
and  rather  violent  personification  into  men,  might  meet, 
as  I  take  it :  illustrative  of  that  excellent  remark,  in  a 
certain  preface  about  ima^nation,  explaining  ^  Like  a 
sea-beast  that  had  crawled  forth  to  sim  himself  I '  Not 
that  I  lu^cuse  William  Minor  of  hereditary  plagiary,  or 
conceive  the  image  to  have  come  ex  traduce.  Rather 
he  seemeth  to  keep  aloof  from  any  source  of  imitation, 
and  purposely  to  remain  ignorant  of  what  mighty  poets 
have  done  in  this  kind  before  him  ;  for,  being  asked  if 
his  father  had  ever  been  on  Westminster  Bridge,  he 
answered  that  he  did  not  know  !  * 

"  It  is  hard  to  discern  the  oak  in  the  acorn,  or  a  tem- 
ple like  St.  Paul's  in  the  first  stone  which  is  laid  ;  nor 


800  LETTER  TO  MISS  WORDSWORTH. 

can  I  quite  prefigure  what  destination  the  geiiius  of 
Wilh'am  Minor  hath  to  take.  Some  few  hints  I  have 
set  down,  to  guide  my  future  observations.  He  hath 
the  power  of  calculation  in  no  ordinary  degree,  for  a 
chit.  He  combineth  figures,  afler  the  first  boggle,  rap- 
idly ;  as  in  the  tricktrack  board,  where  the  hits  are 
figured,  at  first  he  did  not  perceive  that  15  and  7  made 
22,  but  by  a  little  use  he  could  combine  8  with  25,  and 
83  again  with  16,  which  approacheth  something  in 
kind  (far  let  me  be  from  flattering  him  by  saying  in 
degree)  to  that  of  the  famous  American  boy.  I  am 
sometimes  inclined  to  think  I  perceive  the  future  satir- 
ist in  him,'  for  he  hath  a  subsardonic  smile  which  burst- 
eth  out  upon  occasion :  as  when  he  was  asked  if  London 
were  as  big  as  Ambleside ;  and  indeed  no  other  answer 
was  given,  or  proper  to  be  given,  to  so  ensnaring  and 
provoking  a  question.  In  the  contour  of  skull,  cer- 
tainly I  discern  something  paternal.  But  whether  in 
all  respects  the  future  man  shall  transcend  his  fiither's 
fame.  Time,  the  trier  of  Geniuses,  must  decide.  Be  it 
pronounced  peremptorily  at  present,  that  Willy  is  a  well- 
mannered  child,  and  though  no  great  student,  hath  yet 
^  lively  eye  for  things  that  lie  before  him. 
**  Given  in  haste  fi*om  my  desk  at  Leadenhall. 
"  YourS)  and  yours  most  sincerely, 

"  C.  Lamb.'' 
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CHAPTER  Xn. 

[1820  to  1828.] 

LETTZRS  TO   WORDSWORTH,  COLERIDGE,  FIELD,  WILSON,  AMD 

BARTON. 

The  widening  circle  of  Lamb's  literary  friends  now 
embraced  additional  authors  and  actors,  —  &mous,  or 
«ust  bursting  into  &me.  He  welcomed  in  the  author 
of  the  "  Dramatic  Scenes,"  who  chose  to  appear  in 
print  as  Barry  Cornwall,  a  spirit  most  congenial  with 
his  own  in  its  serious  moods, —  one  whose  genius  he 
had  assisted  to  impel  towards  its  kindred  models,  the 
great  dramatists  of  Elizabeth's  time,  and  in  whose  suc- 
cess he  received  the  first  and  best  reward  of  the  efibrts 
he  had  made  to  inspire  a  taste  for  these  old  masters  of 
humanity.  Mr.  Macready,  who  had  just  emancipated 
himself  from  the  drudgery  of  representing  the  villains 
of  tragedy,  by  his  splendid  performance  of  Richard^ 
was  introduced  to  him  by  his  old  friend  Charles  Lloyd, 
who  had  visited  London  for  change  of  scene,  under 
great  depression  of  spirits.  Lloyd  owed  a  debt  of  grat- 
itude to  Macready  which  exemplified  the  true  uses  of 
the  acted  drama  with  a  force  which  it  would  take  many 
sermons  of  its  stoutest  opponents  to  reason  away.  A 
deep  gloom  had  gradually  overcast  his  mind,  and  threat- 
ened wholly  to  encircle  it,  when  he  was  induced  to  look 
in  at  Covent-Garden  Theatre,  and  witness  the  perform- 
ance of  Rob  Roy.  The  picture  which  he  then  beheld 
of  the  generous  outlaw,  —  the  frank,  gallant,  noble 
bearing,  —  the  air  and  movements,  as  of  one  "fi:ee  of 
mountain  solitudes,". — the  touches  of  manly  pathos 
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and  irresistible  cordiality,  delighted  and  melted  him, 
won  him  from  his  painful  introspections,  and  brought 
to  him  the  miwonted  relief  of  tears.  He  went  home 
''^  gayer  and  a  wiser  man;"  returned  again  to  the 
theatre,  whenever  the  healing  enjoyments  could  be 
renewed  there ;  and  sought  the  acqudntance  of  the 
actor  who  had  broken  the  melancholy  spell  in  which  he 
was  enthralled,  and  had  restored  the  pulses  of  his  nature 
to  their  healthfiil  beatings.  The  year  1820  gave  Lamb 
an  interest  in  Macready  beyond  that  which  he  had  de- 
rived from  the  introduction  of  Lloyd,  arising  fi'om  the 
power  with  which  he  animated  the  first  production  of 
one  of  his  oldest  friends  —  "  Virginius."  Knowles  had 
been  a  friend  and  disciple  of  Hazlitt  from  a  boy ;  and 
Lamb  had  liked  and  esteemed  him  as  a  hearty  compan- 
ion ;  but  he  had  not  guessed  at  the  extraordinary  dra* 
matic  power  which  lay  ready  for  kindling  in  his  brain, 
and  still  less  at  the  delicacy  of  tact  with  which  he  had 
unveiled  the  sources  of  the  most  profound  affections. 
Lamb  had  almost  lost  his  taste  for  acted  tragedy,  as  the 
sad  realities  of  life  had  pressed  more  nearly  on  him ; 
yet  he  made  an  exception  in  favor  of  the  first  and  hap- 
piest part  of  "  Virginius,"  those  paternal  scenes,  which 
stand  alone  in  the  modem  drama,  and  wliich  Macready 
informed  with  the  fulness  of  a  father's  affection. 

The  estabUshment  of  the  "  London  Magazine,"  un- 
der the  auspices  of  Mr.  John  Scott,  occasioned  Lamb's 
introduction  to  the  public  by  the  name,  under  color 
of  which  he  acquired  his  most  brilliant  reputation  — 
*  EHa."  The  adoption  of  this  signature  was  purelj 
accidental.  His  first  contribution  to  the  magazine  was 
a  description  of  the  Old  South-Sea  House,  where  Lamt 
had  passed  a  few  months'  novitiate  as  a  clerk,  tliirtj 
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years  befcre,  and  of  its  inmates  who  had  long  passed 
away ;  and  remembering  the  name  of  a  gay,  light- 
hearted  foreigner,  who  fluttered  there  at  that  time,  he 
subscribed  his  name  to  the  essay.  It  was  afterwards 
affixed  to  subsequent  contributions ;  and  Lamb  used  it 
until,  in  his  ^'  Last  Essays  of  Elia,"  he  bade  it  a  sad 
ferewell. 

The  perpetual  influx  of  visitors  whom  he  could  not 
repel ;  whom  indeed  he  was  always  glad  to  welcome, 
but  whose  visits  unstrung  him,  induced  him  to  take 
lodgings  at  Dalston,  to  which  he  occasionally  retired 
when  he  wished  for  repose.  The  deaths  of  some  who 
were  dear  to  him  cast  a  melancholy  tinge  on  his  mind, 
as  may  be  seen  in  the  following :  — 


TO  MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

*'  March  20tli,  1822. 

My  dear  Wordsworth,  —  A  letter  from  you  is  very 

gratefiil ;  I  have  not  seen  a  Kendal  postmark  so  long  I 

We  are  pretty  well,  save  colds  and  rheumatics,  and  a 

certain  deadness  to  everything,  which  I  think  I  may 

date  from  poor  John's  loss,  and  another  accident  or  two 

at  the  same  time,  that  has  made  me  almost  bury  myself 

at  Dalston,  where  yet  I  see  more  feces  than  I  could 

wish.     Deaths  overset  one,  and  put  one  out  long  after 

the  recent  grief.     Two  or  three  have  died  within  this 

last  two  twelvemonths,  and  so  many  parts  of  me  have 

')een  numbed.     One  sees  a  picture,  reads  an  anecdote, 

tarts  a  casual  fancy,  and  thinks  to  tell  of  it  to  this 

>erson  in  preference  to  ever}"  other :  the  person  is  gone 

horn  it  would  have  peculiarly  suited.    It  won't  do  for 

other.     Every  departure  destroys  a  class  of  sympa^ 
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thies.  There's  Capt  Bumej  gone  I  What  fan  has  whist 
now  ?  what  matters  it  what  yon  lead,  if  jou  can  no 
longer  fency  him  looking  over  you  ?     One  never  h«^ars 
anything,  but  the  image  of  the  particular  person  occnrs 
with  whom  alone  almost  you  would  care  to  share  the 
intelligence  —  thus  one  distributes  oneself  about  —  and 
now  for  so  many  parts  of  me  I  have  lost  the  market. 
Common  natures  do  not  suffice  me.     Good  people,  as 
they  are  called,  won't  serve.     I  want  individuals.     I 
am  made  up  of  queer  points,  and  I  want  so  many 
answering  needles.     The  going  away  of  friends  does 
not  make  the  remainder  more  precious.     It  takes   so 
much  from  them  as  there  was  a  common  link.     A.,  B., 
and  C.  make  a  party.    A.  dies.     B.  not  only  loses  A. ; 
but  all  A.'s  part  in  C.     C.  loses  A.'s  part  in  B.,  and  so 
the  alphabet  sickens  by  subtraction  of  interchangeables. 
I  express  myself  muddily,  capite  dolente.     I   have   a 
dulling  cold.     My  theory  is  to  enjoy  life,  but  my  prac- 
tice is  against  it.     I  grow  ominously  tired  of  official 
confinement.     Thirty  years  have  I  served  the  Philis- 
tines, and  my  neck  is  not  subdued  to  the  yoke.     You 
don't  know  how  wearisome  it  is  to  breathe  the  air  of 
four  pent  walls,  without  relief,  day  after  day,  all  the 
golden  hours  of  die  day  between  ten  and  four,  without 
ease  or  interposition.     Tcedet  me  harum  quotidianarunt 
formarumy  these  pestilential  clerk-faces  always  in  one^s 
dish.     Oh  for  a  few  years  between  the  grave  and  the 
desk  I  they  are  the  same,  save  that  at  the  latter  you 

are  the  outside  machine.     The  foul  enchanter 

*  letters  four  do  form  his  name' —  Busirare  is  his  nam 
in  hell — that  has  curtailed  you  of  some  domestic  con 
forts,  hatli  laid  a  heavier  hand  on  me,  not  in  presen 
infliction,  but  in  the  taking  away  the  hope  of  enfran 
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cliisement.  I  dare  not  whisper  to  myself  a  pension  on 
this  side  of  absolute  incapacitation  and  infirmity,  till 
years  have  sucked  me  dry ;  —  Otium  cum  ivdignitate. 
I  had  thought  in  a  green  old  age  (Oh  green  thought  I) 
to  liave  retired  to  Ponder's  End,  emblematic  name, 
how  beautifid !  in  the  Ware  Road,  there  to  have  made 
up  my  accounts  with  Heaven  and  the  Company,  tod- 
dling about  between  it  and  Cheshunt,  anon  stretching, 
on  some  fine  Isaac  Walton  morning,  to  Hoddesdon  or 
AmwelL,  careless  as  a  beggar;  but  walking,  walking 
ever  till  I  feirly  walked  myself  oflF  my  legs,  dying  walk- 
ing I  The  hope  is  gone.  I  sit  like  Philomel  all  day 
(but  not  singing),  with  my  breast  against  this  thorn  of 
a  desk,  with  the  only  hope  that  some  pulmonary  afflio- 
tion  may  relieve  me.  Vide  Lord  Palmerston's  report 
of  the  clerks  in  the  War-office,  (Debates  this  morning's 
*  Times,')  by  which  it  appears,  in  twenty  years  as  many 
clerks  have  been  coughed  and  catarrhed  out  of  it  into 
their  fireer  graves.  Thank  you  for  asking  about  the 
pictiires.  Milton  hangs  over  my  fireside  in  Covent 
Garden,  (when  I  am  there,)  the  rest  have  been  sold 
for  an  old  song,  wanting  the  eloquent  tongue  that 
should  have  set  them  ofi^ !  You  have  gratified  me  with 
liking  my  meeting  with  Dodd.*  For  the  Malvolio 
story —  the  thing  is  become  in  verity  a  sad  task,  and  I 
eke  it  out  with  anything.  If  I  could  sh'p  out  of  it  I 
should  be  happy,  but  our  chief-reputed  assistants  have 
forsaken  us.  The  Opium-Eater  crossed  us  once  with  a 
dazzling  path,  and  hath  as  suddenly  left  us  darkling ; 
and,  in  short,  I  shall  go  on  firom  dull  to  worse,  because 
I  cannot  resist  the  bookseller's  importunity  —  the  old 

*  See  the  aeconnt  of  the  meeting  between  Dodd  and  Jem  White,  in 
BUa's  Essaj,  ^  On  some  of  the  Old  Acton." 

VOL.  I.  ao 


806  LETTEB  TO  C0LEBID6K. 

plea  jQU  know  of  authors,  bat  I  bdieve  on  mj  part 
sincere.  Hartley  I  do  not  so  often  see ;  but  I  never 
see  him  in  unwelcome  hour.  I  thoroughly  love  and 
honor  him.  I  send  you  a  frozen  epistle,  but  it  is  win-> 
ter  and  dead  time  of  the  year  with  me.  May  Heaven 
keep  something  like  spring  and  summer  up  with  you, 
strengthen  your  eyes,  and  make  mine  a  little  lighter  to 
encounter  with  them,  as  I  hope  they  shall  yet  and 
again,  before  all  are  closed. 

^*  Yours,  with  every  kind  remembrance* 

*^  I  had  almost  foigot  to  say,  I  think  you  thoroughly 
right  about  presentation  copies.  I  should  like  to  see 
you  print  a  book  I  should  grudge  to  purchase  for  its 
size.     Hang  me,  but  I  would  have  it  tliongh  I  " 

The  following  letter,  containing  the  germ  of  the 
well-known  "  Dissertation  on  Roast  Pig,"  was  addressed 
to  Coleridge,  who  had  received  a  pig  as  a  present,  and 
attributed  it  erroneously  to  Lamb. 


TO  MB.  COLEBIDGE. 

^^  Dear  C, —  It  gives  me  great  satisfaction  to  hear 
that  the  pig  turned  out  so  well  —  they  are  interesting 
creatures  at  a  certain  age  —  what  a  pity  such  buds 
should  blow  out  into  the  maturity  of  rank  bacon  I  You 
had  all  some  of  the  crackling  —  and  brain  sauce  —  did 
you  remember  to  rub  it  with  butter,  and  gently  dredge 
it  a  little,  just  before  the  crisis  ?  Did  the  eyes  come 
away  kindly  with  no  (Edipean  avulsion?  Was  the 
crackling  the  color  of  the  ripe  pomegranate  ?    Had 
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you  no  cursed  complement  of  boiled  neck  of  mutton 
before  it,  to  blunt  the  edge  of  delicate  desire  ?  Did 
you  flesh  maiden  teeth  in  it  ?    Not  that  I  sent  the  pig, 

or  can  form  the  remotest  guess  what  part  O could 

plajr  in  the  business.  I  never  knew  him  give  any  thing 
away  in  my  life.  He  would  not  begin  with  strangers. 
I  suspect  the  pig,  after  all,  was  meant  for  me ;  but  at 
the  unlucky  juncture  of  time  being  absent,  the  present 
somehow  went  round  to  Highgate.  To  confess  an 
honest  truth,  a  pig  is  one  of  those  things  I  could  never 
think  of  sending  away.  Teals,  widgeons,  snipes,  barn- 
door fowl,  ducks,  geese  —  your  tame  villatic  things  — 
Welsh  mutton,  collars  of  brawn,  sturgeon,  firesh  or 
pickled,  your  potted  char,  Swiss  cheeses,  French  pies, 
early  grapes,  muscadines,  I  impart  as  freely  unto  my 
friends  as  to  myself.  They  are  but  self-extended;  but 
pardon  me  if  I  stop  somewhere — where  the  fine  feel- 
ing of  benevolence  giveth  a  higher  smack  than  the 
sensual  rarity,  there  my  friends  (or  any  good  man) 
may  command  me ;  but  pigs  are  pigs,  and  I  myself 
therein  am  nearest  to  myself.  Kay,  I  should  think  it 
an  affront,  an  undervaluing  done  to  Nature  who  be- 
stowed such  a  boon  upon  me,  if  in  a  churlish  mood  I 
parted  with  the  precious  gift.  One  of  the  bitterest 
pangs  I  ever  felt  of  remorse  was  when  a  child — my 
kind  old  aunt  had  strained  her  pocket-strings  to  bestow 
a  six-penny  whole  plum-cake  upon  me.  In  my  way 
home  through  the  Borough,  I  met  a  venerable  old 
man,  not  a  mendicant — but  thereabouts ;  a  look-beg- 
gar, not  a  verbal  petitionist ;  and  in  the  coxcombry  of 
langht  charity,  I  gave  away  the  cake  to  him.  I  walked 
>n  a  little  in  all  the  pride  of  an  Evangelical  peacock, 
rhen  of  a  sudden  my  old  aimt's  kindness  crossed  me  ; 
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the  sum  It  was  to  her ;  the  pleasure  she  had  a  right  to 
expect  that  I  —  not  the  old  impostor  —  should  take  in 
eating  her  cake  ;  the  cursed  ingratitude  by  which,  un- 
der the  color  of  a  Christian  virtue,  I  had  frustrated  her 
cherished  purpose.  I  sobbed,  wept,  and  took  it  to  heart 
so  grievoa*5ly,  that  I  think  I  never  suffered  the  like — 
and  I  was  right.  It  was  a  piece  of  unfeehng  hypocrisy, 
and  proved  a  lesson  to  me  ever  after.  The  cake  has 
long  been  masticated,  consigned  to  dunghill  with  the 
ashes  of  that  unseasonable  pauper. 

**  But  when  Providence,  who  is  better  to  us  all  than 
our  aunts,  gives  me  a  pig,  remembering  my  temptation 
and  my  fall,  I  shall  endeavor  to  act  towards  it  more  in 
the  spirit  of  the  donor's  purpose. 

«  Yours  (short  of  pig)  to  command  in  everything. 

"  C.  L." 

In  the  summer  of  1822  Lamb  and  his  sister  visited 
Paris.  The  following  is  a  hasty  letter  addressed  to 
Field  on  his  return. 


TO  MB.  BARRON  FIELD. 

*'  My  dear  P., —  I  scribble  hastily  at  office.  Frank 
wants  my  letter  presently.  I  and  sister  are  just  re- 
turned from  Paris  1  1  We  have  eaten  frogs.  It  has 
been  such  a  treat  1  You  know  our  monotonous  tenor. 
Frogs  are  the  nicest  little  delicate  things  —  rabbity- 
flavored.  Imagine  a  Lilliputian  rabbit !  They  fricassee 
them  ;  but  in  my  mind,  drest,  seethed,  plain,  with  pars- 
ley and  butter,  would  have  been  the  decision  of  Apicius. 
Paris  is  a  glorious  picturesque  old  city.  London  looks 
mean  and  new  to  it,  as  the  town  of  Washington  would. 
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uejn  after  it.  But  they  have  no  St.  Paul's,  or  West- 
minster Abbey.  The  Seine,  so  much  despised  by  Cock- 
neys, is  exactly  the  size  to  run  through  a  magnificent 
street ;  palaces  a  mile  long  on  one  side,  lofty  Edinbro' 
stone  houses  (O  the  glorious  antiques!)  on  the  other. 
The  Thames  disunites  London  and  Southwark.  I  had 
Talma  to  supper  with  me.  He  has  picked  up,  as  I  be- 
lieve, an  authentic  portrait  of  Shakspeare.  He  paid  a 
broker  about  4.0L  English  for  it.  It  is  painted  on  the 
one  half  of  a  pair  of  bellows  —  a  lovely  picture,  corres- 
ponding with  the  folio-head.  The  bellows  has  old 
carved  unnga  round  it,  and  round  the  visnomy  is  in- 
scribed, as  near  as  I  remember,  not  divided  into  rhyme 
—  I  found  out  the  rhyme  — 

Whom  have  we  here, 
Stock  on  this  bellows, 
Bnt  the  Prince  of  good  fbilowi, 
WiUy  Shakspeare? 

At  top — 

0  base  and  coward  luck! 
To  be  here  stuck.  —  Poihs. 

At  bottom  — 

Kay!  rather  a  glorions  lot  is  to  him  assigned. 
Who,  like  the  Almighty,  rides  apon  the  wind. 

Pistol. 

•*This  is  all  in  old  carved  wooden  letters.  The 
countenance  smiling,  sweet,  and  intellectual  beyond 
measure,  even  as  he  was  immeasurable.  It  may  be  a 
forgery.  They  laugh  at  me  and  tell  me,  Ireland  is 
in  Paris,  and  has  been  putting  off  a  portrait  of  the 
Black  Prince.  How  far  old  wood  may  be  imitated,  I 
cannot  say.  Ireland, was  not  found  out  by  his  parch- 
oients,  but  by  his  poetry.     I  am  confident  no  paiiitez 
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on  either  side  tlie  Channel  could  have  painted  any  thing 
near  like  the  fitce  I  saw.  Again,  would  such  a  painter 
and  forger  have  taken  40Z.  for  a  thing,  if  authentic, 
worth  4,0002.  ?  Talma  is  not  in  the  secret,  for  he  had 
not  even  found  out  the  rhjrmes  in  the  first  inscription. 
He  is  coming  over  with  it,  and,  my  life  to  Southey's 
Thalaba,  it  will  gain  universal  faith* 

''  The  letter  is  wanted,  and  I  am  wanted.  Imagine 
the  blank  filled  up  with  all  kind  things. 

*'  Our  joint  hearty  remembrances  to  both  of  you. 
Yours,  as  ever,  "  C.  Lamb." 

Soon  after  Lamb's  return  from  Paris  he  became 
acquainted  with  the  poet  of  the  Quakers,  Bernard  Bar- 
ton, who,  Uke  himself,  was  engaged  in  the  drudgery 
of  figures.  The  pure  and  gentle  tone  of  the  poems  of 
his  new  acquaintance  was  welcome  to  Lamb,  who  had 
more  sympathy  with  the  truth  of  nature  in  modest 
guise  than  in  the  afiected  fury  of  Lord  Byron,  or  the 
dreamy  extravagsmces  of  Shelley.  Lamb  had  written 
in  "  Elia  "  of  the  Society  of  Friends  with  the  freedom 
of  one,  who,  with  great  respect  for  the  principles  of 
the  founders  of  their  faith,  had  little  in  common  with 
a  sect  who  shunned  the  pleasures,  while  they  mingled 
in  the  business  of  the  world  ;  and  a  friendly  expostula- 
tion on  the  part  of  Mr.  Barton,  led  to  such  cordial 
excuses  as  completely  won  the  heart  of  the  Quaker 
bard.  Some  expression  which  Lamb  let  fall  at  their 
meeting  in  London,  from  which  Mr.  Barton  had  sup- 
posed that  Lamb  objected  to  a  Quaker's  writing  poetiy 
as  inconsistent  with  his  creed,  induced  Mr.  Barton  to 
write  to  Lamb  on  his  return  to  Woodbridge,  who  re- 
plied as  follows :  — 


u 
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TO  BEBNABD  BABTON. 

**  India  Home,  11th  Sept.,  1832. 

Dear  Sir,  —  Tou  have  misapprehended  me  sadly, 
if  you  suppose  that  I  meant  to  impute  any  inconsis- 
tency in  your  writing  poetry  with  your  religious  pro- 
fession. I  do  not  remember  what  I  said,  but  it  was 
spoken  sportively,  I  am  sure  —  one  of  my  levities,  which 
you  are  not  so  used  to  as  my  older  friends.  I  probably 
was  thinking  of  the  light  in  which  your  so  indulging 
yourself  would  appear  to  Quakers,  and  put  their  objec- 
tion in  my  own  foolish  mouth.  I  woidd  eat  my  words 
(provided  they  should  be  written  on  not  very  coarse 
paper)  rather  than  I  would  throw  cold  water  upon 
your,  and  my  once,  harmless  occupation. 

^^  I  have  read  Napoleon  and  the  rest  with  delight.  I 
Kke  them  for  what  they  are,  and  for  what  they  are  not. 
I  have  sickened  on  the  modem  rhodomontade  and  By- 
ronism,  and  your  plain  Quakerish  beauty  has  captivated 
me.  It  is  all  wholesome  cates,  aye,  and  toothsome  too, 
and  withal  Quakerish.  If  I  were  George  Fox,  and 
George  Fox  licenser  of  the  press,  tbey  should  have 
my  absolute  imprimahir.  I  hope  I  have  removed  the 
impression. 

^^  I  am,  like  you,  a  prisoner  to  the  desk.  I  have 
been  chained  to  that  galley  thirty  years,  a  long  shot. 
I  have  almost  grown  to  the  wood.  If  no  imaguiative 
poet,  I  am  sure  I  am  a  figurative  one.  Do  '  Friends ' 
allow  pims  ?  verbal  equivocations  ?  —  they  are  unjustly 
accused  of  it,  and  I  did  my  little  best  in  the  *  Imperfect 
Sympathies'  to  vindicate  them.  I  am  very  tired  of 
clerking  it,  but  have  no  remedy.  Did  you  see  a  Sonnet 
*x>  this  purpose  in  the  Examiner  ?  — 
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*  Who  first  invented  work,  and  bonnd  th«  ftM  ^ 

And  holy-day  rejoicing  spirit  down 
To  the  evor-haunting  importanity 
Of  business,  in  the  green  fields  and  the  town, 
To  plough,  loom,  Hnvil,  spade;  and  oh,  most  sadt 
To  that  dry  drudgery  at  the  desk's  dead  wood? 
Who  but  the  being  unblest,  alien  from  good, 
Sabbathless  Satan !  he  who  his  unglad 
Tnsk  ever  plies,  *mid  rotatory  burnings. 
That  round  and  round  incalculably  i^eel; 
For  wrath  Divine  hath  made  him  like  a  wheel 
In  that  red  realm  from  which  are  no  returnlngs; 
Where,  toiling  and  turmoiling,  ever  and  aye. 
He  and  his  thoughts  keep  pensive  worldng-day.' 

**  I  fancy  the  sentiment  expressed  above  will  be  nearly 
your  own.  The  expression  of  it,  probably,  would  not 
80  well  suit  with  a  follower  of  John  Woolman.  But  I 
do  not  know  whether  diabolism  is  a  part  of  your  creed, 
or  where,  indeed,  to  find  an  exposition  of  your  creed  at 
all.  In  feelings  and  matters  not  dogmatical,  I  hope  I 
am  half  a  Quaker.  Believe  me,  with  great  respect, 
yours,  C.  Lahb." 

"  I  shall  always  be  happy  to  see  or  hear  from  you." 

Encouraged  by  Lamb's  kindness,  Mr.  Barton  con- 
tinued the  correspondence,  which  became  the  most 
frequent  in  which  Lamb  had  engaged  for  many  years. 
The  following  letter  is  in  acknowledgment  of  a  publi- 
cation of  Mr.  Barton's,  chiefly  directed  to  oppose  the 
theories  and  tastes  of  Lord  Byron  and  his  fiiends :  — 


TO  BERNARD  BARTON. 

^  East-India  House,  9th  Oct,  162S. 

"Dear  Sir,  —  I  am  ashamed  not  sooner  to  have 
acknowledged  your  letter  and  poem.    I  think  the  lat- 
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ter  very  temperate,  very  serious,  and  very  seasonable. 
I  do  not  think  it  will  convert  the  club  at  Pisa,  neither 
do  I  think  it  will  satisfy  the  bigots  on  our  side  the 
water.  Something  like  a  parody  on  the  song  of  Ariel 
would  please  them  better :  — 

'  Fall  fathom  five  the  Atheht  lies, 
Of  hift  bones  are  hell-dioe  made.* 

**  I  want  time,  or  fiincy,  to  fill  up  the  rest.  I  sin- 
cerely sympathize  with  you  on  your  doleful  confine- 
ment. Of  time,  health,  and  riches,  the  first  in  order 
is  not  last  in  excellence.  Riches  are  chiefly  good  be- 
cause they  give  us  Time.  What  a  weight  of  wearisome 
prison-hours  have  I  to  look  back  and  forward  to,  as 
quite  cut  out  of  life  I  and  the  sting  of  the  thing  is,  that 
for  six  hours  every  day  I  have  no  business  which  I 
could  not  contract  into  two,  if  they  would  let  me  work 
task-work.  I  shall  be  glad  to  hear  that  your  grievance 
is  mitigated. 

"  I  am  returning  a  poor  letter.  I  was  formerly  a 
great  scribbler  in  that  way,  but  my  hand  is  out  of  order. 
If  I  said  my  head  too,  I  should  not  be  very  much  out, 
but  I  will  tell  no  tales  of  myself;  I  will  therefore  end 
(after  my  best  thanks,  with  a  hope  to  see  you  again 
some  time  in  London),  begging  you  to  accept  this  let- 
teret  for  a  letter  —  a  leveret  makes  a  better  present 
than  a  grown  hare,  and  short  troubles  (as  the  old 
excuse  goes)  are  best. 

^^  I  remain,  dear  sir,  yours  truly, 

"  C.  Lamb.** 

The  next  letter  will  speak  for  itself. 
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TO  BEBNABD   BARTON. 

^  Deo.  28id,  18Sa. 

"  Dear  Sir,  —  I  have  been  so  distracted  with  busi- 
ness and  one  thing  or  other,  I  have  not  had  a  quiet 
quarter  of  an  hour  for  epistolary  purposes.  Christ- 
mas, too,  is  come,  which  always  puts  a  rattle  into  my 
morning  skull.  It  is  a  visiting,  unquiet,  unquakerish 
season.  I  get  more  and  more  in  love  with  solitude,  and 
proportionately  hampered  with  company.  I  hope  you 
have  some  holidays  at  this  period.  I  have  one  day  — 
Christmas-day ;  alas  I  too  few  to  commemorate  the  sea- 
son. All  work  and  no  play  dulls  me.  Company  is 
not  play,  but  many  times  hard  work.  To  play,  is  for  a 
man  to  do  what  he  please,  or  to  do  nothing — to  go 
about  soothing  his  particular  &ncies.  I  have  lived  to  a 
time  of  life  to  have  outlived  the  good  hours,  the  nine 
o'clock  suppers,  with  a  bright  hour  or  two  to  clear  up 
in  afterwards.  Now  you  cannot  get  tea  before  that 
hour,  and  then  sit  gaping,  music-bothered  perhaps,  till 
half-past  twelve  brings  up  the  tray ;  and  what  you  steal 
of  convivial  enjoyment  after,  is  heavily  paid  for  in  the 
disquiet  of  to-morrow's  head. 

"  I  am  pleased  with  your  liking  *  John  Woodvil,' 
and  amused  with  your  knowledge  of  our  drama  being 
confined  to  Shakspeare  and  Miss  Baillie.  *  What  a 
world  of  fine  territory  between  Land's  End  and 
Johnny  Groat's  have  you  missed  traversing  I  I  could 
almost  envy  you  to  have  so  much  to  read.  I  feel  as  if 
I  had  read  all  the  books  I  want  to  read.  O  to  forget 
Fielding,  Steele,  &c.,  and  read  'em  new  1 

^'  Can  you  tell  me  a  likely  place  where  I  could  pick 
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up,  cheap,  Fox's  Journal  ?  There  are  no  Quaker  cir- 
culating  libraries?      Elwood,   too,   I   must   have.      I 

rather  grudge  that  S y  has  taken  up  the  history  of 

your  people :  I  am  afraid  he  will  put  in  some  levity. 
I  am  afi*aid  I  am  not  quite  exempt  from  that  fault  in 
certain  magazine  articles,  where  I  have  introduced 
mention  of  them.  Were  they  to  do  again,  I  would 
reform  tliem.  Why  shoidd  not  you  write  a  poetical 
account  of  your  old  worthies,  deducing  them  from  Fox 
to  Woolman  ?  but  I  remember  you  did  talk  of  some- 
thing of  tliat  kind,  as  a  counterpart  to  the  *  Ecclesiasti- 
cal Sketches.'  But  would  not  a  poem  be  more  consec- 
utive than  a  string  of  sonnets  ?  You  have  no  martyrs 
qtdte  to  the  fire^  I  think,  among  you ;  but  plenty  of 
heroic  confessors,  spirit-martyrs,  lamb-lions.  Think  of 
it ;  it  would  be  better  than  a  series  of  sonnets  on 
*  Eminent  Bankers.'  I  like  a  hit  at  our  way  of  life, 
though  it  does  well  for  me,  better  than  anything  short 
oi  all  one^B  time  to  one^s  self ;  for  which  alone  I  rankle 
with  envy  at  the  rich.  Books  are  good,  and  pictures 
are  good,  and  money  to  buy  them  therefore  good,  but 
to  buy  time  !  in  other  words,  life  I 

"  The  '  compliments  of  the  time  '  to  you,  should  end 
fliy  letter ;  to  a  Friend,  I  suppose,  I  must  say  the  '  sin- 
cerity of  the  season  ; '  I  hope  they  both  mean  the  same. 
With  excuses  for  this  hastily-penned  note,  believe  me, 
with  great  respect,  C.  Lamb." 

In  this  winter  Mr.  Walter  Wilson,  oAe  of  the  friends 
Lamb's  youth,  applied   to  him  for   information  ro- 

icting  De  Foe,  whose    life  he  was  about  to  write. 

^e  renewal  of  the  acquaintance  was  very  pleasant  to 
mb  ;   who  many  years  before    used   to  take    daily 
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walks  with  Wilson,  and  to  call  him  "  brother."     The 
following  is  Lamb's  reply :  — 


TO  MB.  WALTEB  WILSON. 

"  E.  L  H.,  16th  December,  1822. 

"  Dear  Wilson,  —  Lightmng^  I  was  going  to  call 
you.  You  must  have  thought  me  negligent  in  not 
answering  your  letter  sooner.  But  I  have  a  habit  of 
never  writing  letters  but  at  the  office ;  'tis  so  much 
time  cribbed  out  of  the  Company  ;  and  I  am  but  just 
got  out  of  the  thick  of  a  tea-sale,  in  which  most  of 
the  entry  of  notes,  deposits,  &c.,  usually  falls  to  my 
share. 

"  I  have  nothing  of  De  Foe's  but  two  or  three 
novels,  and  the  *  Plague  History.'  I  can  give  you  no 
information  about  him.  As  a  slight  general  character 
of  what  I  remember  of  them  (for  I  have  not  looked 
into  them  latterly)  I  would  say  that  in  the  appearance 
of  truths  in  all  the  incidents  and  conversations  that 
occur  in  them,  they  exceed  any  works  of  fiction  I  am 
acquainted  with.  It  is  perfect  illusion.  The  author 
never  appears  in  these  self-narratives  (for  so  they  ought 
to  be  called,  or  rather  auto-biographies),  but  the  nar- 
rator chains  us  down  to  an  implicit  belief  in  everything 
he  says.  There  is  all  the  minute  detail  of  a  log-book 
in  it.  Dates  are  painfully  pressed  upon  the  memory. 
Facts  are  repeated  over  and  over  in  varying  phrases, 
till  you  cannot  choose  but  believe  them.  It  is  like 
reading  evidence  given  in  a  court  of  justice.  So  anx- 
ious the  story-teller  seems  that  the  truth  should  be 
clearly  comprehended,  that  when  he  has  told  us  a  mat- 
ter-of-fact, or  a  motive,  in  a  line  or  two  fiirther  down 
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he  repeats  it,  with  his  &yoiite  figure  of  speech, '  I  say/ 
BO  and  so,  though  he  had  made  it  abundantly  plain  be- 
fore. This  is  in  imitation  of  the  common  people's 
way  of  speaking,  or  rather  of  the  way  in  which  they 
are  addressed  by  a  master  or  mistress,  who  wishes  to 
impress  something  upon  their  memories,  and  has  a  won- 
derful efiect  upon  matter-of-fact  readers.  Indeed,  it  is 
to  such  principally  that  he  writes.  His  style  is  every- 
where beautiiul,  but  plain  and  homely.  Robinson  Crusoe 
is  delightful  to  all  ranks  and  classes,  but  it  is  easy  to 
see  that  it  is  written  in  phraseology  peculiarly  adapted 
to  the  lower  conditions  of  readers ;  hence  it  is  an  es- 
pecial favorite  with  seafaring  men,  poor  boys,  servant- 
maids,  &c.  His  novels  are  capital  kitchen-reading, 
while  they  are  worthy,  from  their  deep  interest,  to  find 
a  shelf  in  the  libraries  of  the  wealthiest,  and  the  most 
learned.  His  passion  for  Tnatter^f-fact  narrative  some- 
times betrayed  him  into  a  long  relation  of  common 
incidents,  which  might  happen  to  any  man,  and  have 
no  interest  but  the  intense  appearance  of  truth  in  them, 
to  recommend  them.  The  whole  latter  half  or  two 
thirds  of  '  Colonel  Jack '  is  of  this  description.  The 
beginning  of  *  Colonel  Jack '  is  the  most  affecting 
natural  picture  of  a  young  thief  that  was  ever  drawn. 
His  losing  the  stolen  money  in  the  hollow  of  a  tree, 
and  finding  it  again  when  he  was  in  despair,  and  then 
being  in  equal  distress  at  not  knowing  how  to  dispose 
of  it,  and  several  similar  touches  in  the  early  history  of 
the  Colonel,  evince  a  deep  knowledge  of  human  na- 
ire  ;  and  putting  out  of  question  the  superior  romavr 
;  interest  of  the  latter,  in  my  mind  very  much  exceed 
rusoe.  *  Roxana  *  (first  edition)  is  the  next  in  inter- 
im though  he  left  out  the  best  part  of  it  in  subsequent 
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editions  from  a  foolish  hjpercriticism  of  his  friend 
Soutbeme.  But '  Moll  Flanders,'  the  ^  Account  of  the 
Plague/  &c.,  are  all  of  one  family,  and  have  the  same 
stamp  of  character.  Believe  me,  with  friendly  recol- 
lections, Brother  (as  I  used  to  call  you), 

«  Yours,  O.  Lamb/' 

How  bitterly  Lamb  felt  his  East  India  bondage,  has 
abundantly  appeared  from  his  letters  during  many  years. 
Yet  there  never  was  wanting  a  secret  consciousness  of 
the  benefits  which  it  insured  for  him,  the  precious  inde* 
pendence  which  he  won  by  his  hours  of  toil,  and  the 
freedom  of  his  mind,  to  work  only  *'  at  its  own  sweefc 
will,"  which  his  confinement  to  the  desk  obtained. 
This  sense  of  the  blessings  which  a  fixed  income,  derived 
from  ascertained  duties,  confers,  was  nobly  expressed  in 
reference  to  a  casual  fancy  in  one  of  the  letters  of  his 
fellow  in  clerkly  as  well  as  in  poetical  labors,  Bernard 
Barton  — a  fancy  as  alien  to  the  habitual  thoughts  of 
his  friend,  as  to  his  own — for  no  one  has  pursued  a 
steadier  course  on  the  weary  way  of  duty  than  the  poet 
whose  brief  dream  of  literary  engrossment  incited  Lamb 
to  make  a  generous  amends  to  his  ledger  fc^r  all  his 
unjust  reproaches.  The  references  to  the  booksellers 
have  the  coloring  of  fimtastical  exaggeration,  by  which 
he  delighted  to  give  effect  to  the  immediate  feeling ; 
but  msJdng  allowance  for  this  mere  play  of  fency,  how 
just  is  the  following  advice  —  how  wholesome  for  every 
youth  who  hesitates  whether  he  shall  abandon  the  cer- 
tain reward  of  plodding  industry  for  the  splendid  mis- 
eries of  authorship !  * 

*  It  is  singular  that,  some  years  before,  Mr.  Barton  bad  received  8imi« 
Kr  %4viae  from  a  very  different  poet  ~  Lord  Byron.    As  the  letter  hm 
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TO  BEBNABD  BABTON. 

•  "  January  9th,  18SKI. 

"  '  Tlirow  yourself  on  the  world  without  any  rational 
plan  of  support  beyond  what  the  chance  employ  of 
booksellers  would  afford  you  1 1 1  * 

never  been  published,  and  it  may  be  interesting  to  compare  the  ezpres' 
■ions  of  two  men  so  different  on  the  same  subject,  I  subjoin  it  hem  :  — 

'*T0  BEBNABD  BARTON,  XSQ. 

"  St.  James'  Street,  June  1, 1812. 

"  Sir,  —  The  most  satisfactory  answer  to  the  concluding  part  of  your 
letter  Is,  that  Mr.  Murray  will  republish  your  volume,  if  you  still  retain 
yoor  inclinati(xi  for  the  experiment,  which  I  trust  will  be  successful. 
Some  weeks  ago  my  friend  Mr.  Bogers  showed  me  some  of  tbe  stanzas  in 
MS«,  and  I  then  expressed  my  opinion  of  their  merit,  which  a  further  pe- 
msal  of  the  printed  volume  has  given  me  no  reason  to  revoke.  I  mention 
this,  as  it  may  not  be  disagreeable  to  you  to  learn,  that  I  entertained  a  very 
favorable  opinion  of  your  powers  before  I  was  aware  that  such  sentiments 
were  reciprocal.  Waiving  your  obliging  expressions  as  to  my  own  pro- 
ilnctions,  for  which  I  thank  you  very  sincerely,  and  assure  you  that  I 
think  not  lightly  of  the  praise  of  one  whose  approbation  is  valuable; 
will  you  allow  me  to  talk  to  you  candidly,  not  critically,  on  the  subject 
of  yours?  You  will  not  suspect  me  of  a  wish  to  discourage,  since  I  pointed 
out  to  the  publisher  the  propriety  of  complying  with  your  wishes.  I  think 
more  highly  of  your  poetical  taJents  than  it  would  perhaps  gratify  you  to 
bear  expressed,  for  I  believe,  from  what  I  observe  of  your  mind,  that  you 
are  above  flattery.  To  come  to  the  point,  you  deserve  success  ;  but  we 
knew  before  Addison  wrote  his  Cato,  that  desert  does  not  always  command 
(L    But  suppose  it  attained, 

*  Ton  know  wh&t  ills  the  author's  life  assail, 
Toil,  envy,  want,  tbe  patron,  and  the  jail.' 

Do  not  renounce  writing,  but  never  trtut  entirely  to  authorship.    If  you  have 

n  profession,  retain  it ;  it  will  be,  like  Prior's  fellowship,  a  last  and  sure 

resource.    Compare  Mr.  Rogers  with  other  authors  of  the  day  ;  assuredly 

*~s  is  among  the  first  of  living  poets,  but  is  it  to  that  he  owes  his  station 

society,  and  his  intimacy  in  the  best  circles?  — no,  it  is  to  his  prudence 

d  respectability.    The  world  (a  bad  one,  I  own)  courts  him  because  he 

;  no  occasion  to  court  it    He  is  a  poet,  nor  is  he  less  so  because  he  is 

lething  more.  I  am  not  sorry  to  hear  that  you  were  not  tempted  by  the 

^inity  of  Capel  Lofft,  Esq.,  ~  though,  if  he  had  done  for  you  what  he  hat 
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"  Throw  yourself  rather,  my  dear  sir, -from  the  steep 
Tarpeian  rock,  slap-dash  headlong  upon  iron  spikes. 
If  you  had  but  five  consolatory  minutes  between  the 
desk  and  the  bed,  make  much  of  them,  and  live  a  cen^. 
tury  in  them,  rather  than  turn  slave  to  the  booksellers. 
They  are  Turks  and  Tartars,  when  they  have  poor 
authors  at  their  beck.  Hitherto  you  have  been  at  arm's 
length  from  them.  Come  not  within  their  grasp.  I 
have  known  many  authors  want  for  bread,  some  repin- 
ing, others  envying  the  blessed  security  of  a  counting- 
house,  all  agreeing  they  had  rather  have  been  tailors, 
weavers  —  what  not  ?  rather  than  the  things  they  were. 
I  have  known  some  starved,  some  to  go  mad,  one  dear 
friend  literally  dying  in  a  workhouse.  You  know  not 
what  a  rapacious,  dishonest  set  these  booksellers  are. 
Ask  even  Southey,  who  (a  single  case  almost)  has 
made  a  fortune  by  book-drudgery,  what  he  has  found 
them.  Oh,  you  know  not,  may  you  never  know  !  the 
miseries  of  subsisting  by  authorship.  'Tis  a  pretty 
appendage  to  a  sitiiation  like  yours  or  mine;  but  a 
slavery,  worse  than  all  slavery,  to  be  a  bookseller's 
dependant,  to  drudge  your  brains  for  pots  of  ale  and 
breasts  of  mutton,  to  change  your  fi*ee  thoughts  and 
voluntary  numbers  for  ungracious  task-work.  Those 
fellows  hate  its.  The  reason  I  take  to  be,  that  contrary 
to  other  trades,  in  which  the  master  gets  all  the  credit, 
(a  jeweller  or  silversmith  for  instance,)  and  the  jour- 
neyman, who  really  does  the  fine  work,  is  in  the  back- 


for  the  Bloomflelds,  I  should  never  have  laughed  at  his  rage  for  patmnizing. 
But  a  truly  well-constituted  mind  will  ever  be  independent.  That  you 
may  be  so  is  my  sincere  wish  ;  and  if  others  think  as  well  of  your  poetry 
ai  I  do,  yon  jrill  have  no  cause  to  complain  of  your  readers.    Believe  me, 

"  Your  obliged  and  obedient  servant, 

•*  Btbojt." 


f^ 
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ground :  in  (mr  work  the  world  gives  all  the  credit  to 
OS,  whom  iliey  consider  as  tlidr  journeymen,  and  there- 
fore do  they  hate  us,  and  cheat  us,  and  oppress  us,  and 
would  wring  the  blood  of  us  out,  to  put  another  six- 
pence in  their  mechanic  pouches !  I  contend  that  a 
bookseller  has  a  relative  fwnesty  towards  authors,  not  like 
his  honesty  to  the  rest  of  the  world. 

"  Keep  to  your  bank,  and  the  bank  will  keep  you. 
Trust  not  to  the  public ;  you  may  hang,  starve,  drown 
yourself,  for  anything  that  worthy  personage  cares.  I 
bless  every  star,  that  Providence,  not  seeing  good  to 
make  me  independent,  has  seen  it  next  good  to  settle 
me  upon  the  stable  foundation  of  Leadenhall.  Sit 
down,  good  B.  B.,  in  the  banking-office ;  what  I  is  there 
not  from  six  to  eleven  p.  M.  six  days  in  the  week,  and  is 
there  not  all  Sunday  ?  Fie,  what  a  superfluity  of  man's 
time,  if  you  could  think  so  I  Enough  for  relaxation, 
mirth,  converse,  poetry,  good  thoughts,  quiet  thoughts. 
Oh  the  corroding,  torturing,  tormenting  thoughts,  that 
disturb  the  brain  of  the  unlucky  wight,  who  must  draw 
upon  it  for  daily  sustenance  1  Henceforth  I  retract  all 
my  fond  complaints  of  mercantile  employment ;  look 
upon  them  as  lovers'  quarrels.  I  was  but  half  in  ear- 
nest. Welcome  dead  timber  of  a  desk,  that  makes  me 
live.  A  little  grumbling  is  a  wholesome  medicine  for 
the  spleen,  but  in  my  inner  heart  do  I  approve  and 
embrace  this  our  close  but  unharassing  way  of  Ufe.  I 
am  quite  serious.  If  you  can  send  me  Fox,  I  will  not 
keep  it  six  weeks^  and  will  return  it,  with  warm  thanks 
to  yourself  and  friend,  without  blot  or  dog's  ear.  You 
will  much  oblige  me  by  this  kindness. 

"  Yours  truly,  C.  Lamb.*' 

VOL.  I.  ai 
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Lamb  thus  communicated  to  Mr.  Barton  his  prosecu- 
tion of  his  researches  into  Primitive  Quakerism. 


TO  BERNARD  BARTON. 

*'  Febrnarj  17th,  1828. 

"  My  dear  Sir,  —  I  have  read  quite  through  the  pon- 
derous folio  of  George  Fox.  I  think  Sewell  has  been 
judicious  in  omitting  certain  parts,  as  for  instance  where 
G.  F.  has  revealed  to  him  the  natures  6f  all  the  crea- 
tures  in  their  names,  as  Adam  had.  He  luckily  turns 
aside  from  that  compendious  study  of  natural  history, 
which  might  have  superseded  Buffon,  to  his  proper 
spiritual  pursuits,  only  just  hinting  what  a  philosopher 
he  might  have  been.  The  ominous  passage  is  near  the 
beginning  of  the  book.  It  is  clear  he  means  a  physical 
knowledge,  without  trope  or  figure.  Also,  pretences 
to  miraculous  healing,  and  the  like,  are  more  frequent 
than  I  should  have  suspected  from  the  epitome  in  Sew- 
ell. He  is,  nevertheless,  a  great  spiritual  man,  and 
I  feel  very  much  obliged  by  your  procuring  me  the 
loan  of  it.  How  I  like  the  Quaker  phrases,  though  I 
think  they  were  hardly  completed  till  Woolman.  A 
pretty  little  manual  of  Quaker  language  (with  an  en- 
deavor to  explain  them)  might  be  gathered  out  of  his 
book.  Could  not  you  da  it  ?  I  have  read  through 
G.  F.  without  finding  any  explanation  of  the  term  Jimt 
volume  in  the  title-page.  It  takes  in  all,  both  his  life 
and  his  death.  Are  there  more  last  words  of  In'm  ? 
Pray,  how  may  I  return  it  to  Mr.  Shewell  at  Ipswich  ? 
I  fear  to  send  such  a  treasure  by  a  stage-coach ;  not 
that  I  am  afraid  of  the  coachman  or  the  guard  reading 
it :  but  it  might  be  lost.     Can  you  put  me  in  a  way  of 
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I  safety  1  The  fcind-tearted  owner  trusted 
six  months  ;  I  tliink  I  was  about  as  many 
ling  through  it,  and  I  do  not  think  that  I 
ird  of  it.  I  have  qaoted  G.  F.  in  my '  Qua- 
ig,'  as  having  said  he  was  '  lifted  up  in 
ich  I  felt  at  the  time  to  be  not  a  Quaker 
id  the  judge  and  jury  were  as  dead  men 
jet.'  I  find  no  snch  words  in  his  journal, 
lot  get  them  from  Sewell,  and  the  latter 
m  sare  I  did  not  mean  to  invent :  I  must 
•me  other  Quaker's  words  into  his  mouth. 
\y  in  me,  that  everything  I  touch  turns  into 
once  quoted  two  lines  &om  a  translation  of 
:h  Ha^tt  very  greatly  admired,  and  quoted 
proof  of  the  stupendous  power  of  that  poet, 
1  lines  are  to  be  found  in  the  translation, 
een  searched  for  the  purpose.  I  must  have 
sm,  for  I  am  quite  certain  I  did  not  foi^ 
ingly.  What  a  misfortune  to  have  a  lying 
Your  description  of  Mr.  Mitford's  place 
long  for  a  pippin  and  some  caraways,  and  a 
:  in  his  orchard,  when  the  sweets  of  the 

in. 

"  Farewell,  C.  Lamb." 

eginning  of  the  year  1823,  the  "  Essays  of 
;ted  in  a  volume,  were  published  by  Messrs. 
Hessey,  who  had  become  the  proprietors 
>ndon  Magazine."  The  book  met  with  a 
rhile  the  maga^ne  in  which  its  contents  had 
K^lined.  The  anecdote  of  the  three  Quakers 
king  ont  of  the  inn  where  th^  had  taken 
road,  on  an  extortionate  demand,  one  after 
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the  other,  without  paying  anything,*  had 
gentle  ivmonstrance  on  the  part  of  Bartc 
which  I  iamb  tfans  replied. 


TO  BEBNABD  BABTON. 

"M. 

■  *'  Dear  Sir,  —  The  approbation  of  my  1 
yonr  sister  ia  very  pleasing  to  me.  The  ' 
dent  did  not  happen  to  me,  but  to  Carlisle 
Irom  whose  mouth  I  have  twice  heard  it,  e 
of  ten  or  twelve  years,  with  little  or  no  ^ 
have  given  it  as  exactly  as  I  could  remem 
gloss  which  your  sister  or  you  have  put 
not  strike  me  as  correct.  Carlisle  di-ew 
from  it  against  the  honesty  of  the  Quaker? 
favor  of  their  surpassing  coolness ;  that 
be  capable  of  committing  a  good  joke,  v 
msensibility  to  its  being  any  jest  at  all.  ] 
to  believe  in  the  truth  of  it,  because,  as  I 
heard  bim  repeat  it  without  variation  at  s 
val.  The  story  loses  sadly  in  print,  fo 
the  best  story-teller  I  ever  heard.  The 
discovery  of  roasting  pigs  I  also  borrow 
friend  Manning,  and  am  willing  to  conf 
plagiarisms.  Should  &te  ever  so  order  it  t 
be  in  town  with  your  sister,  mine  bids  me 
Bhall  have  great  pleasure  in -being  introd 
Tour  endeavour  at  explaining  Fox's  insi 
natures  of  animals  must  &il,  as  I  shall  t 
passage.  It  appears  to  me  that  he  stopt  si 
and  was  on  the  brink  of  falUng  with  his  fi 
*  See  "  Imperftet  SjmpathtH."  —  Bn*.y*  of  El 
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srite.  The  book  shall  be  forthcoming  when- 
or  friend  can  make  convenient  to  call  for  it. 
ey  have  dragged  me  again  into  the  Magazine, 
el  the  spirit  of  the  tiling  in  my  own  mind  quite 
'Some  brains '  (I  think  Ben  Jonson  says  it) 
□dure  but  one  skimming.'     We  are  about  to 

inundation  of  poetry  from  the  Lakes  —  Words- 
imd  Southey  are  coming  up  strong  from  the 
How  did  you  like  Hartley's  sonnets  7  The  first, 
,  is  vastly  fine.  I  am  ashamed  of  the  shabby 
[  send,  but  I  am  by  nature  anything  but  neat. 
I  my  mother  bore  me  no  Quaker.  I  0<!ver  could 
atter  without  dropping  the  wax  on  one  side,  be- 
alding  my  fingers.  I  never  had  a  seal,  too,  of 
1.  Writing  to  a  great  man  lately,  who  is  more- 
ry  heraldic,  I  borrowed  a  seal  of  a  friend,  who 
female  side  quarters  the  Frotectoi'al  arms  of 
ell.  How  they  must  have  puzzled  my  corre- 
it  I  My  letters  are  generally  charged  as  double 
Post-office,  from  their  inveterate  clumsiness  of 
;  so  you  must  not  take  it  disrespectful  to  your- 
[  eend  you  such  ungainly  scraps.  I  think  I  lose 
■year  at  the  India  House,  owing  solely  to  my 
'  neatness  in  making  up  accounts.     How  1  pu& 

out  at  last  is  the  wonder.  I  have  to  do  witli 
ill 

is  time  to  have  done  my  incoherences. 
"  Believe  me,  yours  truly, 

"  0.    L4M» 

b  thus  records  a  meeting  vrith  the  poeta. 
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TO  BEBHABD  BABTOM. 


"  Dear  Sir,  —  I  wished  for  you  yestcn 
in  Pamaasua,  with  Wordsworth,  Coleridge 
Tom  Moore,  —  half  the  poetry  of  England  constellated 
and  clustered  in  Gloucester  Place  I  It  was  a  delight- 
fill  evening  I  Coleridge  was  in  liis  finest  vein  of  talk 
—  had  all  the  talk  ;  and  let  'em  talk  a^  evtlly  as  they 
do  of  the  envy  of  poets,  I  am  sure  not  one  there  but 
was  content  to  be  nothing  but  a  listener.  The  Muses 
were  dumb,  while  Apollo  lectured,  on  his  and  their  fine 
art.  It  is  a  lie  that  poets  are  envious  ^  I  have  known 
the  best  of  them,  and  can  speak  to  it,  that  they  give 
each  other  their  merits,  and  are  the  kindest  critics  as 
well  as  best  authors.  I  am  scribbling  a  muddy  epistle 
with  an  aching  head,  for  we  did  not  quaff  Hippocrene 
last  night ;  marry,  it  was  hippocrass  rather.  Pray 
accept  this  as  a  letter  in  the  meantime,  C.  L." 

Here  is  an  apology  for  a  letter,  referring  to  a  seal 
used  on  the  letter  to  which  this  is  an  answer  —  the 
device  was  a  pelican  feeding  her  young  from  her  own 
breast. 

TO  BEBHABD  BABTON 

'  M*7  Snl,  leit. 
"  Dear  Sir,  —  I  am  vexed  to  be  two  litters  in  your 
debt,  but  I  have  been  quite  out  of  the  vein  lately.  A 
philosophical  treatise  is  wanting,  of  the  causes  of  the 
backwardness  with  which  persons  after  a  certain  time 
of  life  set  about  writing  a  letter.     I  always  feel  as  if  I 
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had  nothing  to  saj,  and  tlie  performance  generally 
justifies  the  presentiment. 

"  I  do  not  exactly  see  why  the  goose  and  little 
goslings  should  emblematize  a  Quaker  poet  that  has  no 
children^  But  after  all  perhaps  it  is  a  pelican.  The 
*  Mene,  Mene,  Tekel,  Upharsin  *  around  it  I  cannot 
decipher.  The  songster  of  the  night,  pouring  out  her 
effusions  amid  a  silent  meeting  of  madge-owlets,  would 
be  at  least  intelligible.  A  i^U  pause  here  comes  upon 
me  as  if  I  had  not  a  word  more  left.  I  will  shake  my 
brain.  Once  I  Twice  I  —  nothing  comes  up.  George 
Fox  recommends  waiting  on  these  occasions.  I  wait. 
Nothing  comes.  .G.  Fox  —  that  sets  me  ofiF  again.  I 
have  finished  the  *  Journal,'  and  400  more  pages  of  the 
^DoctrinalB^  which  I  picked  up  for  7«.  6rf.  If  I  get 
on  at  this  rate,  the  society  will  be  in  danger  of  having 
two  Quaker  poets  —  to  patronize. 

"  Believe  me  cordially  yours, 

"  C.  Lamb.'* 

The  following  letter  was  addressed  to  Mr.  Procter, 
in  acknowledgment  of  a  miniature  of  Pope  which  he 
had  presented  to  Lamb. 


TO  MB.  PBOCTEB. 

<*  April  18th,  1828. 

**  Dear  Lad,  —  You  must  think  me  a  brute  beast,  a 
'"■"noceros,  never  to  have  acknowledged  the  receipt  of 
ur  precious  present.  But  indeed  I  am  none  of  those 
Hiking  things,  but  have  arrived  at  that  indisposition 
letter-writing,  which  would  make  it  a  hard  exertion 
write  three  lines  to  a  king  to  spare  a  friend's  life. 
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Whether  it  is  that  the  Magazine  paying  me  so  much  a 
page,  I  am  loath  to  throw  away  composition  —  how 
much  a  sheet  do  you  give  your  correspondents  ?  I 
have  hung  up  Pope,  and  a  gem  it  is,  in  my  town  room ; 
I  hope  for  your  approval.  Though  it  accompanies  the 
'  Essay  on  Man,'  I  think  that  was  not  the  poem  he  is 
here  meditating.  He  would  have  looked  up,^  somehow 
affectedly,  if  he  were  just  conceiving  *  Awake,  my 
St.  John.'  Neither  is  he  in  the  *  Rape  of  the  Lock ' 
mood  exactly.  I  think  he  has  just  made  out  the  last 
lines  of  the  *  Epistle  to  Jervis,'  between  gay  and  ten- 
der, 

*  And  other  beauties  envy  Woreley's  eyea.* 

"  I'll  be  hanged  if  that  isn't  the  line.  He  is  brooding 
over  it,  with  a  dreamy  phantom  of  Lady  Mary  floating 
before  him.  He  is  tliinking  which  is  the  earliest  pos- 
sible day  and  hour  that  she  will  first  see  it.  What  a 
miniature  piece  of  gentility  it  is  I  Why  did  you  give 
it  me  ?  I  do  not  like  you  enough  to  give  you  anything 
so  good. 

"  I  have  dined  with  T.  Moore  and  breakfasted  with 
Rogers,  since  I  saw  you ;  have  much  to  say  about  them 
when  we  meet,  which  I  trust  will  be  in  a  week  or  two. 
T  have  been  over-watched  and  over-poeted  since  Words- 
worth has  been  in  town.  I  was  obliged  for  health 
sake  to  wish  him  gone,  but  now  he  is  gone  I  feel  a  great 
loss.  I  am  going  to  Dalston  to  recruit,  and  have 
serious  thoughts  of —  altering  my  condition,  that  is,  of 
taking  to  sobriety.     What  do  you  advise  me  ? 

"  Rogers  spoke  very  kindly  of  you,  as  every  bodj 
does,  and  none  with  so  much  reason  as  your 

"C.  L." 


y  -y  ■ ' 
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CHAPTER  Xin. 

[1828.] 

lamb's  controyerst  with  bouthbt. 

In  tlie  year  1823,  Lamb  appeared,  for  the  first  and 
only  time  of  his  life  before  the  public,  as  an  assailant ; 
and  the  object  of  his  attack  was  one  of  his  oldest  and 
&stest  friends,  Mr.  Southey.  It  might,  indeed,  have 
been  predicted  of  Lamb,  that  if  ever  he  did  enter  the 
arena  of  personal  controversy,  it  would  be  with  one 
who  had  obtained  a  place  in  his  affection ;  for  no  mo- 
tive less  powerful  than  the  resentment  of  friendship 
which  deemed  itself  woimded,  could  place  him  in  a 
situation  so  abhorrent  to  his  habitual  thoughts.  Lamb 
had,  up  to  this  time,  little  reason  to  love  reviews  or 
reviewers ;  and  the  connexion  of  Southey  with  "  The 
Quarterly  Review,"  while  he  felt  that  it  raised,  and 
softened,  and  refined  the  tone  of  that  powerful  organ  of 
a  great  party,  sometimes  vexed  him  for  his  fnend.  His 
indignation  also  had  been  enlisted  on  behalf  of  Hazlitt 
and  Hunt,  who  had  been  attacked  in  this  work  in  a 
manner  which  he  regarded  as  unfair ;  for  the  critics 
had  not  been  content  with  descanting  on  the  peculiar- 
ities in  the  style  and  taste  of  the  one,  or  reprobating 
the  political  or  personal  vehemence  of  the  other,  — 
which  were  fair  subjects  of  controversy, — but  spoke  of 
them  with  a  contempt  which  every  man  of  letters  had 
a  right  to  resent,  as  unjust.  He  had  been  much  an- 
aoyed  by  an  allusion  to  himself  in  an  article  on  ^^  Haa^ 
Utt's  Political  Essays,"  which  appeared  in  the  Review 
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[November,  1819,  as  "  one  whom  we  should  wish  to 
in  more  respectable  company  ; "  (or  he  felt  a  coin- 
lent  paid  him  at  the  expense  of  a  friend,  as  a  griev- 
i  far  beyond  any  direct  attack  on  himself.    He  was 

exceedingly  hurt  by  a  reference  made  in  an  article 
Dr.  Reid's  work  "  On  Nervous  Affections,"  which 
3ared  in  July,  1822,  to  an  essay  which  he  had  con- 
iited  some  years  before  to  a  collection  of  tracts 
lished  by  his  friend,  Mr.  Basil  Montague,  on  the 
:t  of  spirituous  liquors,  entitled  "  The  Confessions 
,  Drunkard."  The  contribution  of  this  paper  b  a 
ting  proof  of  the  prevalence  of  Lamb's  personal 
irds  over  all  selfish  feelings  and  tastes  ;  for  no  one 

less  disposed  tlian  he  to  Montague's  theory  or 
;tice  of  abstinence  ;  yet  he  was  willing  to  gratify 
fri-nd  by  this  terrible  picture  of  the  extreme  effects 
itemperance,  of  which  his  own  occasional  deviations 
1  the  right  line  of  sobriety  had  given  him  hints  and 
ipses.  The  reviewer  of  Dr.  Reid,  adverting  to  this 
y,  speaks  of  it  as  "  a  fearfiil  picture  of  the  conae- 
nces  of  intemperance,  which  we  happen  to  know  is 
ue  tale."  How  fer  it  was  from  actual  truth  the 
saays  of  Elia,"  the  production  of  a  later  day,  in 
ch  the  maturity  of  his  feeling,  humor,  and  reason  is 
ibited,  may  sufficiently  witness.  These  articles  were 
written  by  Mr.  Southey ;  but  they  prepared  Lamb 
iel  acutely  any  attack  from  the  Review ;  and  a  para- 
)h  in  an  article  in  the  number  for  July,  182S,  en- 
d  "  Progress  of  Infidelity,"  in  which  he  recognized 
hand  of  his  old  fnend,  gave  poignancy  to  all  the 
iful  associations  which  had  arisen  frOm  the  same 
k,  and  concentrated  them  in  one  bitter  feeling, 
ar  recording  some  of  the  confesaions  of  unbelieven 
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«)f  the  wretchedness  which  their  infidelity  brought  on 
them,  Mr.  Southey  thus  proceeded  :  — 

"  Unbelievers  have  not  always  been  honest  enough 
thus  to  express  their  real  feelings ;  but  this  we  know 
concerning  them,  that  when  they  have  renounced  their 
birthright  of  hope,  they  have  not  been  able  to  divest 
themselves  of  fear.  From  the  nature  of  the  human 
mind,  this  might  be  presumed,  and  in  fact  it  is  so. 
They  may  deaden  the  heart  and  stupify  the  conscience, 
but  they  cannot  destroy  the  imaginative  faculty.  There 
is  a  remarkable  proof  of  tliis  in  *  Elia's  Essays,'  a  book 
which  wants  only  a  sounder  religious  feeling,  to  be  as 
delightful  as  it  is  original.  In  that  upon  '  Witches  and 
the  other  Night  Fears,'  he  says,  *  It  is  not  book,  or  pic- 
ture, or  the  stories  of  foolish  servants,  which  create  these 
terrors  in  children  ;  they  can  at  most  but  give  them  a 
direction. .  Dear  little  T.  H.,  who  of  sJl  children  has 
been  brought  up  with  the  most  scrupulous  exclusion  of 
every  taint  of  superstition,  who  was  never  allowed  to 
hear  of  goblin  or  apparition,  or  scarcely  to  be  told  of 
bad  men,  or  to  hear  or  read  of  any  distressing  story, 
finds  all  this  world  of  fear,  fcom  which  he  has  been  so 
rigidly  excluded  ab  extra^  in  his  own  ".thick-coming 
&ncies,"  and  fi'om  his  little  midnight  pillow  this  nurse 
child  of  optimism  will  start  at  shapes,  unborrowed  of 
tradition,  in  sweats  to  which  the  reveries  of  the  well- 
damned  murderer  are  tranquillity.'  —  This  poor  child, 
instead  of  being  trained  up  in  the  way  he  should  go, 
had  been  bred  in  the  ways  of  modem  philosophy ;  he 
had  systematically  been  prevented  firom  knowing  any- 
thing of  that  Saviour  who  said,  '  Suffer  little  children 
to  come  unto  me,  and  forbid  them  not,  for  of  such  is 
the  kingdom  of  heaven ; "  care  had  been  taken  that  he 
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Bhould  not  pray  to  God,  nor  lie  down  at  night  in  ieli< 
ance  upon  his  good  providence  I  Nor  let  it  be  supposed 
that  terrors  of  imagination  belong  to  childhood  alone. 
The  reprobate  heart,  which  has  discarded  all  love  of 
God,  cannot  so  easily  rid  itself  of  the  fear  of  the  devil ; 
and  even  when  it  succeeds  in  that  also,  it  will  then  cre- 
ate a  hell  for  itself.  We  have  heard  of  unbelievers 
who  thought  it  probable  that  they  should  be  awake  in 
their  graves ;  and  this  was  the  opinion  for  which  they 
had  exchanged  a  Christian)s  hope  of  immortality ! " 

The  allusion  in  this  paragraph  was  really,  as  Lamb 
was^erwards  convinced,  intended  by  Mr.  Southey  to 
assist  the  sale  of  the  book.  In  haste,  having  expunged 
some  word  which  he  thought  improper,  he  wrote 
'  sounder  religious  feeling,'  not  satisfied  with  the  epithet, 
but  meaning  to  correct  it  in  the  proof,  wliich  unfortu- 
nately was  never  sent  liim.  Lamb  saw  it  on  his  return 
from  a  month's  pleasant  holidays  at  Hastings,  and  ex- 
pressed his  first  impression  respecting  it  in  a  letter 
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"July  10th,  1828. 

"  Dear  Sir,  —  I  have  just  returned  from  Hastings, 
where  are  exquisite  views  and  walks,  and  where  I  have 
given  up  my  soul  to  walking,  and  I  am  now  suffering 
sedentary  contrasts.  I  am  a  long  time  reconciling  to 
town  after  one  of  these  excursions.  Home  is  become 
strange,  and  will  remain  so  yet  a  while ;  home  is  the 
most  unforgiving  of  friends,  and  always  resents  absence; 
I  know  its  old  cordial  looks  will  return,  but  they  are 
slow  in  clearing  up.  That  is  one  of  the  features  of 
this  our  galley-slavery,  that  peregrination  ended  makes 
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things  worse.  I  felt  out  of  water  (with  all  the  sea 
about  me)  at  Hastings ;  and  just  as  I  had  learned  to 
domiciliate  there,  I  must  come  back  to  find  a  home 
which  is  no  home.  I  abused  Hastings,  but  learned  its 
value.  There  are  spots,  inland  bays,  &c.,  which  realize 
the  notions  of  Juan  Fernandez.  The  best  thing  I  lit 
upon  by  accident  was  a  small  country  church,  (by 
whom  or  when  built  unknown,)  standing  bare  and 
single  in  the  midst  of  a  grove,  with  no  house  or  appear- 
ance of  habitation  within  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  only  pas- 
sages diverging  from  it  through  beautiful  woods  to  so 
many  farm-houses.  Thei-e  it  stands  like  the  first  idea 
of  a  church,  before  parishioners  were  thought  of,  noth- 
ing but  birds  for  its  congregation ;  or  like  a  hermit's 
oratory  (the  hermit  dead),  or  a  mausoleum  ;  its  effect 
singularly  impressive,  like  a  church  found  in  a  desert 
isle  to  startle  Crusoe  with  a  home  image ;  you  must 
make  out  a  vicar  and  a  congregation  from  fancy,  for 
^surely  none  come  there ;  yet  it  wants  not  its  pulpit,  and 
its  font,  and  all  the  seemly  additaments  of  our  worship. 
"  Southey  has  attacked  '  Elia '  on  the  score  of  infi- 
delity, in  the  Quarterly  article,  *  Progress  of  Infidelity.' 
I  had  not,  nor  have  seen  the  Monthly.  He  might  have 
spared  an  old  friend  such  a  construction  of  a  few  care- 
r  less  flights,  that  meant  no  harm  to  religion.     If  all  his 

[  unguarded  expressions  on  the  subject  were  to  be  col- 

lected —  but  I  love  and  respect  Southey,  and  will  not 
retort.  I  hate  his  review,  and  his  being  a  reviewer. 
The  hint  he  has  dropped  will  knock  the  sale  of  the 
book  on  the  head,  which  was  almost  at  a  stop  before. 
Let  it  stop,  —  there  is  com  in  Egypt,  while  there  is 
aish  at  Leadenhall  I  You  and  I  are  something  besides 
^eing  writers,  thank  God  I 

"  Yours  truly,  0.  L." 


r 
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This  feeling  was  a  little  diverted  by  the  execution  of 
a  scheme,  rather  suddenly  adopted,  of  removing  to  a 
neat  cottage  at  Islington,  where  Lamb  first  found  him- 
self installed  in  the  dignity  of  a  householder.  He  thus 
describes  his  residence :  — 


TO   BERNARD  .BABTON. 

"September  Snd,  182S. 

"  Dear  B.  B.,  —  What  will  you  say  to  my  not  writ- 
ing ?  You  cannot  say,  I  do  not  write  now.  When  you 
come  London-ward,  you  will  find  me  no  longer  in  Co- 
vent  Garden ;  I  have  a  cottage  in  Colebrook  Row,  Isling- 
ton ;  a  cottage,  for  it  is  detached  ;  a  white  house,  with 
six  good  rooms  ;  the  New  River  (rather  elderly  by  this 
time)  runs  (if  a  moderate  walking  pace  can  be  so 
termed)  close  to  the  foot  of  the  house  ;  and  behind  is  a 
s])acious  garden  with  vines  (I  assure  you),  pears,  straw 
berries,  parsnips,  leeks,  carrots,  cabbages,  to  delight  the 
heart  of  old  Alcinous.  You  enter  without  passage  into- 
a  cheerful  dining-room,  all  studded  over  and  rough  with 
old  books;  and  above  is  a  lightsome  drawing-room, 
three  windows,  full  of  choice  prints.  I  feel  like  a 
great  lord,  never  having  had  a  house  before. 

"  The  *  London,'  I  fear,  falls  off.  I  linger  among 
its  creaking  rafters,  like  the  last  rat ;  it  will  topple 
down  if  they  don't  get  some  buttresses.  They  have 
pulled  down  three ;  Hazlitt,  Procter,  and  their  best 
stay,  kind,  light-hearted  Wainwright,  their  Janus.  The 
best  is,  neither  of  our  fortunes  is  concerned  in  it. 

"  I  heard  of  you  from  Mr.  Pulham  this  morning, 
and  that  gave  a  fillip  to  my  la^ness,  which  has  lieen 
intolerable ;  but  I  am  so  taken  up  with  pruning  and 
gardening,  quite  a  new  sort  of  occupation  to  me.     T 
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Iiave  gathered  my  jargonels,  but  my  Windsor  pears 
are  backward.  The  former  were  of  exquisite  raciness. 
I  do  now  sit  under  my  own  vine,  and  contemplate  the 
grow^th  of  vegetable  nature.  I  can  now  understand  in 
what  sense  they  speak  of  father  Adam.  I  recognize 
the  paternity,  while  I  watch  my  tulips.  I  almost  fell 
with  him,  for  the  first  day  I  turned  a  drunken  gardener 
(as  he  let  in  the  serpent)  into  my  Eden,  and  lie 
laid  about  him,  lopping  off  some  choice  bouglis,  &c.,  . 
which  hung  over  from  a  neighbor's  garden,  and  iu 
his  blind  zeal  laid  waste  a  shade,  which  had  sheltered 
their  window  from  the  gaze  of  passers-by.  The  old 
gentlewoman  (fury  made  her  not  handsome)  could 
scarcely  be  reconciled  by  all  my  fine  words.  There 
was  no  buttering  her  parsnips.  She  talked  of  the  law. 
What  a  lapse  to  commit  on  the  first  day  of  my  happy 
•  garden-^tate  1 ' 

"I  hope  you  transmitted  the  Fox-Journal  to  its 
owner,  with  suitable'  thanks.  Mr.  Gary,  the  Dante- 
man,  dines  with  me  to-day.  He  is  a  model  of  a  coun- 
try parson,  lean,  (as  a  curate  ought  to  be,)  modest,  sen- 
sible, no  obtruder  of  church-dogmas,  quite  a  different 

nian  firom .     You  would  like  him.     Pray  accept 

this  for  a  letter,  and  believe  me,  with  sincere  regards, 

"  Yours,  C.  L." 

In  the  next  letter  to  Barton,  Lamb  referred  to  an  in- 
tended letter  to  Southey  in  the  Magazine. 

TO  BEKNABD  BABTON. 

"  September  17th,  1828. 

**  Dear  Sir,  — I  have  again  been  reading  your  '  Stan- 
■as  "^n  Bloomfield,'  which  an^  the  most  appropriate  that 
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can  be  imagined,  —  sweet  with  Doric  delicacy, 
that, — 

'  Out  own  more  ohuW  Tli«acritii» '  — 

just  hinting  at  the  fault  of  the  Grecian.  I  i 
stanza  ending  with, 

'  Words,  phnues,  fasblaoi,  pua  awajr; 
But  tmth  and  nitnn  liva  tbrDD);h  &IL 

But  I  shall  omit  in  my  own  copy  the  one  stans 
alludes  to.  Lord  B.  I  suppose.  It  spoib  the  a^ 
and  oneness  of  the  feeling.  Cannot  we  think  ol 
or  Thomson,  without  sullying  the  thought  with 
tion  out  of  place  upon  Lord  Rochester  ?  Thes 
might  have  been  inscribed  upon  a  tomb  ;  are  in 
e)>itaph ;  satire  does  not  look  pretty  upon  a  tor 
Besides,  there  is  a  quotation  in  it,  always  bad  i 
seldom  advisable  in  prose.  I  doubt  if  their 
been  in  a  paper  will  not  prevent  T.  and  H.  i 
sertion,  but  I  shall  have  a  thing  to  send  in  t 
two,  and  shall  try  them.  Omitting  that  stanza 
little  alteration  is  wanting  in  the  beginning  of  t 
You  see,  I  use  ireedom.  How  happily,  (I  flat 
you  have  brought  in  his  subjects ;  and  (I  i 
his  &vorite  measure,  though  I  am  not  ao 
with  any  of  his  wridngp  -but  the  '  Farmer 
He  dined  with  me  once,  and  his  manners  i 
exceedingly. 

"  I  rejoice  that  you  forpve  my  long  silence, 
tinue  to  estimate  ray  own-roof  comforts  highly 
could  I  remain  all  my  life  a  lodger?  My 
thrives  (I  am  told),  though  I  have  yet  reaped 
but  some  tiny  salad,  and  withered  carrots, 
garden's  a  garden  anywhere,  and  twice  a  gi 
London. 


liUA  TO  SOUTHKY.       .  887 

Toa  go  on  with  yow  '  Quaker  Sonnets  ? '  have 
ly  witli  *  Southey's  Book  of  the  Church.'     I 

a  letter  to  S.  in  the  '  London,'  which  perhaps 

t  the  fate  of  tlie  Sonnet. 

iise  my  brevity,  for  I  write  painfully  at  office, 

a  hundred  callings  off;  and  I  can  never  sit 
an  epistle  elsewhere.  I  read  or  walk.  If  you 
bis  letter  to  the  Post-office,  I  think  they  will 
)urpence,  seeing  it  is  bat  half  a  one.     Believe 

"  Entirely  yours,  0.  L." 

»>iitemp1ated  expostulation  with  Sonthey  was 
and  appeared  in  the  "  London  Magazine  for 
,  1823."  Lamb  did  not  print  it  in  any  subse- 
jUection  of  his  essays ;  but  I  give  it  now,  as  I 
ison  to  know  that  its  publication  will  cause  no 
Feelings  in  the  mind  of  Mr.  Southey,  and  as  it 
e  only  ripple  on  the  kindliness  of  Lamb's  per- 
i  literary  life. 


!TTEB  OF  ELIA  TO  HOBEHT  SOUTHEY,  ESQ. 
—  Ton  have  done  me  an  onfiiendly  office, 
perhaps  much  considering  what  yon  were  do- 
3U  have  given  an  ill  name  to  my  poor  lucubra- 
'n  a  recent  paper  on  Infidelity,  you  usher  in  a 
lal  commendation  of  them  with  an  exception  : 
ireceding  the  encomium,  and  taking  up  nearly 
!  space  with  it,  must  impress  your  readers  with 
on,  that  the  objectionable  parts  in  tliem  are  at 
ifll  in  quantity  to  the  pardonable.  The  censure 
act   the   criticism;'  the   praise  —  a  concession 
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merely.  Exceptions  usually  follow,  to  qualify  praise  oi 
blame.  But  there  stands  your  reproof,  in  the  very 
front  of  your  notice,  in  ugly  characters,  like  some  bug- 
bear, to  frighten  all  good  Christians  from  purcliasing. 
Through  you  I  become  an  object  of  suspicion  to  pre- 
ceptors of  youth,  and  fathers  of  families.  *  A  book^ 
which  wants  only  a  sounder  religious  feding  to  be  cu 
delightful  as  it  is  original.^  With  no  further  expla* 
nation,  what  must  your  readers  conjecture,  but  that 
my  little  volume  is  some  vehicle  for  heresy  or  infi- 
delity ?  The  quotation,  which  you  honor  me  by  sub- 
joining, oddly  enough,  is  of  a  character  which  bespeaks 
a  temperament  in  the  writer  the  very  reverse-  of  that 
your  reproof  goes  to  insinuate.  Had  you  been  taxing 
me  with  superstition,  the  passage  would  have  been  per- 
tinent to  the  censure.  Was  it  worth  your  wliile  to 
go  so  far  out  of  your  way  to  affront  the  feelings  of  an 
old  friend,  and  commit  yourself  by  an  irrelevant  quo- 
tation, for  the  pleasure  of  reflecting  upon  a  poor  child, 
an  exile  at  Genoa  ? 

^^  I  am  at  a  loss  what  particular  essay  you  had  in 
view  (if  my  poor  ramblings  amount  to  that  appellation) 
when  you  were  in  such  a  hurry  to  thrust  in  your  objec- 
tion, like  bad  news,  foremost.  Perhaps  the  paper  on 
^  Saying  Graces '  was  the  obnoxious  feature.  I  have 
endeavored  there  to  rescue  a  voluntary  duty  —  good  in 
place,  but  never,  as  I  remember,  literally  conmianded 
—  from  the  charge  of  an  undecent  formality.  Rightly 
taken,  sir,  that  paper  was  not  against  graces,  but  want 
of  grace ;  not  against  the  ceremony,  but  the  careless- 
ness and  slovenliness  so  often  observed  in  the  perform- 
ance of  it. 

"  Or  was  it  tJuit  on  the  "*  New  Year '  —  in  which  I 
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lave  disciibed  the  feelings  of  the  merely  natural  man, 
on  a  consideration  of  the  amazing  change,  which  is  sap- 
posable  to  take  place  on  our  removal  from  this  fleshly 
scene  ?  If  men  would  honestly  confess  theii*  misgiv- 
ings (which  few  men  will),  there  are  times  when  the 
strongest  Christian  of  us,  I  believe,  has  reeled  under 
questionings  of  such  staggering  obscurity.  I  do  not 
accuse  you  of  this  weakness.  There  are  some  who 
tremblingly  reach  out  shaking  hands  to  the  guidance  of 
Faith — others  who  stoutly  venture  into  the  dark  (their 
.Human  Confidence  their  leader,  whom  they  mistake 
for  Faith)  ;  and,  investing  themselves  beforehand  with 
cherubic  wings,  as  they  fancy,  find  their  new  robes  as 
&miliar,  and  fitting  to  their  supposed  growtli  and  stat- 
ure in  godliness,  as  the  coat  they  left  o£P  yesterday  — 
some  whose  hope  totters  upon  crutches — others  who 
stalk  into  futmity  upon  stilts. 

"  The  contemplation  of  a  Spiritual  World,  —  which, 
without  the  addition  of  a  misgiving  conscience,  is 
enough  to  shake  some  natures' to  their  foundation  —  is 
smoothly  got  over  by  others,  who  shall  float  over  the 
black  billows  in  their  little  boat  of  No-Distrust,  as  un- 
concernedly as  over  a  summer  sea.  The  difierence  is 
chiefly  constitutional. 

*^  One  man  shall  love  his  friends  and  his  firiends' 
fiices ;  and,  under  the  uncertainty  of  conversing  with 
them  again,  in  the  same  manner  and  &miliar  circum- 
stances of  sight,  speech,  &c.  as  upon  earth  —  in  a  mo- 
ment of  no  irreverent  weakness — for  a  dream-while  — 
no  more  —  would  be  almost  content,  for  a  reward  of  a 
life  of  virtue  (if  he  could  ascribe  such  acceptance  to  his 
lame  performances),  to  take  up  his  portion  with  those 
ha  loved,  and  was  made  to  love,  in  this  good  world. 
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which  he  knows  —  which  was  created  so  lovely,  bejrcnid 
his  deservings.  Another,  embracing  a  more  exalted 
"^nsion  —  so  that  he  might  receive  indefinite  additamenta 
of  power,  knowledge,  beauty,  glory,  &c.,  —  is  ready  to 
forego  the  recognition  of  humbler  individualities  of 
earth,  and  the  old  &miliar  &ces.  The  shapings  of  our 
heavens  are  the  modifications  of  our  constitution  ;  and 
Mr.  Feeble  Mind,  or  Mr.  Grreat  Heart,  is  bom  in  every 
one  of  us. 

^^  Some  (and  such  have  been  accounted  the  safest 
divines),  have  shrunk  firom  pronouncing  upon  the  final 
state  of  any  man  ;  nor  dare  they  pronounce  the  case 
of  Judas  to  be  desperate.  Others  (with  stronger  optics), 
as  plainly  as  with  the  eye  of  flesh,  shall  behold  a  given 
king  in  bliss,  and  a  given  chamberlain  in  torment ;  even 
to  the  eternizing  of  a  cast  of  the  eye  in  the  latter,  his 
own  self-mocked  and  good-humoredly-bome  deformity 
on  earth,  but  supposed  to  a^ravate  the  uncouth  and 
hideous  expression  of  his  pangs  in  the  other  place.  That 
one  man  can  presume  so  far,  and  that  another  would 
with  shuddering  disclaim  such  confidences,  is,  I  believei 
an  efiect  of  the  nerves  purely. 

."  If  in  either  of  these  papers,  or  elsewhere,  I  have 
been  betrayed  into  some  levities  —  not  afironting  the 
sanctuary,  but  glancing  perhaps  at  some  of  the  outskirts 
and  extreme  edges,  the  debatable  land  between  the 
holy  and  profane  regions  —  (for  the  admixture  of  man's 
inventions,  twisting  themselves  with  the  name  of  the 
religion  itself,  has  artfully  made  it  difficult  to  touch  even 
tlie  alloy,  without,  in  some  men's  estimation,  soiling  the 
tine  gold)  —  if  I  have  sported  within  the  purlieus  of 
serious  matter — it  was,  I  dare  say,  a  humor — be  not 
ittartied,  sir,  which  I  have  unwittingly  derived  from 
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jrourself.  You  have  all  your  life  been  making  a  jest  of 
the  Devil.  Not  of  the  scriptural  meaning  of  that  dark 
essence  —  personal  or  allegorical ;  for  the  nature  is  no- 
where plainly  delivered.  I  acquit  you  of  intentional 
irreverence.  But  indeed  you  have  made  wonderfully 
free  with,  and  been  mighty  pleasant  upon,  the  popular 
idea  and  attributes  of  him.  A  Noble  Lord,  your  brother 
Visionary,  has  scarcely  taken  greater  liberties  with  the 
material  keys,  and  merely  Catholic  notion  of  St.  Peter. 
—  You  have  flattered  him  in  prose :  you  have  chanted 
him  in  goodly  odes.  You  have  been  his  Jester ;  vol- 
unteer Laureate,  and  self^Iected  Court  Poet  to  Beel- 
zebub. 

"  You  have  never  ridiculed,  I  believe,  what  you 
thought  to  be  religion,  but  you  are  always  girding  at 
what  some  pious,  but  perhaps  mistaken  folks,  think  to 
be  so.  For  this  reason  I  am  sorry  to  hear  that  yott 
are  engaged  upon  a  Ufe  of  George  Fox.  I  know  you 
win  M  into  the  error  of  intermixing  some  comic  stuff 
with  your  seriousness.  The  Quakers  tremble  at  the 
subject  in  your  hands.  The  Methodists  are  shy  of  you 
upon  account  of  their  founder.  But,  above  all,  our 
Popish  brethren  a;re  most  in  your  debt.  The  errors  of 
that  Church  have  proved  a  fruitful  source  to  your  scoff- 
ing vein.  Their  Legend  has  been  a  Golden  one  to  you. 
And  here  your  friends,  sir,  have  noticed  a  notable  incon- 
sistency. To  the  imposing  rites,  the  solemn  penances, 
devout  austerities  of  that  communion ;  the  affecting 
though  erring  piety  of  their  hermits ;  the  silence  and 
solitude  of  the  Chartreux  —  their  crossings,  their  holy 
waters  —  their  Virgin,  and  their  saints  —  to  these,  they 
say,  you  have  been  indebted  for  the  best  feelings,  and 
the  richest  imagery,  of  your  epic  poetry.     You  Have 
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firawn  copious  drafts  upon  Loretto.  We  thought  at 
one  tune  you  were  gomg  post  to  Rome  —  but  that  in 
the  facetious  commentaries,  which  it  is  your  custom  to 
append  so  plentifully,  and  (some  say)  injudiciously,  to 
your  loftiest  performances  in  this  kind,  you  spurn  the 
uplifted  toe,  which  you  but  just  now  seemed  to  court . 
leave  his  holiness  in  the  lurch ;  and  show  him  a  &ii 
pair  of  Protestant  heels  under  your  Romish  vestment. 
When  we  think  you  already  at  the  wicket,  suddenly  a 
violent  cross  wmd  blows  you  traiisverse— 


*Ten  thousand  leagues  awry- 


Then  might  we  see 


Cowls,  hoodft,  and  habits,  with  their  wearers,  toat 
And  fiutterM  into  rags;  then  reliqnes,  beads, 
Indulgences,  dispenses,  pardons,  bolls, 
The  sport  of  winds.' 

You  pick  up  pence  by  showing  the  hallowed  bones, 
shrine,  and  crucifix;  and  you  take  money  a  second 
time  by  exposing  the  trick  of  them  afterwards.  You 
carry  your  verse  to  Castle  Angelo  for  sale  in  a  mom- 
ing  J  and  swifter  than  a  pedler  can  transmute  his  pack, 
you  are  at  Canterbury  with  your  prose  ware  before 
night. 

"  Sir,  is  it  that  I  dislike  you  in  tMs  merry  vein  ? 
The  very  reverse.     No  countenance  becomes  an  intel 
ligent  jest  better  than  your  own.     It  is  your  grave 
aspect,  when  you  look  awful  upon  your  poor  friends, 
which  I  would  deprecate. 

"  In  more  than  one  place,  if  I  mistake  not,  you  liave 
been  pleased  to  compliment  me  at  the  expense  of  my 
companions.  I  cannot  accept  your  compliment  at  such 
a  price.  The  upbraiding  a  man's  poverty  naturally 
makes  him  look  about  him,  to  see  whether  he  be  ao 
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poor  indeed  as  he  is  presumed  to  be.  You  have  put 
me  npon  counting  my  riches.  Really,  sir,  I  did  not 
know  I  was  so  wealthy  in  the  article  of  friendships. 

There  is ,  and ,  whom  you  never  heard   o^ 

but  exemplary  characters  both,  and  excellent  church- 
goers ;  and  N.,  mine  and  my  father's  fiiend  for  nearly 
half  a  century ;  and  the  enthusiast  for  Wordsworth's 

poetry, ,  a  little  tainted  with  Socinianism,  it  is  to  be 

feared,  but  constant  in  his  attachments,  and  a  capital 

critic ;  and ,  a  sturdy  old  Athanasian,  so  that  sets 

all  to  rights  again ;  and  W.,  the  light,  and  warm-as- 
light  hearted,  Janus  of  the  London ;  and  the  translator 
of  Dante,  still  a  curate,  modest  and  amiable  C. ;  and 
Allan  C,  the  large-hearted  Scot ;  and  P — ^r,  candid 
and  affectionate  as  his  own  poetry  ;  and  A — p,  Cole- 
ridge's fiiend ;  and  G — ^n,  his  more  than  friend ;  and 
Coleridge  himself,  the  same  to  me  still,  as  in  those  old 
evenings,  when  we  used  to  sit  and  speculate  (do  you 
remember  them,  sir  ?)  at  our  old  Salutation  tavern, 
upon  Pantisocracy  and  golden  days  to  come  on  earth  ; 

and  W th  (why,  sir,  I  might  drop  my  rent-roll 

here ;  such  goodly  farms  and  manors  have  I  reckoned 
up  already.  In  what  possession  has  not  this  last  name 
alone  estated  me ! — but  I  will  go  on) — and  M.,  the 

noble-miiided  kinsman,  by  wedlock,  of  W th ;  and 

H.  C.  R.,  unwearied  in  the  offices  of  a  friend ;  and 
Clarkson,  almost  above  the  narrowness  of  that  relation, 
yet  condescending  not  seldom  heretofore  from  the 
labors  of  his  world-embracing  charity  to  bless  my  hum- 
ble roof;  and  the  gall-less  and  single-minded  Dyer; 
and  the  high-minded  associate  of  Cook,  the  veteran 
Colonel,  with  his  lusty  heart  still  sending  cartels  of  de- 
fiance to  old  Time ;  and,  not  least,  W.  A.,  the  last  and 
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Steadiest  left  to  me  of  that  little  knot  of  wbist-players^ 
that  used  to  assemble  weekly,  for  so  many  years,  at  the 
Queen's  Gate  (you  remember  them,  sir?}  and  called 
Admiral  Burney  friend. 

^*  I  ivill  come  to  the  point  at  once.  I  belieye  you 
will  not  make  many  exceptions  to  my  associates  so  &r. 
But  I  have  purposely  omitted  some  intimacies,  which 
I  do  not  yet  repent  of  having  contracted,  with  two 
gentlemen,  diametrically  opposed  to  yourself  in  princi- 
ples. You  will  understand  me  to  allude  to  the  authors 
of  *  Rimini  *  and  of  the  *  Table  Talk.'  And  first  of  the 
former— 

**  It  ^is  an  error  more  particularly  incident  to  persons 
of  the  correctest  principles  and  habits,  to  seclude  thenw 
selves  from  the  rest  of  mankind,  as  from  another 
species,  and  form  into  knots  and  clubs.  The  best 
people,  herding  thus  exclusively,  are  in  danger  of  con- 
tracting a  narrowness.  Heat  and  cold,  d^mess  and 
moisture,  in  the  natural  world,  do  not  fiy  asunder,  to 
split  the  globe  into  sectarian  parts  and  separations; 
but  mingling  as  they  best  may,  correct  the  mahgnity  of 
any  single  predominance.  The  analogy  holds,  I  sup- 
pose, in  the  moral  world.  If  all  the  good  people  were 
to  ship  themselves  off  to  Terra  Incognita,  what,  in 
humanity's  name,  is  to  become  of  the  refuse  ?  If  the 
persons,  whom  I  have  chiefly  in  view,  have  not  pushed 
matters  to  this  extremity  yet,  they  cany  them  as  far  as 
they  can  go.  Instead  of  mixing  with  the  infidel  and 
the  fi*eethinker — in  the  room  of  op^iing  a  negotiation, 
to  try  at  least  to  find  out  at  which  gate  the  error  en- 
tered— they  huddle  close  together,  in  a  weak  fear  of 
infection,  like  that  pusillanimous  tmderling  in  Spen- 
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*  TbU  is  the  wandering  wood,  this  £rror*8  den ; 
A  monster  vile,  whom  God  and  man  does  hate  : 
Therefore,  I  read,  beware.    Fly,  fly,  quoth  then 
The  fearful  dwarf/ 
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And,  if  they  be  writers  in  orthodox  journals —  address- 
ing themselves  only  to  the  irritable  passions  of  the 
unbeliever  —  they  proceed  in  a  safe  system  of  strength- 
ening the  strong  hands,  and  confirming  the  valiant 
knees ;  of  converting  the  already  converted,  and  pro- 
selyting their  own  party.  I  am  the  more  convinced  of 
this  from  a  passage  in  the  very  treatise  which  oc- 
casioned this  letter.  It  is  where,  having  recommended 
to  the  doubter  the  'jvritings  of  Michaelis  and  Lardner, 
you  ride  triumphant  over  the  necks  of  all  infidels,  scep- 
tics, and  dissenters,  from  this  time  to  the  world's  end, 
upon  the  wheels  of  two  unanswerable  deductions.  I 
do  not  hold  it  meet  to  set  down,  in  a  miscellaneous 
compilation  like  this,  such  religious  words  as  you  have 
thought  fit  to  introduce  into  the  pages  of  a  petulant 
literary  journal.  1  therefore  beg  leave  to  substitute 
numerals^  and  refer  to  the  *  Quarterly  Review '  (for 
January)  for  filling  of  them  up,  *  Here,'  say  you,  '  as 
in  the  history  of  7,  if  thgse  books  iare  authentic,  the 
events  which  they  relate  must  be  true ;  if  they  were 
written  by  8,  9  is  10  and  11.'  Your  first  deduction,  if 
it  means  honestly,  rests  upon  two  identical  proposi- 
tions ;  though  I  suspect  an  unfairness  in  one  of  the 
terms^  which  this  would  not  be  quite  the  proper  place 
for  explicating.  At  all  events,  you  have  no  cause  to 
triumph ;  you  have  not  been  proving  the  premises,  but 
:^fer  for  satisfaction  therein  to  very  long  and  laborious 
pv^orks,  which  may  well  employ  the  sceptic  a  twelve- 
month or  two  to  digest,  before  he  can  possibly  be  ripe 
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for  your  condosion.  When  he  has  satisfied  himself 
about  the  premises,  he  will  concede  to  you  the  in- 
ference, I  dare  say,  most  readily.  —  But  your  latter  de- 
duction, viz.  that  because  8  has  written  a  book  concern- 
ing 9,  therefore  10  and  11  was  certainly  his  meaning, 
is  one  of  the  most  extraordinary  conclusions  per  saltum^ 
that  I  have  had  the  good  fortune  to  meet  with.  As 
far  as  10  is  verbally  asserted  in  the  writings,  all  sects 
must  agree  with  you ;  but  you  cannot  be  ignorant  of 
the  many  various  ways  in  which  the  doctrine  of  the 
*******  has  been  understood,  from  a  low  figurative 
expression  (with  the  Unitarians)  up  to  the  most  mys- 
terious actuality ;  in  which  highest  sense  alone  you  and 
your  chmrch  take  it.  And  for  11,  that  there  is  no  oth- 
er possible  conclusion  —  to  hazard  this  in  the  face  of  so 
many  thousands  of  Arians  and  Socinians,  &c.,  who 
have  drawn  so  opposite  a  one,  is  such  a  piece  of  theo- 
logical hardihood,  as,  I  think,  warrants  me  in  conclud- 
ing that,  when  you  sit  down  to  pen  theology,  you  do 
not  at  all  consider  your  opponents  j  but  have  in  your 
eye,  merely  and  exclusively,  readers  of  the  same  way 
of  thinking  with  yourself,  and  therQfore  have  no  occa- 
sion to  trouble  yourself  with  the  quaUty  of  the  logic  to 
which  you  treat  them. 

"  Neither  can  I  think,  if  you  had  had  the  welfiire  of 
the  poor  child  —  over  whose  hopelfes  condition  you 
whine  so  lamentably  and  (I  must  think)  unseasonably 
—  seriously  at  heart,  that  you  could  have  taken  the 
step  of  sticking  him  up  by  name  —  T.  H.  is  as  good  as 
naming  him  —  to  perpetuate  an  outrage  upon  the  pa- 
rental feelings,  as  long  as  the  ^  Quarterly  Review '  shall 
last.  Was  it  necessary  to  specify  an  individual  case, 
and  give  to  Christian  compassion  the  appearance  of 
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personal  attack  ?    Is  this  the  way  to  conciliate  nnbe^ 
lievers,  or  not  rather  to  widen  the  breach  irreparably  ? 

"  I*  own  I  could  never  think  so  considerably  of  my- 
self as  to  decline  the  society  of  an  agreeable  or  worthy 
man  upon  difference  of  opinion  only.  The  impediments 
and  the  facilitations  to  a  sound  belief  are  various  and 
inscrutable  as  the  heart  of  man.  Some  believe  upon 
weak  principles.  Others  cannot  feel  the  eflScacy  of  the 
strongest.  One  of  the  most  candid,  most  upright,  and 
single-meaning  men,  I  ever  knew,  was  the  late  Thomas 
Holcroft.  I  believe  he  never  said  one  thing  and  meant 
another,  in  his  life ;  and,  as  near  as  I  can  guess,  he 
never  acted  otherwise  than  with  the  most  scrupulous 
attention-  to  conscience.  Ought  we  to  wish  the  char- 
acter false,  for  the  sake  of  a  hollow  compliment  to 
Christianity  ? 

"  Accident  introduced  me  to  the  acquaintance  of  Mr. 
L.  H.  —  and  the  experience  of  his  many  friendly  qual- 
ities confirmed  a  friendship  between  us.  You,  who 
have  been  misrepresented  yourself,  I  should  hope,  have 
not  lent  an  idle  ear  to  the  calumnies  which  have  been 
spread  abroad  respecting  this  gentleman.  I  was  ad- 
mitted to  his  household  for  some  years,  and  do  most 
solemnly  aver  that  I  believe  him  to  be  in  his  domestic 
relations  as  correct  as  any  man.  He  chose  an  ill-judged 
subject  for  a  poem ;  the  peccant  humors  of  which 
have  been  visited  on  him  tenfold  by  the  artftJ  use,  which 
his  adversaries  have  made,  of  an  eqidvocal  term.  The 
subject  itself  was  started  by  Dante,  but  better  because 
brieflier  treated  of.  But  the  crime  of  the  lovers,  in  the 
Italian  and  the  English  poet,  with  its  aggravated  enoiv 
mity  of  circumstance,  is  not  of  a  kind  (as  the  critics  of 
the  latter  well  knew)  with  those  conjunctions,  for  which 
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Nature  herself  has  provided  no  excnae,  because  no 
temptation.  —  It  has  nothing  in  common  with  the  black 
horrors,  sung  by  Ford  and  Massingen  The  familiar- 
izing of  it  in  tale  or  fable  may  be  for  that  reason  inci- 
dentally more  contagious.  In  spite  of  *  Rimini/  I  must 
look  upon  its  author  as  a  man  of  taste,  and  a  poet.  He 
is  better  than  so ;  he  is  one  of  the  most  cordial-minded 
men  I  ever  knew,  and  matchless  as  a  fireside  compan- 
ion. I  mean  not  to  afiront  or  wound  your  feelings 
when  I  say  that,  in  his  more  genial  moods,  he  has  often 
reminded  me  of  you.  There  is  the  same  air  of  mild 
dogmatism  —  the  same  condescending  to  a  boyish  sport- 
iveness  —  in  both  your  conversations.  His  handwrit- 
ing is  so  much  the  same  with  your  own,  that  I  have 
opened  more  than  one  letter  of  his,  hoping,  nay,  not 
doubting,  but  it  was  from  you,  and  have  been  disap 
pointed  (he  will  bear  with  my  saying  so)  at  the  dis^ 
covery  of  my  error.  L.  H.  is  unfortunate  in  holding 
some  loose  and  not  very  definite  speculations  (for  at 
times  I  think  he  hardly  knows  whither  his  premises 
would  carry  him)  on  marriage  —  the  tenets,  I  conceive, 
of  the  *  Political  Justice '  carried  a  Kttle  further.  For 
anything  I  could  discover  in  his  practice,  they  have 
reference,  like  those,  to  some  future  possible  condition 
of  society,  and  not  to  the  present  times.  But  neither 
for  these  obliquities  of  thinking  (upon  wliich  my  own 
conclusions  are  as  distant  as  die  poles  asimder)  —  nor 
for  his  political  asperities  and  petulancies,  which  are 
wearing  out  with  the  heats  and  vanities  of  youth  — 
did  I  select  him  for  a  fnend ;  but  for  qualities  which 
fitted  him  for  that  relation.  I  do  not  know  whether 
I  flatter  myself  with  being  the  occasioti,  but  certain  it 
is,  that,  touched  with  some  misgivings  for  sundry  harsh 
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things  which  he  had  written  aforetime  against  our  friend 
C,  —  before  he  left  this  country  he  sought  a  reconcili- 
ation with  that  gentleman  (himself  being  his  own  intron 
ducer},  and  found  it 

"  L.  H.  is  now  in  Italy ;  on  his  departure  to  which 
land  with  much  regret  I  took  my  leave  of  him  and  of  his 
little  &mi]y  —  seven  of  them,  sir,  with  their  mother  — 
and  as  kind  a  set  of  little  people  (T.  H.  and  all),  as 
affectionate  children  as  ever  blessed  a  parent.  Had 
you  seen  them,  sir,  I  think  you  could  not  have  looked 
upon  them  as  so  many  little  Jonases  —  but  rather  as 
pledges  of  the  vessel's  safety,  that  was  to  bear  such  a 
irdght  of  love. 

^^  I  wish  you  would  read  Mr.  H.'s  lines  to  that  same 
T.  H.  *  six  years  old  during  a  sickness : '  — 

*  Sleep  breaks  at  last  fh)m  out  thee, 
My  little  patient  boy  *  — 

(they  are  to  be  found  in  the  47th  page  of  *  Foliage ')  — 
and  ask  yourself  how  &r  they  are  out  of  the  spirit  of 
Christianity.  I  have  a  letter  from  Italy,  received  but 
the  other  day,  into  which  L.  H.  has  put  as  much  heart, 
and  as  many  friendly  yearnings  after  old  associates,  and 
native  country,  as,  I  think,  paper  can  well  hold.  It 
would  do  you  no  hurt  to  give  that  the  perusal  also. 

"  Prom  the  other  gerMeman  I  neither  expect  nor  de- 
sire (as  he  is  well  assured)  any  such  concessions  as 
L.  H.  made  to  C.  What  hath  soured  him,  and  made 
him  to  suspect  his  fiiends  of  infidelity  towards  him^ 
when  there  was  no  such  matter,  I  know  not.  I  stood 
well  with  him  for  fifteen  years  (the  proudest  of  my 
life),  and  have  ever  spoken  my  full  mind  of  him  to 
some,  to  whom  his  panegyric  must  naturally  be  least 
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tasteful.  I  never  in  thought  swerved  from  him,  I  never 
betrayed  him,  I  never  slackened  in  my  admiration  of 
him ;  I  was  the  same  to  him  (neither  better  nor  worse), 
though  he  could  not  see  it,  as  in  the  days  when  he 
thought  fit  to  trust  me.  At  this  instant,  he  may  be 
preparing  for  me  some  compliment,  above  my  deserts, 
as  he  has  sprinkled  many  such  among  his  admirable 
books,  for  which  I  rest  his  debtor ;  or,  for  anything  I 
know,  or  can  guess  to  the  contrary,  he  may  be  about 
to  read  a  lecture  on  my  weaknesses.  He  is  welcome 
to  them  (as  he  was  to  my  humble  hearth),  if  they  can 
divert  a  spleen,  or  ventUate  a  fit  of  sullenness.  I  wish 
he  would  not  quarrel  with  the  world  at  the  rate  he  does ; 
but  the  reconciliation  must  be  effected  by  himself,  and 
I  despair  of  living  to  see  that  day.  But,  protesting 
against  much  that  he  has  written,  and  some  things 
which  he  chooses  to  do ;  judging  him  by  his  conver- 
sation which  I  enjoyed  so  long,  and  relished  so  deeply ; 
or  by  his  books,  in  those  places  where  no  clouding  pas- 
sion intervenes  —  I  should  belie  my  own  conscience,  if 
I  said  less,  than  that  I  think  W.  H.  to  be,  in  his  natural 
and  healthy  state,  one  of  the  wisest  and  finest  spirits 
breathing.  So  far  from  being  ashamed  of  that  intimacy, 
which  was  betwixt  us,  it  is  my  boast  that  I  was  able 
for  so  many  years  to  have  preserved  it  entire ;  and  I 
think  I  shall  go  to  my  grave  without  finding,  or  expect- 
ing to  find,  such  another  companion.  But  I  forget  my 
manners  —  you  will  pardon  me,  sir  —  I  retmn  to  the 
correspondence. 

"  Sir,  you  were  pleased  (you  know  where)  to  invite 
me  to  a  compliance  with  the  wholesome  forms  and  doc- 
trines of  the  Church  of  England.  I  take  your  advice 
with  as  much  kindness  as  it  was  meant.     But  I  must 
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think  the  invitation  rather  more  kind  than  seasonable. 
I  am  a  Dissenter.  The  last  sect,  with  which  you  can 
remember  me  to  have  made  common  profession^  were 
the  Unitarians.  You  would  think  it  not  very  pertinent, 
if  (fearing  that  all  was  not  well  with  you),  I  were 
gravely  to  invite  you  (for  a  remedy)  to  attend  with  me 
a  course  of  Mr.  Belsham's  Lectures  at  Hackney.  Per^ 
haps  I  have  scruples  to  some  of  your  forms  and  doc- 
trines. But  if  I  come  am  I  secure  of  civil  treatment  ? 
The  last  time  I  was  in  any  of  your  places  of  worship 
was  on  Easter  Sunday  last.  I  had  the  satisfaction  of 
listening  to  a  very  sensible  sermon  of  an  argumentative 
turn,  delivered  with  great  propriety,  by  one  of  your 
bishops.  The  place  was  Westminster  Abbey.  As  such 
reli^on,  as  I  have,  has  always  acted  on  me  more  by  way 
of  sentiment  than  argumentative  process,  I  was  not  un- 
willing, after  sermon  ended,  by  no  unbecoming  transi- 
tion, to  pass  over  to  some  serious  feelings,  impossible  to 
be  disconnected  from  the  sight  of  those  old  tombs,  &c. 
But  by  whose  order,  I  know  not,  I  was  debarred  that 
privilege,  even  for  so  short  a  space  as  a  few  minutes ; 
and  turned,  like  a  dog  or  some  profane  person,  out  into 
the  common  street ;  with  feelings,  which  I  could  not 
help,  but  not  very  congenial  to  the  day  or  the  discourse. 
I  do  not  know  that  I  shall  ever  venture  myself  again  into 
one  of  your  churches. 

"  You  had  your  education  at  Westminster ;  and, 
doubtless,  among  those  dim  aisles  and  cloisters,  you 
must  have  gathered  much  of  that  devotional  feeling  in 

hose  young  years,  on  which  your  purest  mind  feeds 
jtiU —  and  may  it  feed  I  The  antiquarian  spirit,  strong 
'n  you,  and  gracefully  blending  ever  with  the  religious, 

lay  have  been  sown  in  you  among  those  wrecks  of 
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splendid  mortality.  You  owe  it  to  the  place  of  youi 
education  ;  you  owe  it  to  your  learned  fondness  &r  the 
architecture  of  your  ancestors  ;  you  owe  it  to  the  ven- 
erableness  of  your  ecclesiastical  establishment^  which  is 
daily  lessened  and  called  in  question  through  these  prac- 
tices —  to  speak  aloud  your  sense  of  them ;  never  to 
desist  raising  your  voice  against  them,  till  they  be  totally 
done  away  with  and  abolished  ;  till  the  doors  of  West- 
minster Abbey  be  no  longer  closed  against  the  decent, 
though  low-in-purse,  enthusiast,  or  blameless  devotee, 
who  must  commit  an  injury  against  his  family  economy, 
if  he  would  be  indulged  with  a  bare  admission  within  its 
walls.  You  owe  it  to  the  decencies,  which  you  wish  to 
see  maintained  in  its  impressive  services,  that  our  Cathe- 
dral be  no  longer  an  object  of  inspection  to  the  poor  at 
those  times  only,  in  which  they  must  rob  from  their 
attendance  on  the  worship  every  minute  which  they  can 
bestow  upon  the  &bric  In  vain  the  public  prints  have 
taken  up  this  subject,  in  vain  such  poor  nameless  writers 
as  myself  express  their  indignation.  A  word  from  you, 
sir  —  a  hint  in  your  journal  —  would  be  sufficient  to 
fling  open  the  doors  of  the  beautiiul  temple  again,  as  we 
can  remember  them  when  we  were  boys.  At  that  time 
of  life,  what  would  the  imaginative  faculty  (such  as  it 
is)  in  both  of  us,  have  suffered,  if  the  entrance  to  so 
much  reflection  had  been  obstructed  by  the  demand  of 
so  much  silver  1  —  If  we  had  scraped  it  up  to  gain 
an  occasional  admission  (as  we  certainly  should  have 
done)  would  the  sight  of  those  old  tombs  have  been  as 
impressive  to  us  (while  we  had  been  weighing  anxiously 
prudence  against  sentiment)  as  when  the  gates  stood 
open,  as  those  of  the  adjacent  Park ;  when  we  could 
walk  in  at  any  time,  as  the  mood  brought  us,  for  a 
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•  or  Imiger  time, as  that  lasted?  Is  the  being 
over  a  place  the  same  as  tdlentlj  for  ourselves 
ng  the  genins  of  it  ?  In  no  part  of  oar  beloved 
now  can  a  peison  find  entrance  (oat  of  service- 
under  the  sum  of  two  thiUingt.  The  rich  and 
eat  will  smile  at  the  anticlimax,  presumed  to  lie 
e  two  short  words.  But  you  can  tell  them,  sir, 
nch  quiet  worth,  how  much  capacity  for  enlarged 
,  how  much  taste  and  genius,  may  coexist,  espe- 
n  youth,  with  a  purse  incompetent  to  this  demand. 
BBpected  friend  of  ours,  during  his  late  visit  to  the 
lolis,  presented  himself  for  admission  to  St.  Paiil's. 
same  time  a  decently-clotlied  man,  with  as  decent 
and  child,  were  bargaining  for  the  same  indul- 
The  price  was  only  twopence  each  person, 
oor  but  decent  man  hesitated,  desirous  to  go  in ; 
ire  were  three  of  them,  and  he  turned  away  re- 
ly. Perhaps  lie  wished  to  have  seen  the  tomb 
ion.  Perhaps  the  interior  of  the  cathedral  was 
xt.  But  in  the  state  of  his  finances,  even  six- 
might  reasonably  seem  too  much.  Tell  the 
■acy  of  the  country  (no  man  can  do  it  more  im- 
ely) ;  instruct  them  of  what  value  these  msignifi- 
eces  of  money,  those  minims  to  their  siglit,  may 
leir  humbler  brethren.  Shame  these  sellers  out 
Temple  t  Show  the  poor,  that  you  can  some- 
hink  of  them  in  some  other  light  than  as  muti- 
nd  malcontents.  Conciliate  them  bj  such  kind 
3  to  their  superiors,  civil  and  ecclesiastical.  Stop 
Qths  of  the  railers;  and  sufier  your  old  friends, 
lie  old  terms,  again  to  honor  and  admire  you. 
ot  the  suggestions  of  your  better  nature  with  the 
nsion,  that  an  iidiKcriminate  admissioD  would 
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expose  the  tombs  to  violation.  Remember  your  b<>j 
days.  Did  you  ever  see,  or  hear,  of  a  mob  in  the 
Abbey,  while  it  was  free  to  all  ?  Do  the  rabble  come 
there,  or  trouble  their  heads  about  such  speculations? 
It  is  all  that  you  can  do  to  drive  them  into  your 
churches;  they  do  not  voluntarily  offer  themselves. 
They  have,  alas  I  no  passion  for  antiquities ;  for  tomb 
of  king  or  prelate,  sage  or  poet.  If  they  had,  they 
would  no  longer  be  the  rabble. 

"  For  forty  years  that  I  have  Known  the  &bric,  the 
only  well-attested  charge  of  violation  adduced,  has  been 
—  a  ridiculous  dismemberment  committed  upon  the 
effigy  of  that  amiable  spy.  Major  Andr^.  And  is  it  for 
this  —  the  wanton  mischief  of  some  schoolboy,  fired 
perha{)s  with  raw  notions  of  transatlantic  freedom  —  or 
the  remote  possibility  of  such  a  mischief  occurring  again, 
so  easily  to  be  prevented  by  stationing  a  constable  within 
the  walls,  if  the  vergers  are  incompetent  to  the  duty — 
is  it  upon  such  wretched  pretences,  that  the  people  of 
England  are  made  to  pay  a  new  Peter's  pence,  so  long 
abrogated;  or  must  content  themselves  with  contem- 
plating the  ragged  exterior  of  their  Cathedral  ?  The 
mischief  was  done  about  the  time  that  you  were  a  scholar 
there.  Do  you  know  anything  about  the  unfortunate 
relic  ?  —  can  you  help  us  in  this  emergency  to  find  the 
nose  ? — or  can  you  give  Chan  trey  a  notion  (from  mem- 
ory) of  its  pristine  life  and  vigor  ?  I  am  wiUing  for 
peace'  sake  to  subscribe  my  guinea  towards  a  restoration 
of  the  lamented  feature. 

''  I  am,  sir,  your  humble  servant, 

"  EUA." 

The  feeling  with  which  this  letter  was  received  by 
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nay  be  best  described  in  liis  own  words  in  a 
the  publisher.  "  On  my  part  there  was  not 
lomentaiy  feeling  of  anger ;  I  was  very  much 

and  grieved,  because  I  knew  how  much  lie 
ndemn  himself.     And  jet  no  resentM  letter 

written  less  ofiensivelj:  his  gentle  nature 
sen  in  it  throughout,"  Soutli^  was  right  in 
'  in  the  revulsion  Lamb's  feelings  would  un- 
len  the  excitement  under  which  be  had  writ- 
led  ;  for  although  he  would  retract  nothing  he 

said  or  written  in  defence  of  his  friends,  he 
r  at  once  to  surrender  every  resentment  of  his 
outh&)'  came  to  London  in  the  following 
ad  wrote  propo^ng  to  call  at  Islington ;  and 
[ovember  Lamb  thus  replied ;  — 
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"E.  L  H.,  21st  November,  18SS. 
'  Soothey,  —  The  kindness  of  your  note  has 
way  the  mist  which  was  upon  me.     I  have 
ting  against  a  shadow.     That  accursed  '  Q.  R.' 
id  me  by  a  gratuitous   speaking,  of  its  own 

;e,  that  the  '  Confessions  of  a  D d '  was 

3  description  of  the  stat«  of  the  writer.  Lit- 
i,  that  are  not  ill  meant,  may  produce  nmch 
t  might  have  injured  me  alive  and  dead.  I 
public  office,  and  my  life  is  insured.  I  was 
for  anger,  and  I  thooght  I  saw,  in  a  few  ob* 
rords,  a  hard  case  of  repetition  directed  against 
'isb  both  magadne  and  review  at  the  bottom 
a.     I  ahall  be  ashamed  to  see  you,  and  my 
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sister  (tTiough  innocent)  Trill  be  still  m 

folly  was  done  without  her  knowledge 

her  uneasy  ever  since.     My  guardian  angel  was  absent 

at  tliat  time. 

"  I  will  muster  up  courage  to  see  yon,  however,  any 
day  next  week  (Wednesday  excepted).  We  shall 
hope  that  you  will  bring  Edith  with  you.  That  will 
be  a  second  mortification.  She  will  hat«  to  see  us,  but 
come  and  heap  embers.  We  deserve  it,  I  Ibr  what 
I've  done,  and  she  for  being  my  dster. 

"  Do  come  early  in  the  day,  by  sunlight,  that  yon 
may  see  my  Milton, 

"  I  am  at  Colebrook-cottage,  C3olebrook-row,  Islin^ 
ton.  A  detached  whitish  house,  close  to  the  New 
River,  end  of  Colebrook  Terrace,  left  hand  from  Sad- 
ler's Wells. 

"  Will  you  let  me  know  the  day  before  ? 

"  Your  penit«nt,  C.  Lamb." 

"P.  S.  —  I  do  not  think  your  hand-writing  at  all 
like  •"••'s.    I  do  not 'think  many  things  I  did  think." 

In  the  following  lett^,  of  the  same  date,  Lamb  an- 
ticipates the  meeting. 


TO  BERNARD  BARTON. 
**  Dear  B.  B.,  —  I  am  ashamed  at  not  acknowledg- 
ing your  kind,  little  poem,  wliich  I  must  needs  like 
much  ;  but  I  protest  I  thought  I  had  done  it  at  the 
moment.  Is  it  possible  a  letter  has  miscarried?  Did 
you  get  one  in  which  I  sent  you  an  extract  from  the 
poems  of  Lord  Steriing  ?     I  ^ould  wonder  if  you  did, 
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at  yon  none  socli.     There  was  an  incipient  lie 

id  in  the  birth.     Some  people's  conscience  ia  bo 

But  in  plain  truth,  I  thank  you  very  much 

verses.  I  have  a  veiy  kind  letter  from  the 
;,  iritli  ft  self-invitation  to  come  and  shake  hands 
e.  This  is  truly  handsome  and  noble.  'Tis 
of  my  old  idea  of  Sonthey.    Shall  not  I,  think 

covered  with  a  red  suffusion  ? 

a  are  too  much  apprehensive  of  your  complaint : 

many  that  are  always  ailing  of  it,  and.  live  on 
)d  old  age.  I  know  a  meny  fellow  (you  partly 
im^  who,  when  his  medical  adviser  told  liim  he 
ink  away  all  that  part,  congratulated  himself 
is  liver  was  gone^  that  he  should  be  the  longest 

the  two. 

e  best  way  in  these  cases  is  to  keep  yourself  as 
t  as  you  can,  as  ignorant  as  the  world  waa 
Gralen,  of  the  entire  inner  construction  of  the 
man  ;  not  to  be  conscious  of  a  midriff ;  to  hold 
I  (save  of  sheep  and  swine)  to  be  an  agreeable 
;  not  to  know  whereabouts  the  gall  grows;  to 
:  the  circulation  of  the  blood  an  idle  whimsey  of 
■'s ;  to  acknowledge  no  mechanism  not  visible, 
ice  fix  the  seat  of  your  disorder,  and  your  fan- 
IX  into  it  hke  bad  humors.  Those  medical 
}  choose  each  bis  favorite  part ;  one  takes  the 
another  the  aforesaid  liver,  and  refer  to  that, 
er  in  the  animal  economy  is  amiss.  Above  all, 
;rcise,  take  a  little  more  spirituous  liquors,  learn 
ce,  continue  to  keep  a  good  conscience,  and  avoid 
ing  with  hard  terms  of  art  —  viscosity,  scir- 
,  and  those  bugbears  by  which  simple  patients 
red  into  their  grave.     Believe  the  general  sense 
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of  the  mercantile  world,  which  holds  that  desks  are 
not  deadly.  It  is  the  mind,  good  B.  B.,  and  not  the 
limbs,  that  taints  bj  long  sitting.  Think  of  the 
patience  of  tailors,  think  how  long  the  Lord  Chancellor 
sits,  think  of  the  brooding  hen !  I  protest  I  cannot 
answer  thy  sister's  kind  inquiry ;  but  I  judge,  I  shall 
put  forth  no  second  volume.  More  praise  than  buy  ; 
and  T.  and  H.  are  not  particularly  disposed  for  mar- 
tyrs. Thou  wilt  see  a  funny  passage,  and  yet  a  true 
history,  of  George  Dyer's  aquatic  incursion  in  the  next 
*  London.'  Beware  his  fate,  when  thou  comest  to  see 
me  at  my  Colebrook-cottage.  I  have  filled  my  little 
space  with  my  little  thoughts.  I  wish  thee  ease  on  thy 
80& ;  but  not  too  much  indulgence  on  it.  From  my 
poor  desk,  thy  fellow-sufferer,  Um  bright  November, 

**  C.  L." 

Southey  went  to   Colebrook-cottage,  as  proposed , 
t:.  the  awkwardness  of  meeting  went  off  in  a  moment ; 

L"  .   and  the  affectionate  intimacy,  which  had  lasted  for 

p;  almost  twenty  years,  was  renewed,  to  be  interrupted 

^\  only  by  death. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 
[1828  to  1825.] 

LETTEBS  TO  AINSWORTH,  BABTON,  AND  COLERIDOB 

Lamb  was  fond  of  visiting  the  Uniyersities  in  the 
Slimmer  vacation,  and  repeatedly  spent  his  holiday  month 
at  Cambridge  with  his  sister.  On  one  of  these  jcca- 
sions  they  met  with  a  little  girl,  who  being  in  a  maimer 
alone  in  the  world,  engaged  their  sympathy,  and  soon 
riveted  their  affections.  Emma  Isola  was  the  daughter 
of  Mr.  Charles  Isola,  who  had  been  one  of  the  esquire 
bedells  of  the  University ;  her  grandfather,  Agostino 
Isola,  had  been  compelled  to  fly  irom  Milan,  because  a 
friend  took  up  an  English  book  in  his  apartment,  which 
he  had  carelessly  left  in  view.  This  good  old  man  num- 
bered among  his  pupils.  Gray  the  poet,  Mr.  Pitt,  and, 
in  his  old  age,  Wordsworth,  whom  he  instructed  in  the 
Italian  language.  His  little  grand-daughter,  at  the 
time  when  she  had  the*  good  fortune  to  win  the  regard 
of  Mr.  Lamb,  had  lost  both  her  parents,  and  was  spend- 
ing her  holidays  with  an  aunt,  who  lived  with  a  sister 
of  Mr.  Ayrton,  at  whose  house  Lamb  generally  played 
his  evening  rubber  during  his  stay  at  Cambridge.  The 
liking  which  both  Lamb  and  his  sister  took  for  the  little 
orphan,  led  to  their  begging  her  of  her  aunt  for  the 
next  holidajrs  ;  their  regard  for  her  increased  ;  she  reg- 
ularly si)ent  the  holidays  with  them  till  she  left  school, 
and  afterwards  was  adopted  as  a  daughter,  and  lived 
generally  with  them  until  1838,  when  she  married  Mr. 
Moxon.  Lamb  was  fond  of  taking  long  walks  in  the 
eonntiy,  and  as  Miss  Lamb's  strength  was  not  always 
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equal  to  these  pedestrian  excursions,  she  became  hia 
constant  companion  in  walks  which  even  extended  ^^  to 
the  green  fields  of  pleasant  Hertfordshire." 

About  this  time,  Lamb  added  to  his  list  of  fiiends^ 
Mr.  Hood,  the  delightful  humorist ;  Hone,  lifted  for  a 
short  time  into  political  &axxe  by  the  prosecution  of  his 
Parodie3»>nd  the  signal  energy  and  success  of  his  de- 
fence, but  now  striving  by  unwearied  researches,  which 
were  guided  by  a  pure  taste  and  an  honest  heart,  to 
support  a  numerous  fiunily ;  and  Ainsworth,  then*  a 
youth,  who  has  since  acquired  so  splendid  a  reputation 
as  the  author  of  "  Rookwood  "  and  **  Crichton."  Mr. 
Ainsworth,  then  resident  at  Manchester,  excited  by  an 
enthusiastic  admiration  of  Elia,  had  sent  him  some 
books,  for  which  he  thus  conveyed  his  thanks  to  his 
unseen  friend. 

TO  MR  AINSWORTH. 

*^  India  House,  9th  Deo.  182S. 

**  Dear  Sir,  —  I  should  have  'thanked  you  for  your 
books  and  compliments  sooner,  but  have  been  waiting 
for  a  revise  to  be  sent,  which  does  not  come,  though  I 
returned  the  proof  on  the  receipt  of  your  letter.  I 
have  read  Warner  with  great  pleasure.  What  an  elab- 
orate piece  of  alliteration  and  antithesis  I  why  it  must 
have  been  a  labor  far  above  the  most  diiEcult  versifi- 
cation. There  is  a  fine  simile  or  picture  of  Semiranus 
arming  to  repel  a  siege.  I  do  not  mean  to  keep  tlie 
book,  for  I  suspect  you  are  forming  a  curious  collection, 
and  I  do  not  pretend  to  anything  of  the  kind.  I  have 
not  a  black-letter  book  among  mine,  old  Chaucer  ex- 
cepted, and  am  not  bibliomanist  enough  to  like  black' 
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letter.  It  is  painful  to  read ;  therefore  I  must  insist  on 
returning  it  at  opportunity,  not  £rom  contumacy  and 
reluctance  to  be  obliged,  but  because  it  must  suit  you 
better  than  me.  The  loss  of  a  present  from  should 
never  exceed  the  gain  of  a  present  to,  I  hold  this 
maxim  infUlible  in  the  accepting  line.  —  I  read  your 
magazines  with  satisfaction.  I  thoroughly  agree  with 
you  as  to  ^  The  German  Faust/  as  &x  as- 1  can  do 
justice  to  it  firom  an  English  translation.  'Tis  a  dis 
agreeable  canting  tale  of  seduction,  which  has  nothing 
to  do  witli  the  spirit  of  Faustus  —  Curiosity.  Was  the 
dark  secret  to  be  explored,  to  end  in  the  seducing  of  a 
weak  girl,  which  might  have  been  accomplished  by 
earthly  agency?  When  Marlow  gives  his  Faustus  a 
mistress,  he  flies  him  at  Helen,  flower  of  Greece,  to  be 
sure,  and  not  at  Miss  Betsy,  or  Miss  Sally  Thoughtless. 

'  Cut  is  the  branch  that  bore  the  goodly  fruit| 
And  withered  is  Apollo*8  laurel  tree: 
Faustus  is  dead.* 

^^What  a  noble  natural  transition  from  metaphor 
to  plain  speaking  I  as  if  the  figurative  had  flagged  in 
description  of  such  a  loss,  and  was  reduced  to  tell  tho 
fiict  simply. 

"  I  must  now  thank  you  for  your  very  kind  invita 
tion.  It  is  not  out  of  prospect  that  I  may  see  Man- 
chester some  day,  and  then  I  will  avail  myself  of  youi 
kindness.  But  holidays  are  scarce  things  with  me, 
and  the  laws  of  attendance  are  getting  stronger  and 
stronger  at  Leadenhall.  But  I  shall  bear  it  in  mind. 
Meantime,  somethmg  may  (more  probably)  bring  you 
to  town,  where  I  shall  be  happy  to  see  you.  I  am 
always  to  be  found  (alas !}  at  my  desk  in  the  forepart 
of  the  day. 
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"  I  wonder  why  they  do  not  send  the  : 
late  at  o£Bce,  and  my  abode  lies  out  o 
should  have  seen  about  it.  If  you  ^re 
hapa  a  line  to  the  piinter,  directing  him 
at  Accountant's  Office,  may  answer.  ^ 
the  scrawl  that  I  only  snatch  a  &w  mini 
mitting  business. 

"  Your  obliged  servant, 

**  (If  I  had  time  I  would  go  over  th 
and  dot  all  my  i's.)  " 

To  Ainswocth,  still  pressing  him  to  vi 
he  sent  the  following  reply. 


TO   KB.    AIMSWOBTH. 

"LB 

"  My  dear  or,  —  You  talk  of  month: 
I  know  not  what  inducements  to  vis 
Heaven  knows  how  gratifying!  but  I 
little  month  of  1823  already.  It  is  ail  i 
out  incurring  a  disagreeable  favor,  I  can 
get  a  single  holiday  till  the  season  retun 
year.  Even  our  half-hour's  absences 
set  down  in  a  book  I  Next  year,  if  I  c 
or  two  of  it,  I  will  come  to  Manchest 
reasons  at  home  against  longer  absences. 

'*  I  am  so  ill  just  at  present  —  (an  ill 
procuring  last  night ;  who  is  perfect  ?)  ■ 
but  your  very  great  kindness  could  n 
I  will  bear  in  mind  the  letter  to  W.  W. 
htx\Q  it  quite  in  time,  before  ^e  12th. 
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*^  My  aching  and  confused  head  warns  me  to  leave 
ofi.  With  a  muddled  sense  of  gratefulness,  which  I 
shall  apprehend  more  clearly  to-morrow  I  remain, 
your  friend  imseen,  *'  C.  L." 

^*Will  your  occasions  or  inclination  bring  you  to 
Londop  ?  It  will  give  me  great  pleasure  to  show  you 
everything  that  Islington  can  boast,  if  you  know  the 
meaning  of  that  very  Cockney  sound.  We  have  the 
New  River!  I  am  ashamed  of  this  scrawl,  but  I 
beg  you  to  accept  it  for  the  present.  I  am  full  of 
qualms. 


*  A  fool  at  fifty  is  a  fool  indeed/ 


t» 


Bernard  Barton  still  frequently  wrote  to  him ;  and 
he  did  not  withhold  the  wished-for  reply  even  when 
letter-writing  was  a  burden.  The  following  gives  a 
ludicrous  account  of  his  indisposition  :  — 


TO  BERNABD  BARTON. 

"Jan.  9th,  1824. 

"  Dear  B.  B., — Do  you  know  what  it  is  to  succumb 
under    an    insurmountable   day-mare  —  *a  whoreson 
lethargy,'  FalstafF  calls  it,  —  an   indisposition   to   do 
anything  or  to  be  anything, — a  total  deadness  and  dis- 
taste,— a  suspension  of  vitality, — an  indifference  to 
locality, — a  numb,  soporifical  good-for-nothingness, — 
an  ossification  all  over, — an  oyster-like  insensibility  to 
he  passing  events, — a  mind-stupor, — a  brawny  defi 
uce  to  the  needles  of  a  thrusting-in  conscience  ?    Did 
ou  ever  have  a  very  bad  cold,  witli  a  total  irresolution 
»  su  >mit  to  water-^ruel  processes  ?     This  has  been  for 
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many  weeks  my  lot,  and  my  excuse ;  my  fingers  drag 
heavily  over  this  paper,  and  to  my  thinking  it  is  three- 
and-twenty  fiirlongs  fi:om  here  to  the  end  of  this  demi- 
sheet.  I  have  not  a  thing  to  say ;  nothing  is  of  more 
importance  than  another ;  I  am  flatter  than  a  denial  or 

a  pancake ;  emptier  than  Judge 's  wig  when  the 

head  is  in  it;  duller  than  a  country  stage  when  the 
actors  are  off  it ;  a  cipher,  an  0  1     I  acknowledge  life 
at  all,  only  by  an  occasional  convulsional  cough,  and 
a  permanent  phlegmatic   pain   in   the   chest.     I  am 
weary  of  the  world ;    life  is  weary  of  me.     My  day 
is  gone  into  twilight,  and  I  don't  think  it  worth  the 
expense  of  candles.     My  wick  hath  a  thief  in  it,  but  I 
can't  muster  courage  to  snuff  it.     I  inhale  suffocation ; 
I  can't  distinguish  veal  &om  mutton  ;  nothing  interests 
me.     'Tis   twelve   o'clock,  and   Thurtell   is  just  now 
coming  out  upon  the  New  Drop,  Jack  Ketch  alertly 
tucking  up  his  greasy  sleeves  to  do  the  last  ofSce  of 
mortality,  yet  cannot  I  elicit  a  groan  or  a  moral  reflec- 
tion.    If  you  told  me  the  world  will  be  at  an  end  to- 
morrow, I  should  just  say,  *  Will  it?'  I  have  not  voli- 
tion enough  lefl  to  dot  my  i's,  much  less  to  comb  my 
eyebrows ;  my  eyes  are  set  in  my  head ;  my  brains  are 
gone  out  to  see  a  poor  relation  in  Moorflelds,  and  tliey 
did  not  say  when  they'd  come  back  again ;  my  skull  is 
a  Grub-Street  attic,  to  let  —  not  so  much  as  a  joint- 
stool  or  a  cracked  Jordan  left  in  it ;  my  hand  wiites, 
not  I,  (roia  habit,  as  chickens  run  about  a  little,  when 
their  heads  are  off.    O  for  a  vigorous  fit  of  gout,  colic, 
toothache,  an  earwig  in  my  auditory,  a  fly  in  my  visua 
organs ;  pain  is  life  —  the  sharper,  the  more  evidenc 
of  life ;   but  this  apathy,  this  death  I     Did   you  eve. 
have  an. obstinate  cold, — a  six  or  seven  weeks'  uninter 
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nutting  chill  and  suspension  of  hope,  fear,  conscience, 
and  everything  ?  Yet  do  I  try  all  I  can  to  cure  it ;  I 
try  wine,  and  spirits,  and  smoking,  and  snuff  in  un- 
sparing quantities,  but  they  all  only  seem  to  make  me 
worse,  instead  of  better.  I  sleep  in  a  damp  room,  but 
it  does  me  no  good  ;  I  come  home  late  o'  nights,  but 
do  not  find  any  visible  amendment  I  Who  shall  deliv- 
er me  from  the  body  of  this  death  ? 

, "  It  is  just  fifteen  minutes  after  twelve  ;  Thurtell  is 
by  this  time  a  good  way  on  his  journey,  baiting  at 
Scorpion  perhaps  ;  Ketch  is  bargaining  for  his  cast  coat 
and  waistcoat ;  the  Jew  demurs  at  first  ^t  three  half- 
crowns,  but,  on.  consideration  that  he  may  get  some- 
what by  showing  'em  in  the  town,  finally  closes. 

«C.  L." 

Barton  took  this  letter  rather  seriously,  and  Lamb 
thus  sought  to  remove  his  friendly  anxieties. 


TO  BEBNARD  BASTOK. 

''Jan.  23d,  1824. 

"  My  dear  sir, — That  peevish  letter  of  mine,  which 
was  meant  to  convey  an  apology  for  my  incapacity  to 
write,  seems  to  have  been  taken  by  you  in  too  serious 
a  light ;  it  was  only  my  way  of  telling  you  I  had  a 
severe  cold.  The  &ct  is,  I  have  been  insuperably  dull 
and  lethargic  for  many  weeks,  and  cannot  rise  to  the 
vigor  of  a  letter,  much  less  an  essay.  The  '  London  ' 
must  do  without  me  for  a  time,  for  I  have  lost  all  in- 
terest about  it ;  and  whether  I  shall  recover  it  again  i 
know  not.  I  will  bridle  my  pen  another  time,  and  not 
taaze  and  puzzle  you  with  my  aridities.     I  shall  begin 
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to  feel  a  little  more  alive  with  the  spring.  Winter  it 
to  me  (mild  or  harsh}  always  a  great  trial  of  the 
spirits.  I  am  ashamed  not  tc  have  noticed  jour  tribute 
to  Woolman,  whom  we  love  so  much.  It  is  done  in 
your  good  manner.  Your  fiiend  Taylor  called  upon 
me  some  time  since,  and  seems  a  yery  amiable  man. 
His  last  story  is  painiully  fine.  His  book  I '  like  ; '  it 
is  only  too  stuffed  with  scripture,  too  parsonish.  The 
best  thing  in  it  is  the  boy's  own  story.  When  I  say  it 
is  too  full  of  scripture,  I  mean  it  is  too  full  of  direct 
quotations ;  no  book  can  have  too  much  of  silent  scrip- 
ture in  it ;  but  the  natund  power  of  a  story  is  dimin 
ished  when  the  uppermost  purpose  in  the  writer  seems 
to  be  to  recommend  something  else,  viz.,  Religion. 
You  know  what  Horace  says  of  the  Deui  interdt  f  I 
am  not  able  to  explain  myself — you  must  do  it  for  me. 
My  sister's  part  in  the  '  Leicester  School '  (about  two- 
thirds)  was  purely  her  own ;  as  it  was  (to  the  same 
quantity)  in  the  *  Shakspeare  Tales,'  which  bear  my 
name.  I  wrote  only  the  *  Witch  Aunt ; '  the  '  First 
Going  to  Church  ; '  and  the  final  story,  about  *  A  little 
Indian  girl,'  in  a  ship.  Your  account  of  my  black- 
balling amused  me.  lihink^  0$  Quakeri  they  did  right. 
There  are  some  things  hard  to  be  understood.  The 
more  I  think,  the  more  I  am  vexed  at  having  puzzled 
you  with  that  letter ;  but  I  have  been  so  out  of  letter- 
writing  of  late  years,  that  it  is  a  sore  efibrt  to  sit  down 
to  it ;  and  I  felt  in  your  debt,  and  sat  down  wayward- 
ly  to  pay  you  in  bad  money.  Never  mind  my  dul- 
ness  ;  I  am  used  to  long  intervals  of  it.  The  heavens 
seem  brass  to  me ;  then  again  comes  the  refireshing 
shower— 

*  I  bftTe  been  merry  once  or  twioe  ere  now.' 
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something  aboat  Mr.  Mitford  in  u  lata 
'.  believe  1  did  not  advert  to.  I  ahali  be 
r  him  my  Milton  (it  is  all  the  show  things 
y  time  he  will  take  the  trouble  of  a  jaunt 

I  do  also  hope  to  see  Mr.  Taylor  there 
*raj  say  so  to  both.  Coleridge's  book  is 
printed,  but  sticks  a  little  for  more  copy. 

unsalable  title,  '  Extracts   from   Bishop 
1 1  am  confident  there  will  be  plenty  of 
if 
or  good  spirits  up,  dear  B.  B.,  mine  wib 

are  at  present  in  abeyance ;  but  I  am 
^c  than  miseraUe.  I  don't  know  but  a 
lip  would  be  more  beneficial  to  me  than 
head,  without  aching,  will  teach  yours  to 
veil  I  am  getting  to  the  conclusion.  I 
itter  letter  when  I  am  a  better  man.  Let 
d  for  yonr  kind  concern  for  me,  (which  I 
e  reason  soon  to  be  dissipated,}  and  assure 
ves  me  pleasure  to  hear  firom  you. 

*'  Yours  truly,  C.  L." 

ing  sufficiently  indicate  the  circomstances 
they  were  written :  ^ 


TO  BEBNABD  BABTOM. 

"Fsbnut?  3Stb,  1S34. 
sir,  —  Your  title  of  '  Poetic  Vigils  '  ar- 
ch more  than  a  volume  of  verse,  which 
ng.  1^  motto  says  nothing,  but  I  can- 
better.  I  do  not  like  mottoes,  but  where 
ilarly  felidtous ;  thwe  is  foppery  in  them: 


368  LETTERS    TO    BABTON. 

they  axe  un-plain,  un-Quakerish ;  thej  are  good  oiilj 
where  they  flow  from  the  title,  and  are  a  kind  of  justi- 
fication of  it.  There  is  nothing  about  watchings  or 
lucubrations  in  the  one  you  suggest,  no  commentary  on 
vigils.  By  the  way,  a  wag  would  recommend  you  to 
the  line  of  Pope, 

'Sleepless  himself — to  give  his  readers  sleep.* 

I  by  no  means  wish  it;  but  it  may  explain  what  I 
mean,  —  that  a  neat  motto  is  child  *of  the  title.  I 
think  ^  Poetic  Vigils  *  as  short  and  sweet  as  can  be 
desired ;  only  have  an  eye  on  the  proof,  that  the  printer 
do  not  substitute  Virgils,  which  would  ill  accord  with 
your  modesty  or  meaning.  Your  suggested  motto  is 
antique  -enough  in  spelling,  and  modem  enough  %i 
phrases,  —  a  good  modem  antique ;  but  the  matter  of 
it  is  germain  to  the  purpose,  only  supposing  the  title 
proposed  a  vindication  of  yourself  from  the  presump- 
tion of  authorship.  The  first  title  was  liable  to  this 
objection  —  that  if  you  were  disposed  to  enlarge  it, 
and  the  bookseller  insisted  on  its  appearance  in  two 
tomes,  how  oddly  it  would  sound,  '  A  Volume  of  Verse 
in  two  Volumes,  Second  Edition,*  Ac.  You  see  thro'  my 
wicked  intention  of  curtailing  this  epistolet  by  the  above 
device  of  large  margin.  But  in  truth  the  idea  of  let- 
terizing  has  been  oppressive  to  me  of  late  above  your 
candor  to  give  me  credit  for.  There  is  Southey,  whom 
I  ought  to  have  thanked  a  fortnight  ago  for  a  present 
of  the  *  Church  Book : '  I  have  never  had  courage  to 
buckle  myself  in  earnest  even  to  acknowledge  it  by  six 
words ;  and  yet  I  am  accounted  by  some  people  s  good 
man.  How  cheap  that  character  is  acquired!  Fay 
your  debts^  don^t  borrow  money,  nor  twist  your  kit- 
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ten's  neck  off,  or  disturb  a  congregation,  &c.,  your 
business  is  done.  I  know  things  (thoughts  or  things, 
thoughts  are  things,)  of  myself,  which  would  make 
every  friend  I  have  fly  me  as  a  plague  patient.  I  once 
***,  and  set  a  dog  upon  a  crab's  leg  that  was  shoved 
out  under  a  mass  of  sea-weeds,  —  a  pretty  little  feeler. 
Oh  I  pah  I  how  sick  I  am  of  that ;  and  a  lie,  a  mean 
one,  I  once  told.  I  stink  in  the  midst  of  respect.  I 
am  much  hjrpt.  The  fact  is,  my  head  is  heavy,  but 
there  is  hope ;  or  if  not,  I  am  better  than  a  poor  shell- 
fish ;  not  morally,  when  I  set  the  whelp  upon  it,  but 
have  more  blood  and  spirits.  Things  may  turn  up,  and 
I  may  creep  again  into  a  decent  opinion  of  myself. 
Vanity  will  return  with  sunshine.  Till  when,  pardon 
my  neglects,  and  impute  it  to  the  wintry  solstice. 

"0.  Lamb." 


TO  BEBNABD  BABTOK. 

[No  date.J 

**  Dear  B,  B.,  —  I  am  sure  I  cannot  fill  a  letter, 
though  I  should  disfumish  my  skull  to  fill  it :  but  you 
expect  something  and  shall  have  a  notelet.  Is  Sunday, 
not  divinely  speaking,  but  humanly  and  holidaysically, 
a  blessing  ?  Without  its  institution,  would  our  rugged 
taskmasters  have  given  us  a  leisure  day,  so  often,  think 
you,  as  once  in  a  month  ?  or,  if  it  had  not  been  insti- 
tuted, might  they  not  have  given  us  every  sixth  day  ? 
Solve  me  this  problem.  If  we  are  to  go  three  times  a 
day  to  church,  why  has  Sunday  slipt  into  the  notion  of 
a  JioUidsij  ?  A  HoLY-day,  I  grant  it.  The  Puritans, 
I  have  read  in  Southey's  book,  knew  the  distinction. 
They  made  people  observe  Sunday  rigorously,  would 

VOL.  I.  24 
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let  a  nursery-maid  w&lk  ont  in  the  fiiJ<Is  with 
Idren  for  recreation  on  that  day.  But  then  —  they 
e  the  people  a  hollid^  from  all  sorts  of  work  every 
and  Tuesday,  This  was  ^ving  to  the  two  Caesars 
t  which  was  his  respective.  Wise,  beautiful, 
ughtful,  generons  legislators  !  Would  Wilberforee 
e  ua  our  Tuesdays  ?  No  I  —  he  would  turn  tlie 
days  into  sevenths, 


'  I  am  sitting  opposite  a  person  who  is  making 
mge  distortions  with  the  gont,  which  is  not  unpleas- 
—  to  me  at  least.  What  is  the  reason  we  do  not 
ipathize  with  pain,  short  of  some  terrible  sm^cal 
iration  ?  Hazlitt,  who  boldly  says  all  he  feels,  avows 
t  not  only  he  does  not  pity  sick  people,  but  he  hates 
m.  I  obscurely  recognize  his  meaning.  Pain  is 
bably  too  selfish  a  consideration,  too  simply  a  con- 
iration  of  self-attention.  We  pity  poverty,  loss  of 
nds,  &c.  —  more  complex  things,  in  which  the  sut 
jr's  feelings  are  associated  with  others.  Tlik  is  a 
igh  thought  suggested  by  the  presence  trf  gout ;  I 
nt  head  to  extricate  it  and  plane  it.  What  b  all  this 
your  letter  ?  I  felt  it  to  be  a  good  one,  but  my  turn, 
en  I  write  at  all,  is  perversely  to  travel  out  of  tho 
ord,  so  that  my  letters  are  anything  hut  answei-s. 
you  still  want  a  motto  ?  You  must  not  take  my 
lical  one,  because  your  book,  I  take  it,  is  too  serious 
it.  Bickcrstaff  might  have  used  it  for  his  luculira- 
13.  What  do  you  think  of  (for  a  title)  Religio 
imuli  ?  or  Tremebundi  ?  There  is  Religio-lIeJici 
i  Laici.  But  perhaps  the  volume  is  net  quite  Qua- 
bb  enough,  or  nxclusivelr  so,  for  it.     Yoar  own 
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*  Vi^ik '  is  perhaps  the  best.  While  I  have  space,  let 
me  congratulate  with  you  the  return  of  spring ;  what 
a  summery  spring  too  I  all  those  qualms  about  the  dog 
and  crayfish  melt  before  it.  I  am  going  to  be  happy 
and  vcdn  again. 

"  A  hasty  farewell.  C.  Lamb." 


TO  BERNARD  BARTON. 

"July  7th,  1824. 

**  Dear  B.  B.,  —  I  have  been  suffering  under  a  severe 
niflammation  of  the  eyes,  notwithstanding  which  I  res- 
olutely went  through  your  very  pretty  volume  at  once, 
which  I  dare  pronounce  in  no  ways  inferior  to  former 
lucubrations.  ^ Abroad^  and  ^lord^  are  vile  rhymes 
notwithstanding,  and  if  you  count,  you  will  wonder 
how  many  times  you  have  repeated  the  word  unearthly; 
thrice  in  one  poem.  It  is  become  a  slang  word  with 
the  bards ;  avoid  it  in  future  lustily.  *  Time '  is  fine, 
but  there  are  better  a  good  deal,  I  think.  The  volume 
does  not  lie  by  me  ;  and,  after  a  long  day's  smarting 
&tigue,  which  has  almost  put  out  my  eyes  (not  blind 
however  to  your  merits),  I  dare  not  trust  myself  with 
long  writing.  The  verses  to  Bloomfield  are  the  sweet- 
est in  the  collection.  Religion  is  sometimes  lugged  in, 
as  if  it  did  not  come  naturally.  I  will  go  over  care- 
fully when  I  get  my  seeing,  and  exemplify.  You  have 
also  too  much  of  singing  metre,  such  as  requires  no 
deep  ear  to  make  ;  lilting  measure,  in  which  you  have 
done  Woolman  injustice.  Strike  at  less  superficial 
melodies.     The  piece  on  Nayler  is  more  to  my  fancy. 

"  My  eye  runs  waters.  But  I  will  give  you  a  fuller 
account  some  day.     The  book  is  a  very  pretty  one  in 
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more  than  one  sense.     The  deeoratiye  harp,  perhaps, 
too  ostentations ;  a  simple  pipe  preferable. 

^^  Farewell,  and  msSij  thanks. 

"C.  Lajcb." 

TO  BERNARD  BARTON. 

**Angast,1824. 

*'  Dear  B.  B.,  —  I  congratulate  you  on  getting  a 
house  over  your  head.  I  find  the  comfort  of  it  I  am 
sure.  The  '  Prometheus,'  unbound^  is  a  capital  story. 
The  literal  rogue  1  What  if  you  had  ordered  *  Elfrida,* 
in  sheets!  she'd  have  been  sent  up,  I  warrant  you.  Or 
bid  him  clasp  his  bible  (i.  e.  to  his  bosom),  he'd  have 
clapt  on  a  brass  clasp,  no  doubt. 

"  I  can  no  more  imderstand  Shelley  than  you  can. 
His  poetry  is  *  thin  sown  with  profit  or  delight.'  Yet 
I  must  point  to  your  notice,  a  sonnet  conceived  and 
expressed  with  a  witty  delicacy.  It  is  tliat  addressed 
to  one  who  hated  him,  but  who  could  not  persuade  him 
to  hate  him  again.  His  coyness  to  the  other's  passion — 
(for  hate  demands  a  return  as  much  as  love,  and  starves 
without  it)  —  is  most  arch  and  pleasant.  Pray,  like  it 
very  much.  For  his  theories  and  nostrums,  they  are 
oracular  enough,  but  I  either  comprehend  'em  not,  or 
there  is  ^  miching  malice '  and  mischief  in  'em,  but,  for 
the  most  part,  ringing  with  their  own  emptiness.  Haz- 
litt  said  well  of  'em  —  *  Many  are  the  wiser  and  better 
for  reading  Shakspeare,  but  nobody  was  ever  wiser  or 
better  for  reading  Shelley.'  I  wonder  you  will  sow 
your  correspondence  on  so  barren  a  ground  as  I  am, 
that  make  such  poor  returns.  But  my  head  aches  at 
the  bare  thought  of  letter-writing.  I  wish  all  the  ink 
in  the  ocean  dried  up   «nd  would  listen  to  the  quills 
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shivering  up  in  the  candle  flame,  like  parching  martyrs. 
The  same  indisposition  to  write  it  is  has  stopt  my 
^  Elias,'  but  you  will  see  a  futile  effort  in  the  next  nmn- 
ber,  *  wrung  from  me  with  slow  pain.'  The  fact  is, 
my  head  is  seldom  cool  enough.  I  am  dreadfully  indo- 
lent. To  have  to  do  anything  —  to  order  me  a  new 
coat,  for  instance,  though  my  old  buttons  are  shelled 
like  beans  —  is  an  effort.  My  pen  stammers  like  my 
tongue.  What  cool  craniums  those  old  inditers  of 
folios  must  have  had,  what  a  mortified  pulse  1  Well ; 
once  more  I  throw  myself  on  your  mercy.  Wishing 
peace  in  thy  new  dwelling, 

"C.  Lamb." 

Mr.  Barton,  having  requested  of  Lamb  some  verses 
for  his  daughter's  album,  received  the  following,  with 
the  accompanying  letter  beneath,  on  30th  September 
in  this  year.  Surely  the  neat  loveliness  of  female 
Quakerism  never  received  before  so  delicate  a  compli- 
ment I 

••THE  ALBUM  OF  LUCY  BARTON. 

L!ttl«  book,  sumamed  of  whiu^ 
Glean  as  yet,  and  fair  to  sight, 
Keep  thj  attribution  righL 

Never  disproportion'd  scrawl, 
Ugly,  old,  (that's  worse  than  all,) 
On  thy  maiden  clearness  fall  I 

In  each  letter  here  design*  d. 
Let  the  reader  emblem  find 
Neatness  of  the  owner's  mind. 

Gilded  margins  count  a  sin ; 
Let  thy  leaves  attraction  win 
By  the  golden  roles  within  i 
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Stjlngi  fbtob'd  from  ugsi  o1d4 
Uw>  whjuh  Holy  Writ  untbld, 
Woitbj  to  be  graved  in  gold  i 

Lighter  fhnciea;  not  excladlng 
Blaineleis  wit,  with  nothing  rodi 
Somotimei  mildly  InCarindlDg 

Ainiditniiiu  of  grarsr  measurs: 
Virtue's  wlf  hath  oft  hsr  pleuni 
In  BweeC  Moaea'  grovei  of  laiion 

Biddlet  daric,  perplezing  Moiet 
Dnrlier  meaaings  of  oSeaoe) 
What  hot  ihada  —  be  boniah'd  I 
Whiteat  thoughts,  In  whitest  dm 
Cuidid  mesuings  beat  eipreaa 
Mind  of  quiet  QuBkanai." 


TO  BEBNABD  BABTON. 

"  Dear  B.  B.,  —  *  I  am  ill  at  these 
if  the  above  be  not  too  mean  to  have 
daughter's  sanctnm,  take  them  with  ] 

"  I  began  on  another  sheet  of  pape 
had  penned  the  second  line  of  stanza  t 
fell,  to  illustrate  my  counsel.  I  am  sad 
and  modem  blotting-paper  ^vea  no  : 
smears,  and  makes  it  worse.  The 
scratching  out,  which  gives  it  a  clerl 
most  innocent  blots  are  made  with  r 
rather  ornamental.  Many,  they  are  i 
distinguished  from  the  eftusions  of  a  cu 
I  hope  and  trust  thy  tick  doleni,  or,  ho 
it,  is  vanished,  for  I  have  irigbtAd  im; 
tick,  and  do  altogether  hate  it,  as  an 
the  tick  of  a  death-watch.  I  take  it  ti 
Vitus's  dance  (I  omit  the  sanctity, 
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called  Friends').  I  knew  a  yoang  lady 
lajice  no  other ;  she  danced  it  through  life, 
eer  and  fantastic  were  her  steps. 

bless  thee  from  sach  measures  and  keep 
16  foul  fiend,  who  delights  to  lead  after  false 
light.  Flibbertigibbet,  that  gives  the  web, 

what  else. 

ly  den,  as  Bmiyan  has  it,  30&  Sept.  1824. 
"  C.  L." 

bnmorons  expostolation  with  Coleridge  for 
■9,y  a  book  from  the  cottage,  in  the  absence 


TO  HR.  COLERICOE. 

., —  Why  will  you  make  your  visits,  which 
pleasure,  matter  of  regret  to  your  friends  ? 
»me  but  you  take  away  some  folio,  that  is 
existence.  With  a  great  deal  of  difficulty  I 
0  comprehend  the  extent  of  my  loss.  My 
r,  brought  me  a  dirty  bit  of  paper,  which 
r  description  of  some  book  which  Mr.  Cole- 
ten  away.  It  was  '  Luster's  Tables,'  which, 
e,  I  could  not  make  out.  *  What '  has  he 
r  any  of  the  tables,  Becky? '  '  No,  it  wasn't 
bpt  it  was  a  book  that  he  called  Luster's 
was  obliged  to  search  personally  among  my 
a  huge  fissure  suddenly  disclosed  to  me  the 
of  the  damage  I  had  sustained.  That  book, 
dd  not  have  taken  away,  for  it  is  not  mine ; 
)p«rty  of  a  friend,  who  does  not  know  its 
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value,  nor  indeed  have  I  been  very  sedidons  in  explain- 
ing to  him  the  estimate  of  it ;  but  was  rather  content^ 
in  giving  a  sort  of  corroboration  to  a  hint  that  he  let  fall, 
as  to  its  being  suspected  to  be  not  genuine,  so  that  in  all 
probability  it  would  have  &llen  to  me  as  a  deodand,  not 
but  I  am  as  sure  it  is  Luther's,  as  I  am  sure  that  Jack 
Bunyan  wrote  the  '  Pilgrim's  Progress,'  but  it  was  not 
for  me  to  pronounce  upon  the  validity  of  testimony  that 
had  been  disputed  by  leameder  clerks  than  I,  so  I 
quietly  let  it  occupy  the  place  it  had  usurped  upon  my 
shelves,  and  should  never  have  thought  of  issuing  an 
ejectment  against  it;  for  why  should  I  be  so  bigoted  as 
to  allow  rites  of  hospitality  to  none  but  my  own  books, 
children,  &c.  ?  —  a  species  of  egotism  I  abhor  from*my 
heart.  No;  let  'em  all  snug  together,  Hebrews  and 
Proselytes  of  the  gate;  no  selfish  partiality  of  mine 
sliall  make  distinction  between  them ;  I  charge  no  ware- 
house-room for  my  friends'  commodities ;  they  are  wel- 
come to  come  and  stay  as  long  as  they  like,  without 
paying  rent.  I  have  several  such  strangers  that  I  ti-eat 
with  more  than  Arabian  courtesy ;  there's  a  copy  of 
More's  fine  poem,  which  is  none  of  mine,  but  I  cherish 
it  as  my  own ;  I  am  none  of  those  churlish  landlords 
that  advertise  the  goods  to  be  taken  away  in  ten  days' 
time,,  or  then  to  be  sold  to  pay  expenses.  So  you  see  I 
had  no  right  to  lend  you  that  book ;  I  may  lend  you  my 
own  books,  because  it  is  at  my  own  hazard,  but  it  is  not 
honest  to  hazard  a  friend's  pix>perty;  I  always  make 
that  distinction.  I  hope  you  will  bring  it  with  you  or 
send  it  by  Hartley ;  or  he  can  bring  that,  and  you  the 
'  Polemical  Discourses,'  and  come  and  eat  some  atoning 
mutton  with  us  one  of  these  days  shortly.  We  are  en- 
gaged two  or  three  Sundays  deep,  but  always  dine  al 
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Lome  on  week-days  at  half-past  four.  So  come  all  four 
—  men  and  books  I  mean.  My  third  shelf  (northern 
compartment)  from  the  top  has  two  devilish  gaps,  where 
you  have  knocked  out  its  two  eye-teeth. 

"  Your  wronged  friend,  "  0.  Lamb." 

The  following  preface  to  a  letter,  addressed  to  Misa 
Hutchinson,  Mrs.  Wordsworth's  sister,  playing  on  the 
pretended  defects  of  Miss  Lamb's  handwriting,  is  one 
of  those  artifices  of  affection  which,  not  finding  scope 
m  eulogistic  epithets,  takes  refuge  in  apparent  abuse. 
Lamb  himself  at  this  time  wrote  a  singularly  neat  hand, 
having  greatly  improved  in  the  India  House,  where  he 
also^learned  to  flourish, —  a  facility  he  took  a  pride  in, 
and  sometimes  indulged ;  but  his  flourishes  (wherefore 
it  would  be  too  curious  to  inquire)  almost  always  shaped 
themselves  into  a  visionary  corkscrew,  ^^  never  made  to 
draw," 

TO  MISS  HUTCHINSON. 

"  "  Dear  Miss  H.,  —  Mary  has  such  an  invincible  re- 
luctance to  any  epistolary  exertion,  that  I  am  sparing 
her  a  mortification  by  taking  the  pep  from  her.  The 
plain  truth  is,  she  writes  such  a  pimping,  mean,  detest- 
able hand,  that  she  is  ashamed  of  the  formation  of  her 
letters.  There  is  an  essential  poverty  and  abjectnesa  in 
the  frame  of  them.  They  look  like  begging  letters. 
And  then  she  is  sure  to  omit  a  most  substantial  word  in 
the  second  draught  (for  she  never  ventures  an  epistle 
without  a  foul  copy  first),  which  is  obliged  to  be  inter- 
lined ;  which  spoils  the  neatest  epistle  you  know.  Her 
figures,  1, 2, 3,  4,  &c.,  where  she  has  occasion  to  express 
numerals,  as  in  the  date  (25th  April,  1823),  are  not 
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figures,  bnt  figurantes  i  and  tLe  com 
staggering  up  and  down  sliameless  as  dj 
daytime.  It  is  no  better  when  sh«  n 
Her  Lines  '  are  not  less  erring '  than 
sort  of  unnatural  parallel  lines,  timt 
threatening  to  meet ;  which,  you  knoi 
trary  to  Euclid.  Her  very  blots  are  n( 
[h^e  a  large  blot  ia  tnMrieifj,  but  poor  i 
in  and  half  Bcratched  out,  with  anotht 
their  place.  I  like  a  clear  letter.  A 
and  a  fearless  fioorish.  Then  she  ha 
through  them  (a  second  operation)  to 
cross  her  f's.  I  don't  think  she  can  m: 
if  she  tried,  which  has  such  a  fine  et 
or  middle  of  an  epistle,  and  fills  up, 

"  There  is  a  corkscrew  1  One  of  t 
drew.  By  the  way,  what  incoiiq>arah 
was  of  M.'s !  But  if  I  am  to  write 
be^n,  and  not  stand  flourishing,  likt 
fair. 

"  It  gives  me  great  pleasure,  Ac.  &c. 

ITb*  letter  luw  btftiu.) 

What  a  atrange  jningling  of  humor  a 
is  there  in  the  foUoiving  reflection  on  Fi 
in  a  letter  addressed  to  Bernard  Barton 


TO  BEBKABD  BASTOK. 

"  And  now,  my  dear  sir,  trifling  api 
catastrophe  of  yesterday  morning  promj 
The  &te  of  Uie  unfortunate  Fauntle 
whether  I  will  or  no,  to  cast  reflecting 
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sach  of  mj  friends  as,  bj  a  parity  of  sitaation,  are  ex- 
posed to  a  similarity  of  temptation.  My  very  style 
seems  to  myself  to  become  more  impressive  than  usual, 
with  the  change  of  theme.  Who  that  standeth,  know- 
eth  but  he  may  yet  fall?  Your  hands  as  yet,  I  am 
most  willing  to  believe,  have  never  deviated  into  other's 
property.  You  think  it  impossible  that  you  could  ever 
commit  so  heinous  an  offence ;  but  so  thought  Fauntle- 
roy  once ;  so  have  thought  many  besides  him,  who  at 
last  have  expiated  as  he  hath  done.  You  are  as  yet 
upright ;  but  you  are  a  banker,  at  least  the  next  thing 
to  it.  I  feel  the  delicacy  of  the  subject ;  but  cash  must 
pass  through  your  hands,  sometimes  to  a  great  amouilt. 

If  in  an  unguarded  hour but  I  will  hope  better. 

Consider  the  scandal  it  will  bring  upon  those  of  your 
persuasion.  Thousands  would  go  to  see  a  Quaker 
hanged,  that  would  be  indifferent  to  the  fate  of  a  Pres- 
byterian or  an  Anabaptist.  Think  of  the  effect  it 
would  have  on  the  sale  of  your  poems  alone,  not  to 
mention  higher  considerations !  I  tremble,  I  am  sure, 
at  myself,  when  I  think  that  so  many  poor  victims  of 
the  law,  at  one  time  of  their  life,  made  as  sure  of 
never  being  hanged,  as  I  in  my  presumption  am  too 
ready  to  do  myself.  What  are  we  better  than  they  ? 
Do  we  come  into  the  world  with  different  necks  ?  Is 
there  any  distinctive  mark  imder  our  left  ears  ?  Are 
we  unstrangulable,  I  ask  you  ?  Think  of  these  things. 
I  am  shocked  sometimes  at  the  shape  of  my  own 
fingers,  not  for  their  resemblance  to  the  ape  tribe 
(which  is  something),  but  for  the  exquisite  adaptation 
of  them  to  the  purposes  of  picking,  fingering,  &c. 
No  one  that  is  so  framed,  I  msLintAin  it,  but  should 
tremble-  "  C.  L." 
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In  the  year  1824,  one  of  Lamb's  last  tics  to  the 
Te,  as  a  scene  of  present  enjoyment,  was  severed, 
den,  the  rich  peculiaritjes  of  whose  acting  he  has 
dmed  in  one  of  the  choicest  "  Essays  of  Elia," 
ed  the  stage  in  the  mellowness  of  his  powers, 
relish  for  Munden's  acting  was  abnost  a  new 
: ;  he  did  not  compare  Mm  with  the  old  comedians, 
aving  common  qualities  with  them,  but  regarded 
as  altogether  of  a  difierent  and  original  style.  On 
last  night  of  his  appearance.  Lamb  was  very 
ons  to  attend,  but  every  place  in  the  boxes  had 
been  secured ;  and  Lamb  was  not  strong  enough 
land  the  tremendous  rush,  by  enduring  which, 
;,  he  could  hope  to  obtain  a  place  in  the  pit ;  when 
den's  gratitude  for  his  exquisite  praise  anticipated 
'ish,  by  providing  for  Mm  and  Miss  Lamb  places  io 
■ner  of  the  orchestra,  close  to  the  stage.  The  play 
le  "Poor  Gentleman,"  in  which  Munden  played 
■  Robert  Bramble,"  had  concluded,  and  the  aa- 
x  were  impatiently  waiting  for  the  &rce,  in  which 
p^at  comedian  was  to  delight  them  for  the  last 
,  when  my  attention  was  suddenly  called  to  Lamb 
fiss  Kelly,  who  sat  with  my  party  fer  withdrawn 
the  obscurity  of  one  of  thu  upper  boxes,  but  over- 
Dg  the  radiant  hollow  which  waved  below  us,  to 
riend.  In  liis  hand,  directly  beneath  the  line  of 
flights,  glistened  a  huge  porter-pot,  which  he  was 
ling ;  while  the  broad  fiice  of  old  Munden  was 
thrust  out  from  the  door  by  which  the  musicians 
■,  watching  the  close  of  the  draught,  when  he 
it  receive  and  hide  the  portentous  beaker  &om  the 
of  the  admiring  neighbours.  Some  unknown 
(actor  had  sent  four  pots  of  stout  to  keep  op  the 
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%reteran'8  heart  during  his  last  trial ;  and,  not  able  to 
drink  them  all,  he  bethought  him  of  Lamb,  and,  with- 
out considering  the  wonder  which  would  be  excited  in 
the   brilliant  crowd  who   surrounded  him,  conveyed 
himself  the  cordial  chalice  to  Lamb's  parched  lips.    At 
the  end  of  the  same  farce,  Munden  found  himself  un- 
able to  deliver  from  memory  a  short  and  elegant  ad- 
dress which  one  of  his  sons  had  written  for  him  ;  but, 
provided  against  accidents,  took  it  from  his  pocket, 
wiped  his  eyes,  put  on  his  spectacles,  read  it,  and  made 
his  last  bow.     This  was,  perhaps,  the  last  night  when 
Lamb  took  a  hearty  interest  in  the  present  business 
scene ;  for  though  he  went  now  and  then  to  the  theatre 
to  gratify  Miss  Isola,  or  to  please  an  author  who  was 
his  friend,  his  real  stage  henceforth  only  spread  itself 
out  in  the  selectest  chambers  of  his  memory. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

[1825.J 
lamb's   emancipation  from  THB  INDIA  HOUSE. 

•  The  year  1825  is  marked  by  one  of  the  principal 
events  in  Lambs  uneventful  life  —  liis  retirement  from 
the  drudgery  of  the  desk,  with  a  pension  equal  to  two- 
thirds  of  his  now  liberal  salary.  The  following  letters 
vividly  exhibit  his  hopes  and  his  apprehensions  before 
le  received  this  noble  boon  from  the  East  India  Com- 
nany,  and  his  bewilderment  of  pleasure  when  he  found 
limself  in  rtelity  free.     He  has  recorded  his  feelings 
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in  one  of  the  most  beautiM  of  his  ^^  Last  Essays  of 
Elia,'^  entitled  ^^  The  Superannuated  Man ; "  but  it 
will  be  interesting  to  contemplate  them,  ^^  living  as 
thej  rose/'  in  the  unstudied  letters  to  which  this  chap- 
ter is  devoted. 

A  New  Series  of  the  "  London  Magazine  "  was  com- 
menced with  this  year,  in  an  increased  size  and  price  ; 
but  the  spirit  of  the  work  had  evaporated,  as  often 
happens  to  periodical  works,  as  tlie  store  of  rich  fancies 
with  which  its  contributors  had  begun,  was  in  a  meas- 
ure exhausted.  Lamb  contributed  a  ^^  Memoir  of 
Liston,''  who  occasionallj  enlivened  Lamb's  evening 
parties  with  his  society ;  and  who,  besides  the  interest 
which  he  derived  from  his  theatrical  &me,  was  recom- 
mended to  Lamb  by  the  cordial  admiration  he  ex- 
pressed for  Munden,  whom  he  used  to  imitate  in  a 
style  delightfully  blending  his  own  humor  with  that 
of  his  sometime  rival.  The  "  Memoir  "  is  altogether 
a  fiction  —  of  which,  as  Lamb  did  not  think  it  worthy 
of  republication,  I  will  only  give  a  specimen.  After 
a  ludicrously  improbable  accoimt  of  his  hero's  pedi- 
gree, birth,  and  early  habits.  Lamb  thus  represents 
his  entrance  on  the  life  of  an  actor. 

"  We  accordingly  find  him  shortly  after  making  his 
d^but^  as  it  is  called,  upon  the  Norwich  boards,  in  the 
season  of  that  year,  being  then  in  the  22d  year  of  his 
age.  Having  a  natural  bent  to  tragedy,  he  chose  the 
part  of  '  Pyrrhus,'  in  the  *  Distrest  Mother,'  to  Sally 
Parker's  '  Hermione.'  We  find  him  afterwards  as 
'  Barnwell,'  '  Altamont,'  '  Chamont,'  &c. ;  but,  as  if 
nature  had  destined  him  to  the  sock,  an  unavoidable 
infirmity  absolutely  discapacitated    him  for  tragedy. 
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His  person  at  this  latter  period  of  which  I  have  been 
speaking,  was   graceful,  and   even   commanding ;   his 
countenance  set  to  gravity :  he  had  the  power  of  arrest- 
ing the  attention  of  an  audience  at  first  sight  almost 
beyond  any  other  tragic  actor*     But  he  could  not  hold 
it.     To  understand  this  obstacle,  we  must  go  back  a 
few  years,  to  those  appalling  reveries  at  Chamwood. 
Those  illusions,  which  had  vanished  before  the  dissipa- 
tion of  a  less  recluse  life,  and  more  free  society,  now  in 
his  solitary  tragic  studies,  and  amid  the  intense  calls 
upon  feeling  incident  to  tragic  acting,  came  back  upon 
him  vith  tenfold   vividness.     In   the  midst   of  some 
most  pathetic  passage  —  the  parting  of  Jaffier  with  his 
dying  friend,  for  instance  —  he  would  suddenly  be  sur- 
prised with  a  fit  oi  violent  horse-laughter.     While  the 
spectators  were  all  sobbing  before  him  with  emotion, 
suddenly  one  of  those  grotesque  faces  would  peep  out 
upon  him,  and  he  could  not  resist  the  impulse.     A 
timely  excuse  once  or  twice  served  his  purpose,  but  no 
audiences  could  be  expected  to  bear  repeatedly  this 
violation   of  the  continuity  of  feeling.     He  describes 
them  (the  illusions}  as  so  many  demons  haunting  him, 
and  paralyzing  every  effort.     Even  now,  I  am  told,  he 
cannot  recite  the  famous  soliloquy  in  ^  Hamlet,'  even  in 
private,  without  immoderate  bursts  of  laughter.    How- 
ever, what  he  had  not  force  of  reason  sufficient  to  over- 
come, he  had  good  sense  enough  to  turn  to  emolument, 
and  determined  to  make  a  commodity  of  his  distemper. 
He  prudently  exchanged  the  buskin  for  the  sock,  and 
the  illusions  instantly  ceased,  or,  if  they  occurred  for 
I  short  season,   by  their  very  cooperation,  added  a 
:est  to  his  comic  vein  ;   some  of  his   most  catching 
aces  being  (as  he  egresses  it^   little  more  than 
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:ripts  and  copies  of  those  extraordinaiy  phantas- 


I  completed  his  half  centoiy  on  the  daj  when  he 
ssed  the  following  letter 

TO  BEBNAKD  BABTOK. 

"  Febnurr  lOth,  IS35. 
)ear  B.  B.,  —  The  '  Spirit  of  the  Age '  ia  by  Haz- 
he  characters  of  Coleridge,  dec  he  had  done  better 
imer  publications,  the  praise  and  the  abuse  much 
;er,  Ac. ;  but  the  new  ones  are  capitally  -done. 
e  Tooke  is  a  matchless  portrait.  My  advice  is  to 
w  it  rather  than  buy  it.  I  have  it.  He  has  laid 
aany  colors  on  my  likeness ;  bDt  I  have  had  so 
1  injustice  done  me  in  my  own  name,  that  I  make 
e  of  accepting  as  much  ovenneasure  to  Elia  as 
emen  think  proper  to  bestow.  Lay  it  on  and  spare 
Your  gentleman  brother  sets  my  mouth  a-water- 
iW  liberty.  Oh  that  I  were  kicked  oat  of  Lead- 
i  with  every  mark  of  indignity,  and  a  competence 
f  fob.  The  birds  of  the  air  would  not  be  so  free 
ihould.  How  I  would  prance  and  curvet  it,  and 
up  cowslips,  and  ramble  about  purposeless  as  an 
I  The  author-mometer  is  a  good  fancy.  I  have 
id  great  speculation  in  the  dramatic  (not  tht/')  world 
lying  '  Life  of  Liaton,'  all  pure  invention.  The 
has  swallowed  it,  and  it  is  copied  into  newspapers, 
)i]ls,  &c.,  as  authentic.  Ton  do  not  know  the 
I,  and  possibly  missed  reading  the  article  (in  our 
number,  new  series).  A  life  more  improbable  for 
t©  have  lived  would  not  be  easily  invented  But 
rebuke,  coupled  with  '  Dream  on  J ,  Banyan,' 
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checks  me.  I'd  rather  do  more  in  my  favorite  way, 
6iit  feel  dry.  I  must  laugh  sometimes.  I  am  poor 
Hypochondriacus,  and  not  Listen. 

"  I  have  been  harassed  more  than  usually  at  office, 
which  has  stopt  my  correspondence  lately.  I  write 
with  a  confused,  aching  head,  and  you  must  accept  this 
apology  for  a  letter. 

"  I  will  do  something  soon,  if  I  can,  as  a  peace-offer- 
mg  to  the  queen  of  the  East  Angles  —  something  she 
shan't  scold  about.     For  the  present  iai^well. 

*'  Thine,  0.  L." 

**  I  am  fifty  years  old  this  day.     Drink  my  health.'* 

Freedom  now  gleamed  on  him,  and  he  became  rest- 
less with  the  approach  of  deliverance. 


TO  BERNARD  BARTON. 

"  March  28d,  182o. 

"  Dear  B.  B.  —  I  have  had  no  impulse  to  write,  or 
attend  to  any  single  object  but  myself  for  weeks  past — 
my  single  self,  I  by  myself —  I.  I  am  sick  of  hope 
deferred.  The  grand  wheel  is  in  agitation,  that  is  to 
turn  up  my  fortune ;  but  round  it  rolls,  and  will  turn 
up  nothing.  I  have  a  glimpse  of  fireedom,  of  becoming 
a  gentleman  at  large ;  but  I  am  put  off  from  day  to  day. 
I  have  offered  my  resignation^  and  it  is  neither  accepted 
nor  rejected.  Eight  weeks  am  I  kept  in  this  fearful 
suspense.  Guess  what  an  absorbing  stake  I  feel  it.  I 
am  not  conscious  of  the  existence  of  friends,  present  or 
absent.  The  East  India  Directors  alone  can  be  that 
thing  to  me  or  not.     I  have  just  learned  that  notluiig 
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will  be  decided  this  week.  Why  the  next  ?  Why  any 
week  ?  It  has  fretted  me  into  an  itch  of  the  fingers ; 
I  i-ub  'em  against  paper,  and  write  to  you,  rather  than 
not  allay  this  scorbuta. 

"  While  I  can  write,  let  me  adjure  you  to  have  no 
doubts  of  Irving.  Let  Mr.  M.  drop  his  disrespect. 
Irving  has  prefixed  a  dedication  (of  a  missionary  sub- 
ject, first  part)  to  Coleridge,  the  most  beautifiil,  cordial, 
and  sincere.  He  there  acknowledges  his  obligation  to 
S.  T.  C.  for  hia  knowledge  of  Gospel  truths,  the  nature 
of  a  Christian  Church,  4c.,  to  the  talk  of  Samuel  Tay- 
lor Coleridge  (at  whose  Gamaliel  feet  he  sits  weekly), 
rather  than  to  that  of  all  the  men  living.  This  from 
him,  the  great  dandled  and  petted  sectarian,  to  a  reli- 
gious character  so  equivocal  in  the  world's  eye  as  that 
of  S.  T.  C,  so  foreign  to  the  Kirk's  estimate —  can  this 
man  be  a  quack  ?  The  language  is  as  affecting  as  the 
spirit  of  the  dedication.  Some  friend  told  him,  ^  This 
dedication  will  do  you  no  good,'  f.  t*.,  not  in  the  world's 
repute,  or  with  your  own  people.  *  That  is  a  reason 
for  doing  it,'  quoth  Irving. 

^^  I  am  thoroughly  pleased  with  him.  He  is  firm, 
outrspeaking,  intrepid,  and  docile  as  a  pupil  of  Py- 
thagoras.    You  must  like  him. 

*^  Yours,  in  tremors  of  painfid  hope, 

"C.  Lamb." 

These  tremors  of  painful  hope  were  soon  changed 
into  certain  joy.  The  following  letters  contain  his 
own  expressions  of  delight  on  his  deliverance,  as  con- 
veyed to  several  of  his  dearest  fi-iends.  In  the  first  his 
happiness  is  a  little  checked  by  the  death  of  Mr.  Monk- 
house,  a  relation  of  Mrs.  Wordsworth,  who  had  iemd- 
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nallj  won  LarnVs  affiMtioiiSi  and  who  noblj  deserved 
IheiiL 

TO  MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

**  Golebiook  Cottage,  eth  April,  1896. 

^Dear  Weidsworth, -^  I  have  been  several  times 
meditating  a  letter  to  yon  concerning  the  good  thing 
which  has  befidlen  me^  but  the  thought  of  poor  Monk* 
house  oame  across  me.  He  was  one  that  I  had  exulted 
in  the  prospect  of  congratulating  me«  He  and  you 
were  to  have  been  the  first  participators,  for  indeed  it 
has  been  ten  weeks  since  the  first  motion  of  it.  Here 
am  I  then,  after  thirty-three  years'  slavery,  sitting  in 
my  own  room  at  eleven  o'clock  this  finest  of  all  April 
mornings,  a  fireed  man,  with  441Z.  a  year  for  the  re- 
mainder of  my  life,  live  I  as  long  as  John  Dennis,  who 
outlived  his  ann¥nty  and  starved  at  ninety  :  441?.,  i.  6., 
450/.,  with  a  deduction  of  9L  for  a  provision  secured  to 
my  inster,  she  being  survivor,  the  pension  guaranteed 
by  Act  Georgii  Tertii,  ftc. 

**  I  came  home  v^rcveb  on  Tuesday  in  last  week. 
The  incomprehensibl^iess  of  my  condition  overwhelmed 
me.  It  was  Uke  passing  fi*om  life  into  eternity.  Every 
year  to  be  as  long  as  three,  L  e.,  to  have  three  times 
as  mudi  real  time — time  that  is  my  own,  in  it  I  I  wan- 
dered  about  thinking  I  was  happy,  but  feeling  I  was  not. 
But  that  tumaltuousness  is  passing  off,  and  I  begin  to 
understand  tho  nature  of  the  gift.  Holidays,  even  the 
annual  month,  were  always  uneasy  joys ;  their  con- 
scions  ftigitivcness;.the  craving  after  making  the  most 
of  them.  Now,  when  all  is  holiday,  there  are  no  holi- 
days. I  can  sit  at  home,  in  rain  or  shine,  without  a 
restless  impulse  for  walkings.    I  am  daily  steadying,  and 
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shall  soon  find  it  as  natural  to  me  to  be  my  own  mastert 
as  it  has  been  irksome  to  have  had  a  master.  Marjr 
wakes  every  morning  with  an  obscure  feeling  that  some 
good  has  happened  to  us. 

" and ,  after  their  releasements,  describe 

the  shock  of  their  emancipation  much  as  I  feel  mine. 
But  it  hurt  their  £rames«  I  eat,  drink,  and  sleep  sound 
as  ever.  I  lay  no  anxious  schemes  for  going  hither  and 
thither,  but  take  things  as  they  occur.  Yesterday  I  ex- 
cursioned  twenty  miles ;  to-day  I  write  a  few  letters* 
Pleasuring  was  for  fii^tive  playdays ;  mine  are  fugitive 
only  in  the  sense  that  life  is  fugitive.  Freedom  and  life 
coexistent  I 

^^  At  the  foot  of  such  a  call  upon  you  for  gratoladon, 
I  am  ashamed  to  advert  to  that  melancholy  event, 
Monkhouse  was  a  character  I  learned  to  love  slowly, 
but  it  grew  upon  me,  yearly,  monthly,  daily.  What  a 
chasm  has  it  made  in  our  pleasant  parties  I  His  noble 
friendly  face  was  always  coming  before  me,  till  this 
hurrying  event  in  my  life  came,  and  for  the  time  has 
absorbed  all  interest;  in  fact  it  hma  shaken  me  a  little. 
My  old  desk  companions,  with  whom  I  have  had  such 
merry  hours,  seem  to  reproach  me  for  removing  my  lot 
from  among  them.  They  were  pleasant  creatures  ;  but 
to  the  anxieties  of  business,  and  a  weight  (^  possible 
worse  ever  impending,  I  was  not  equal.  Indeed  this 
last  winter  I  was  jaded  out — winters  were  always 
worse  than  other  parts  of  the  year,  because  the  spirits 
are  worse,  and  I  had  no  daylight.  In  summer  I  had 
daylight  evenings.  The  relief  was.  hinted  to  me  firom 
a  superior  power  when  I,  poor  slave,  had  not  a  hope 
but  that  I  must  wait  another  seven  years  with  Jacob  *— 
and  lo  I  the  Rachel  which  I  coveted  is  brought  to  me. 
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**  Have  you  read  the  noble  dedication  of  Irving's 
*  Missionarj  Orations  *  to  S.  T.  C,  ?  Who  shall  call 
this  man  a  quack  hereafter?  What  the  Kirk  will 
think  of  it  neither  I  nor  Irving  care.  When  some- 
body suggested  to  him  that  it  would  not  be  likely  to 
do  him  good,  videlicet,  among  his  own  people,  ^  That 
is  a  reason  for  doing  it/  was  his  noble  answen  That 
Irving  tliinks  he  has  profited  mainly  by  S.  T.  C,  I 
have  no  doubt.  The  very  style  <^  the  Dedication* 
shows  it. 

^^  Communicate  my  news  to  Southey,  and  beg  his 
pardon  for  my  being  so  long  acknowledging  his  kind 
present  of  the  ^  Church,'  which  circumstances,  having 
no  reference  to  himself,  prevented  at  the  time.  Assure 
him  of  my  deep  respect  and  friendliest  feelings. 

^^  Divide  the  same,  or  rather  each  take  the  whole  to 
you  —  I  mean  you  and  all  yours.  To  Miss  Hutchinson 
I  must  write  separate. 

««  Farewell  I  and  end  at  last,  long  selfish  letter ! 

"  C.  Lamb/' 

TO  BERNABD  BABTOK. 

«  April,  1826. 

"Dear  B.  B.  —  My  spirits  are  so  tumultuary  with 
the  novelty  of  my  recent  emancipation,  that  I  have 
scarce  steadiness  of  hand,  much  more  mind,  to  com* 
pose  a  letter.    I  am  free,  B.  B.  —  free  as  air  I 

*  The  little  bird  thnt  wings  the  sky 
Knows  DO  snob  liberty.* 

I  was  set  free  on  Tuesday  in  last  week  at  four  o'clock. 
I  came  home  forever  I 

**  I  have  been  describing  my  feelings  as  well  as  I  can 
10  Wordsworth  in  a  long  letter,  and  don't  care  to  repeat* 
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Take  it  briefly,  that  for  a  few  days  I  was  painfully  op 
pressed  by  so  mighty  a  change,  but  it  is  becoming  daily 
more  natural  to  me.  I  went  and  sat  among  'em  all  at 
my  old  thirty-three  years'  desk  yester  morning;  and, 
deuce  take  me,  if  I  had  not  yearnings  at  leaving  all  my 
old  pen-and-ink  fellows,  merry,  sociable  lads,  at  leaving 
them  in  the  lurch,  fag,  fiig,  feg  !  —  The  comparison  of 
my  own  superior  felicity  gave  me  anything  but  pleasure. 

**  B.  B.,  I  would  not  serve  another  seven  yean  for 
seven  hundred  thousand  pounds  !  I  have  got  4412.  net 
for  life,  sanctioned  by  act  of  parliament,  with  a  provia* 
ion  for  Mary  if  she  survives  me.  I  will  live  another 
&lty  years ;  or,  if  I  live  but  ten,  they  wQl  be  thirty, 
reckoning  the  quantity  of  real  time  in  them,  i.  e.,  the 
time  that  is  a  man's  own.  Tell  me  how  you  like  *  Bar* 
bara  S.* ; '  will  it  be  received  in  atonement  for  the  fool- 
ish *'  Vision  '  —  I  mean  by  the  lady  ?  Apropos^  I  never 
saw  Mrs.  Crawford  in  my  life;  nevertheleBS,  it's  aB 
true  of  somebody. 

**  Address  me,  in  future,  Colebrook-cottage,  Isling- 
ton. I  am  really  nervous  (but  that  will  wear  off),  so 
take  this  brief  announcement 

"  Yours  truly,  *♦  0.  L." 


TO  MISS  HUTGHINSOK. 

•*  AprQ  18U^  ISSft. 

^'Dear  Miss  Hutchinson, —  You  want  to  know  all 
about  my  jail  delivery.  Take  it  then.  About  twelve 
weeks  since  I  had  a  sort  of  intimation  that  a  resignation 
might  be  well  accepted  from  me.   This  was  a  kind  bird's 

•  The  trne  heroine  of  thU  beautiful  story  Is  still  liytng,  though  the 
hfts  left  tlie  stage.  It  ia  enoagh  to  make  a  seyerer  Quaker  than  U,  fit 
feel  **  that  there  is  some  soul  of  goodness  *'  fai  players. 
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whisper.     On  that  hint  I  spake.     G and  T ► 


famished  me  with  certificates  of  wasted  health  and  sore 
spirits  —  not  much  more  than  the  truth,  I  promise  you 
—  and  for  nine  weeks  I  was  kept  in  a  fright.  I  had 
gone  too  &r  to  receda,  and  tliey  might  take  advantage 
and  dismiss  me  with  a  much  less  sum  than  I  had  reck- 
oned on.  However,  liberty  came  at  last,  with  a  liberal 
provision.  I  have  ^ven  up  what  I  could  have  lived  (m 
in  the  country ;  but  have  enough  to  live  here,  by  mau-^ 
agement  and  scribbling  occasionally.  I  would  not  go 
back  to  my  prison  for  seven  years  longer,  for  10,000Z.  a 
year  —  seven  years  after  one  is  fifty,  is  no  trifle  to  give 
up.  Still  I  am  a  young  pendonerj  and  have  served  but 
thirty-three  years ;  very  few,  I  assure  you,  retire  before 
forty,  forty-five,  or  fifty  years'  service. 

"  You  will  ask  how  I  bear  my  fi'eedom  ?  Faith,  for 
some  days  I  was  staggered ;  could  not  comprehend  the 
magnitude  of  my  deliverance;  was  conftised,  giddy; 
knew  not  whether  I  was  on  my  head  or  my  heel,  as  they 
say.  But  those  giddy  feelings  have  gone  away,  and  my 
weather-glass  stands  at  a  degree  or  two  above 

CONTENT. 

**  I  go  about  quiet,  and  have  none  of  that  restless 
hunting  aAer  recreation,  which  made  hoUdays  former- 
ly uneasy  joys.  All  being  holidays,  I  feel  as  if  I  had 
none,  as  they  do  in  heaven,  where  'tis  all  red-letter 
days,  I  have  a  kind  letter  fi?om  the  Wordsworths, 
eongrattUatort/  not  a  little.  It  is  a  damp,  I  do  assure 
you,  amid  all  my  prospects,  that  I  can  receive  none 
fii'om  a  quarter  upon  which  I  had  calculated,  almost 
more  than  from  any,  upon  receiving  congratulations. 
I  had  grown  to  like  poor  Monkhouse  more  and  more* 
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I  do  not  esteem  a  soul  living  or  not  Uving  more  warm 
]j  than  I  had  grown  to  esteem  and  value  him.  Bnt 
words  are  vain.  We  have  none  of  ns  to  count  upon 
many  years.  That  is  the  only  core  for  sad  thoughts. 
If  only  some  died,  and  the  rest  were  permanent  on 
earth,  what  a  thing  a  friend's  death  would  be  tiien  1 

*^  I  must  take  leave,  having  put  off  answering  a  load 
of  letters  to  this  morning,  and  this,  alas  I  is  the  first. 
Our  kindest  remembrances  to  Mrs.  Monkhouse. 
^  And  believe  us  yours  most  truly, 

"  C.  Lamb.** 

In  this  summer  Lamb  and  his  sister  paid  a  long  viat 
to  Enfield,  which  induced  th^  removing  thither  some 
time  afterwards.  The  following  letter  is  addressed 
thence, 

TO  MB.  SOUTHET. 

<*Aiigastl0ih«1836. 

**Dear  Southey, — You'll  know  who  this  letter 
comes  from  by  opening  slapdash  up<m  the  text,  as  in 
the  good  old  times.  I  never  could  come  into  the  cus- 
tom of  envelopes ;  'tis  a  modem  foppery ;  the  Plinian 
correspondence  gives  no  hint  of  such.  In  smgleness  of 
sheet  and  meaning,  then,  I  thank  you  for  your  little 
book.  I  am  ashamed  to  add  a  codicil  of  thanks  for  your 
*  Book  of  the  Church.'  I  scarce  feel  competent  to 
give  an  opinion  of  the  latter;  I  have  not  reading 
enough  of  that  kind  to  venture  at  it.  I  can  only  say 
the  fact,  that  I  have  read  it  with  attention  and  interest. 
Being,  as  you  know,  not  quite  a  Churchman,  I  felt  a 
jealousy  at  the  Church  taking  to  herself  die  whole 
deserts  of  Christianity,  Catholic  and  Protestant,  from 
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Druid  extirpation  downwards.  I  call  all  good  Chris- 
tians the  Church,  Capillarians  and  all.  But  I  am  ui 
too  light  a  humor  to  touch  these  matters.  May  all  our 
churches  flourish !  Two  things  staggered  me  in  the 
poem  (and  one  of  them  staggered  both  of  us).  I  can- 
not away  with  a  beautiful  series  of  verses,  as  I  protest 
they  are,  commencing  *  Jenner.'  'Tis  like  a  choice 
banquet  opened  with  a  pill  or  an  electuary  —  physic 
stuff.  T'other  is,  we  cannot  make  out  how  Edith 
should  be  no  more  than  ten  years  old.  By'r  Lady,  we 
had  taken  her  to  be  some  sixteen  or  upwards.  We 
suppose  you  have  only  chosen  the  round  number  for 
the  metre.  Or  poem  and  dedication  may  be  both  older 
than  they  pretend  to ;  but  then  some  hint  might  have 
been  given  ;  for,  as  it  stands,  it  may  only  serve  some 
day  to  puzzle  the  parish  reckoning.  But  without  in- 
quiring further  (for  'tis  ungracious  to  look  intd  a  lady's 
years),  the  dedication  is  eminently  pleasing  and  tender, 
and  we  wish  Edith  May  Southey  joy  of  it.  Something,  ' 
too,  struck  us  as  if  we  had  heard  of  the  death  of  John 
May.  A  John  May's  death  was  a  few  years  since  in 
the  papers.  We  think  the  tale  one  of  the  quietest, 
prettiest  things  we  have  seen.  You  have  been  temper- 
ate in  the  use  of  localities,  which  generally  spoil 
poems  laid  in  exotic  regions.  You  mostly  cannot  stir 
out  (in  such  things)  for  humming-birds  and  fire-flies. 
A  tree  is  a  Magnolia,  &c.  —  Can  I  but  like  the  truly 
Catholic  spirit  ?  *  Blame  as  thou  mayest  the  Papist's 
erring  creed ' — which,  and  other  passages,  brought  me 
back  to  the  old  Anthology  days  and  the  admonitory 
lesson  to  *  Dear  George '  on  *  The  Vasper  Bell,'  a  little 
Doem  which  retains  its  first  hold  upon  me  strangely. 
^*  The  compliment  to  the  translatress  is  daintily  con- 
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ceived.  Nothing  is  choicer  in  that  sort  of  writing  than 
to  bring  in  some  remote,  impossible  parallel, — as  be- 
tween a  great  empress  and  the  inobtrusive  quiet  soul 
Vho  digged  her  noiseless  way  so  perseveringly  through 
that  rugged  Paraguay  mine.  How  she,  Dobrizhoffered 
it  all  out,  it  puzzles  my  slender  Latinily  to  conjecture. 
Why  do  you  seem  to  sanction  Lander's  unfeeling  al- 
legori^ng  away  of  honest  Quixote  I  He  may  as  well 
say  Strap  is  meant  to  symbolize  the  Scottbh  nation  be- 
fore the  Union,  and  Random  since  that  act  of  dubious 
issue  ;  or  that  Partridge  means  the  Mystical  Man,  and 
Lady  Bellaston  typifies  the  Woman  upon  Many  Wa- 
ters. Gebir,  indeed,  may  mean  the  state  of  the  hop 
markets  last  month,  for  anything  I  know  to  the  con- 
trary. That  all  Spain  overflowed  with  romancical 
books  (as  Madge  Newcastle  calls  them)  was  no  reasoq 
that  Cervantes  should  not  smile  at  the  matter  of  them ; 
nor  even  a  reason  that,  in  another  mood,  he  might  not 
multiply  them,  deeply  as  he  was  tinctured  with  the  es- 
sence of  them.  Quixote  is  the  father  of  gentle  ridicule, 
and  at  the  same  time  the  very  depository  and  treasury 
of  chivalrjr  and  highest  notions.  Marry,  when  som^ 
body  persuaded  Cervantes  that  he  meant  only  fun,  and 
p./hL  ^  ™^.g  fl«  ^m™.c  Si.nd  Part 
with  the  confederacies  of  that  unworthy  duke  and  most 
contemptible  duchess,  Cervante9  sacrificed  his  instinct 
to  his  understanding. 

«'  We  got  your  little  book  but  last  night,  being  at 
Enfield,  to  which  place  we  came  about  a  month  since, 
and  are  having  quiet  holidays.  Mary  walks  her  twelve 
miles  a  day  some  days,  and  I  my  twenty  on  others. 
'Tis  all  holiday  with  me  now,  you  know.  The  change 
works  admirably. 
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**  For  literary  news,  in  my  poor  way,  1  have  a  one- 
act  farce  going  to  be  acted  at  Haymarket ;  but  when  ? 
is  the  question.  *Tis  an  extravaganza,  and  like  enough 
to  follow '  Mr.  H.'  *  The  London  Magazine '  has  shifted 
its  publishers  once  more,  and  I  shall  shift  myself  out  of 
it.  It  is  &Ilen.  My  ambition  is  not  at  present  highei* 
than  to  write  nonsense  for  the  playhouses,  to  eke  out 
a  something  contracted  income,  Tempu%  eraU  There 
was  a. time,  my  dear  Cornwallis,  when  the  Muse,  &c. 
But  I  am  now  in  Mac  Fleckno's  predicament,  — 

*  Promised  a  play,  and  dwindled  to  a  fiuroe.* 

"Coleridge  is  better  (was,  at  least,  a  few  weeks 
since)  than  he  has  been  for  years.  His  accomplishing 
his  book  at  last  has  been  a  source  of  vigor  to  him. 
We  are  on  a  half  visit  to  his  ftiend  Allsop,  at  a  Mrs. 
LeishmanV,  Enfield,  but  expect  to  be  at  Colebrook- 
cottage  in  a  week  or  so,  where,  or  anywhere,  I  shall 
be  always  most  happy  to  receive  tidings  ft'om  you. 
6.  Dyer  is  in  the  height  of  an  uxorious  paradise.  His 
honey-moon  will  not  wane  till  he  wax  cold.  Never 
was  a  more  happy  pair,  since  Acme  and  Sepdmius,  and 
longer.  Farewell,  with  many  thanks,  dear  S.  Our 
loves  to  all  round  your  Wrekin. 

"  Yom:  old  friend,  -         C.  Lamb." 

The  &rce  referred  to  in  this  letter  was  founded  on 
Lamb's  essay  "  On  the  Inconvenience  of  being  Hanged." 
It  was,  perhaps,  too  slight  for  the  stage,  and  never  was 
honored  by  a  trial;  but  was  ultimately  published  in 
"  Blackwood's  Magazine." 
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CHAPTER   XVI. 

[1826  to  1828.] 

JLXTTER8  TO  ROBINSON,  CART,  OOLERIDOB,  PATlffORE,  PROCTEBf 

AND  BARTON. 

When  the  first  enjoyment  of  freedom  was  over,  it 
may  be  doubted  whether  Lamb  was  happier  for  the 
change.  He  lost  a  grievance  on  which  he  could  lavish 
all  the  fantastical  exaggeration  of  a  sufferer,  without 
wounding  the  feelings  of  any  individual,  and  perhaps 
the  loss  was  scarcely  compensated  by  the  listless  leisure 
which  it  brought  him.  Whenever  the  facile  kindness 
of  his  disposition  permitted,  he  fled  from  those  temp- 
tations of  society,  which  he  could  only  avoid  by  flight ; 
and  his  evening  hours  of  solitude  were  hardly  so  sweet 
as  when  they  were  the  reliefs  and  resting-places  of  his 
mind, — "glimpses  which  might  make  him  less  forlorn" 
of  the  world  of  poetry  and  romance.  His  mornings 
were  chiefly  occupied  in  long  walks,  sometimes  extend- 
ing to  ten  or  twelve  miles,  in  which  at  this  time  he  was 
accompanied  by  a  noble  dog,  the  property  of  Mr.  Hood, 
to  whose  humors  Lamb  became  almost  a  slave,*  and 

*  The  following  allusion  to  Lamb*8  snbserrienoe  to  Dash  is  extracted 
from  one  of  a  series  of  papers,  written  in  a  most  cordial  spirit,  and  with 
great  characteristic  power,  by  the  friend  to  whom  Dash  w««  assigned, 
which  appeared  in  the  "  Court  Magazine."  **  During  these  interminable 
rambles  —  heretofore  pleasant  in  virtue  of  their  profound  loneliness  and 
freedom  from  restraint.  Lamb  made  himself  a  perfect  slave  to  the  dog  — 
whose  habits  were  of  the  most  extravagantly  eirant  nature,  for,  generally 
■peaking,  the  creature  was  half  a  mile  off  from  his  companion  either  before 
or  behind,  scouring  the  fleldft  or  roads  in  all  directions,  scampering  up  oc 
down  '  all  manner  of  streets,'  and  leaving  Lamb  in  a  perfect  fever  of  irri- 
tation and  annoyance;  for  he  was  afraid  of  losing  the  dog  when  it  was  out 
of  sight,  and  yet  could  not  persuade  himself  to  keep  it  in  sight  for  a  momeot 
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who,  at  last,  acquired  so  portentous  an  ascendancy  that 
"Lamb  requested  his  firiend  Mr.  Patmore  to  take  him 
under  his  care.  At  length  the  desire  of  assisting  Mr. 
Hone,  lA  his  struggle  to  support  his  family  by  antiqua- 
rian research  and  modern  pleasantry,  renewed  to  him 
the  blessing  of  regular  labor;  he  began  the  task  of 
reading  through  the  glorious  heap  of  dramas  collected 
at  the  British  Museum  under  the  title  of  the  '^  Garrick 
Plays,"  to  glean  scenes  of  interest  and  beauty  for  the 
work  of  his  iriend  :  and  the  work  of  kindness  brought 
with  it  its  own  reward.   . 

*^  It  is  a  sort  of  office  to  me,"  says  Lamb,  in  a  letter 
to  Barton  ;  *^  hours  ten  to  four,  the  same.  It  does  me 
good.  Man  must  have  regular  occupation  that  has 
been  used  to  it." 

The  Christmas  of  1825  was  a  melancholy  season  for 
Lamb.  He  had  always  from  a  boy  spent  Christmas  in 
the  Temple  with  Mr.  Norris,  sui  officer  of  the  Inner 
Temple,  and  this  Christmas  was  made  wretched  by  the 
last  illness  of  his  oldest  friend.  Anxious  to  excite  the 
sympathy  of  the  Benchers  of  the  Inn  for  the  survivors, 
Lamb  addressed  the  following  letter  to  a  friend  as  zeal- 
ous as  himself  in  all  generous  offices,  in  order  that  he 
might  show  it  to  some  of  the  Benchers. 

by  curbing  its  roving  spirit.  Dasb  knew  Lamb*s  weakness  in  these  par- 
ticalars  as  well  as  he  did  himself,  and  took  a  dog-like  advantage  of  it.  In 
the  Regent's  Park,  in  particular,  Dash  had  his  master  completely  at  his 
mercy ;  for  the  moment  they  got  into  the  ring,  he  used  to  get  through  the 
paling  on  to  the  greensward,  and  disappear  for  a  quarter  or  half  an  hour 
together,  knowing  perfectly  well  that  Lamb  did  not  dare  move  from  the 
spot  where  he  ( Dash)  had  disappeared,  till  such  time  as  he  thought  proper 
to  show  himself  again.  And  they  used  to  take  this  particular  walk  much 
oftener  than  they  otherwise  would,  precisely  because  Dash  liked  it  and 
Lamb  did  not"  —  Under  his  second  master,  we  learn  from  the  same 
fource,  that  Dash  "subsided  into  the  best  bred  and  best  behaved  of  hia 
species.^ 


^ 
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TO  MB.  H.  a  BOBIHSON. 

«*  Colebrook  Bow,  Istingtc  •• 
**  Saturday,  2)th  Jan.  1826. 

*^  Dear  Robinson,  —  I  called  upon  you  this  morning, 
and  found  that  you  were  gone  to  visit  a  dying  friend. 
I  had  been  upon  a  like  errand.  Poor  Norria  has  been 
lying  dying  for  now  almost  a  week,  such  is  the  penalty 
we  pay  for  having  enjoyed  a  strong  constitution  I 
"Whether  he  knew  me  or  not,  I  know  not ;  or  whether 
he  saw  me  through  his  poor  glazed  eyes ;  but  the  group 
I  saw  about  him  I  shall  not  forget.  Upon  the  bed,  or 
about  it,  were  assembled  his  wife  and  two  daughters, 
and  poor  deaf  Richard,  his  son,  looking  doubly  stupe- 
fied. There  they  were,  and  seemed  to  have  been  sit* 
ting  all  the  week.  I  could  only  reach  out  a  hand  to 
Airs.  Norris.  Speaking  was  impossible  in  that  mute 
chamber.  By  this  time  I  hope  it  is  all  over  with  him. 
In  him  I  have  a  loss  the  world  cannot  make  up.  He 
was  my  friend  and  my  father's  fiiend  all  the  life  I  can 
remember.  I  seem  to  have  made  foolish  friendships 
ever  since.  Those  are  friendships  wliich  outlive  a 
second  generation.  Old  as  I  am  waxing,  in  his  eyes  I 
was  still  the  child  he  first  knew  me.  To  the  last  he 
called  me  Charley.  I  have  none  to  call  me  Charley 
now*  He  was  the  last  link  that  bound  me  to  the  Tem- 
ple. You  are  but  of  yesterday.  In  him  seemed  to 
have  died  the  old  plainness  of  manners  and  singleness 
of  heart.  Letters  he  knew  nothing  of,  nor  did  his  read- 
ing extend  beyond  the  pages  of  the  *  Gentleman's  Mag- 
azine.' Yet  there  was  a  pride  of  literature  about  him 
from  being  amongst  books  (he  was  librarian),  and  from 
tome  scraps  of  doubtfrd  Latin  which  he  had  picked  up 
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in  his  office  of  entering  students,  that  gave  him  veiy 
diverting  airs  of  pedantiy.  Can  I  forget  the  erudite 
look  with  which,  when  he  had  been  in  vain  trying  to 
make  out  a  black-letter  text  of  Chaucer  in  the  Temple 
Library,  he  laid  it  down  and  told  me  that  —  ^  in  those 
old  books,  Charley,  there  is  sometimes  a  deal  of  very 
indifferent  spelling ; '  and  seemed  to  console  himself  in 
the  reflection  I  His  jokes,  for  he  had  his  jokes,  ai'e 
now  ended ;  but  they  were  old  trusty  perennials,  staples 
that  pleased  after  decies  repetita^  apd  were  always  as 
good  as  new.  One  song  he  had,  which  was  reserved 
for  the  night  of  Christmas-day,  which  we  always  spent 
in  the  Temple.  It  was  an  old  thing,  and  spoke  of  the 
flat  bottoms  of  our  foes,  and  the  possibility  of  their 
coming  over  in  darkness,  and  alluded  to  threats  of  an 
invasion  many  years  blown  over;  and  when  he  came 
to  the  part 

*  Wa'11  still  roake  *em  rnn,  and  we'll  still  make  *em  sweat, 
In  spite  of  the  deTil,  and  Brussels  Gazette  1  * 

his  eyes  would  sparkle  as  with  the  freshness  of  an  im- 
pending event.  'And  what  is  the  Brussels  Gazette 
now  ?  I  cry  while  I  enumerate  these  trifles.  *  How 
shall  we  tell  them  in  a  stranger's  ear  ?  ' 

*^  My  first  motive  in  writing,  and,  indeed,  in  calling 
on  you,  was  to  ask  if  you  were  enough  acquainted 
with  any  of  the  Benchers,  to  lay  a  plain  statement  be- 
fore them  of  the  chrcumstances  of  the  fimuly.  I  almost 
fear  not,  for  you  are  of  another  hall.  But  if  you  can 
oblige  me  and  my  poor  friend,  who  is  now  insensible  to 
Any  favors,  pray  exert  yourself.  You  cannot  say  too 
Hmeh  good  of  poor  Norris  and  his  poor  wife. 

"  Yours  ever,  Charles  Lamb.'* 
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In   the  spring  of  1826,   the   following    letters  to 
Bernard  Barton  were  written. 


TO  BERNARD  BARTON. 

*«  Feb.  7tfa,  iSift. 

Dear  B.  B., — I  got  yonr  book  not  more  than  five 
days  ago,  so  am  not  so  negligent  as  I  must  have  ap- 
peared to  you  with  a  fortnight's  sin  upon  my  shoulders. 
I  tell  you  with  sincerity,  that  I  think  you  have  com- 
pletely succeeded  in  what  you  intended  to  do.  What 
is  poetry  may  be  disputed.  These  are  poetry  to  me  at 
least.  They  are  concise,  pithy,  and  moving.  Uniform 
as  they  are,  and  untristorify'd,  I  read  them  through 
at  two  sittings,  without  one  sensation  approaching  to 
tedium.  *  I  do  not  know  that  among  your  many  kind 
presents  of  this  nature,  this  is  not  my  favorite  volume. 
The  language  is  never  lax,  and  there  is  a  unity  of  de- 
sign and  feeling.  You  wrote  them  mfJi  love — to  avoid 
the  coxcombical  phrase,  con  amare.  I  am  particularly 
pleased  with  the  *  Spiritual  Law,*  pages  34  and  85.  It 
reminded  me  of  Quarles,  and  *  holy  Mr.  Herbert,'  as 
Izaak  Walton  calls  him ;  the  two  best,  if  not  only,  of 
our  devotional  poets,  though  some  prefer  Watts,  and 
some  Tom  Moore.  I  am  for  from  well,  or  in  my  right 
spirits,  and  shudder  at  pen-and-ink  work.  I  poke  out  a 
monthly  ciiidity  for  Colbum  in  his  magazine,  which  I 
call  *  Popular  Fallacies,'  and  periodically  crush  a  prov- 
erb or  two,  setting  up  my  folly  against  the  wisdom  of 
nations.     Do  you  see  the  *  New  Monthly  ?  ' 

"  One  word  I  must  object  to  in  your  little  book,  anVi" 
it  recurs  more  than  once  — fadeless  is  no  genuine  com- 
pound; loveless  is,  because  love  is  a  noun  as  weU  a^ 


tETTEBS  TO  BARTON.  401 

Terb;  but  what  is  a  &de?  And  I  do  not  quite  like 
whipping  the  Greek  drama  upon  the  back  of  *•  Genesis/ 
page  8.  I  do  not  like  praise  handed  in  by  disparage- 
ment ;  as  I  objected  to  a  side  censure  on  Byron,  &c.  in 
the  *  Lines  on  Bloomfield.'  With  these  poor  cavils 
excepted,  your  verses  are  without  a  flaw. 

"  C.  Lamb/' 

TO  BEBKABD  BARTON. 

**  March  20th,  1826. 

**  Dear  B.  B.,  —  Ton  may  know  my  letters  by  the 
paper  and  the  folding.  For  the  former,  I  live  on  scraps 
obtained  in  charity  from  an  old  friend,  whose  stationery 
is  a  permanent  perquisite;  for  folding,  I  shall  do  it 
neatly  when  I  learn  to  tie  my  neckcloths.  I  surprise 
most  of  my  friends,  by  writing  to  them  on  ruled  paper, 
as  if  I  had  not  got  past  pothooks  and  hangers.  Sealing- 
wax,  I  have  none  on  my  establishment ;  wafers  of  the 
coarsest  bran  supply  its  place.  When  my  epistles  come 
to  be  weighed  with  Pliny's,  however  superior  to  the 
Roman  in  delicate  irony,  judicious  reflections,  &c.,  his 
gilt  post  will  bribe  over  the  judges  to  him.  All  the  time 
I  was  at  the  E.  I.  H.,  I  never  mended  a  pen  ;  I  now  cut 
'em  to  the  stumps,  marring  rather  than  mending  the 
primitive  goose-quill.  I  cannot  bear  to  pay  for  articles 
I  used  to  get  for  nothing.  When  Adam  laid  out  his 
first  penny  upon  nonpareils  at  some  stall  in  Mesopot- 
amos,  I  think  it  went  hard  with  him,  reflecting  upon  his 
old  goodly  orchard,  where  he  had  so  many  for  nothing. 
When  I  write  to  a  great  man  at  the  court  end,  he  opens 
with  surprise  upon  a  naked  note,  such  as  Whitechapel 
people  interchange,  with  no  sweet  degrees  of  envelope. 
I  never  enclosed  one  bit  of  paper  in  another,  nor  under- 
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stood  the  rationale  of  it.  Once  only  I  sealed  with  bor- 
rowed wax,  to  set  Walter  Scott  a  wondering,  signed 
with  the  imperial  quartered  arms  of  England,  which 
my  firiend  Field  bears  in  complim^it  to  his  descent,  in 
the  female  line,  &om  Oliver  Cromwell.  It  must  have 
set  his  antiquarian  curiosity  upon  watering.  To  your 
questions  upon  the  currency,  I  refer  you  to  Mr.  Robin- 
son's last  speech,  where,  if  you  can  find  a  solution,  I 
cannot.  I  think  this,  though,  the  best  ministry  we 
ever  stumbled  upon; — gin  reduced  four  shillings  in 
tlie  gallon,  wine  two  shillings  in  tlie  quart  I  This 
comes  home  to  men's  minds  and  bosoms.  My  tirade 
against  visitors  was  not  meant  partieularli/  at  you  or 

A.  K .     I  scarce  know  what  I  meant,  for  I  do  not 

just  now  feel  the  grievance.  I  wanted  to  make  an 
article.  So  in  another  thing  I  talked  of  somebody's 
insipid  wife^  without  a  correspondent  object  in  my 
head :  and  a  good  lady,  a  Mend's  wife,  whom  I  really 
hve^  (don't  startle,  I  mean  in  a  licit  way,)  has  looked 
shyly  on  me  ever  since.  The  blunders  of  personal 
application  are  ludicrous.  I  send  out  a  character  every 
now  and  then,  on  purpose  to  exercise  the  ingenuity  of 
my  friends.  *  Popular  Fallacies  '  will  go  on  ;  that  word 
concluded  is  an  erratum,  I  suppose  for  continued.  I 
do  not  know  how  it  got  stuffed  in  there.  A  little  thin^ 
without  name  will  also  be  printed  on  the  Relig^n  of 
the  Actors,  but  it  is  out  of  your  way,  so  I  recommend 
you,  with  true  author's  hypocrisy,  to  skip  it.  We  are 
about  to  sit  down  to  roast  beef,  at  which  we  could  wish 
A.  K.,  B.  B.,  and  B.  B.'s  pleasant  daughter  to  be 
humble  partakers.  So  much  for  my  liint  at  visitors, 
which  was  scarcely  calculated  for  droppers-in  firom 
Woodbridge ;  the  sky  does  not  drop  such  larks  every 
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day.    My  very  kindest  wishes  to  you  all  tlm^e,  with 
my  sister's  best  love.  C.  Lamb." 


TO  BEBNARD  BABTON. 

"  May  16th,  182«. 

"  Dear  B.  B,, — ►!  have  had  no  spirits  lately  to  begin 
a  letter  to  you,  though  I  am  under  obligations  to  you 
(how  many  I)  for  your  neat  little  poem.  'Tis  just 
what  it  professes  to  be,  a  simple  tribute,  in  chaste  verse, 
s^ious  and  sincere. 

"  I  do  not  know  how  fi*iends  will  relish  it,  but  we 
outlyers,  honorary  friends,  like  it  very  well.  I  have 
had  my  head  and  ears  stuffed  up  with  the  east  winds. 
A  continual  ringing  in  my  brain  of  bells  jangled,  or 
the  spheres  touched  by  some  raw  angel.  Is  it  not 
Greorge  the  Third  trying  the  ♦  Hundredth  Psalm.'  I  get 
my  music  for  nothing.  But  the  weather  seems  to  be 
softening,  and  will  thaw  my  stunnings.  Coleridge, 
writing  to  me  a  week  or  two  since,  begins  his  note— r 
*  Summer  has  set  in  with  its  usual  severity.'  A  cold 
summer  is  all  I  know  of  disagreeable  in  cold.  I  do  not 
mind  the  utmost  rigor  of  real  winter,  but  these  smiling 
hypocrites  of  Mays  wither  me  to  death.  My  head  has 
been  a  ringing  chaos,  like  the  day  the  winds  were 
made,  before  they  submitted  to  the  discipline  of  s 
weathercock,  before  the  quarters  were  made.  In  the 
street,  with  the  blended  noises  of  life  about  me,  I  hear, 
and  my  head  is  lightened ;  but  in  a  room  the  hubbub 
:omes  back,  and  I  am  deaf  as  a  sinner.  Did  I  tell  you 
f  a  pleasant  sketch  Hood  has  done,  which  he  calls  — 

Very  dsaf  ifuieed  ?  *  It  is  of  a  good-natured  stupid- 
ooking  old  gentleman,  whom  a  footpad  has  stopped^ 
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but  for  Ilis  extreme  deafness  cannot  make  him  under- 
stand what  he  wants.  The  unconscious  old  gentleman 
is  extending  his  ear-trumpet  very  complacently,  and  the 
fellow  is  firing  a  pistol  into  it  to  make  him  hear,  but  the 
ball  will  pierce  his  skull  sooner  than  the  report  reach 
his  sensorium.  I  choose  a  very  litde  bit  of  paper,  for 
my  ear  hisses  when  I  bend  down  to  write.  1  can 
hardly  read  a  book,  for  I  miss  that  small  soft  voice 
which  the  idea  of  articulated  words  raises  (almost 
imperceptibly  to  you)  in  a  silent  reader.  I  seem  too 
deaf  to  see  what  I  read.  But  with  a  touch  or  two  of 
returning  zephyr  my  head  will  melt.  What  lies  you 
poets  tell  about  the  May  I  It  is  the  most  ungenial  part 
of  the  year.  Cold  crocuses,  cold  primroses,  you  take 
your  blossoms  in  ice  —  a  painted  sun. 

'  Unmeaning  joj  around  appears, 
And  nature  smiles  as  if  she  sneers.* 

•*  It  is  ill  with  me  when  I  begin  to  look  which  way 
the  wind  sits.  Ten  yeats  ago,  I  literally  did  not  know 
the  point  fi:om  the  broad  end  of  the  vane,  which  it  was 
that  indicated  the  quarter.  I  hope  these  ill-winds  have 
blown  over  you  as  they  do  through  me. 

**  So  A.  K.  keeps  a  school ;  she  teaches  nothing 
wrong,  I'll  answer  for't.  I  have  a  Dutch  print  of  a 
school-mistress ;  little  old-&shioned  Fleminglings,  with 
only  one  face  among  them.  She  a  princess  of  a  school- 
mistress, wielding  a  rod  for  form  more  than  use ;  the 
scene,  an  old  monastic  chapel,  with  a  Madonna  over 
her  head,  looking  just  as  serious,  as  thoughtful,  as  pure, 
as  gentle  as  herself.     'Tis  a  type  of  thy  friend. 

"  Yours  with  kindest  wishes  to  your  daughter  and 
friend,  in  which  Mary  joins,  C.  Lamb.'' 


M 
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About  this  time  a  little  sketch  was  taken  of  Lamb, 
and  published.  It  is  certainly  not  flattering ;  but  there 
is  a  touch  of  Lamb's  character  in  it.  He  sent  one  of 
the  prints  to  Coleridge,  with  the  foUowing  note. 


TO  HS.   COLERIDGE. 

''Jane  1st,  1826. 

Dear  Coleridge,  — J£  I  know  myself,  nobody  more 
detests  the  display  of  personal  vanity,  which  is  implied 
in  the  act  of  sitting  for  one's  picture,  than  myself. 
But  the  fact  is,  that  the  likeness  which  accompanies  this 
letter  was  stolen  from  my  person  at  one  of  my  un- 
guarded moments  by  some  too  partial  artist,  and  my 
friends  are  pleased  to  think  that  he  has  not  much  flat- 
tered me.  Whatever  its  merits  may  be,  you,  who  have 
so  great  an  interest  in  the  original,  will  have  a  satisfao- 
tioft  in  tracing  the  features  of  one  that  has  so  long 
esteemed  you.  There  are  times  when  in  a  friend's 
absence  these  graphic  representations  of  him  almost 
seem  to  bring  back  the  man  himself;  The  painter, 
whoever  he  was,  seems  to  have  taken  me  in  one  of 
those  disengaged  moments,  if  I  may  so  term  them, 
when  the  native  character  is  so  much  more  honestly 
displayed  tlian  can  be  possible  in  the  restraints  of  an 
inforced  sitting  attitude.  Perhaps  it  rather  describes 
me  as  a  thinking  man,  than  a  man  in  the  act  of  thought. 
Whatever  its  pretensions,  I  know  it  will  be  dear  to  you, 
towards  whom  I  should  wish  my  thoughts  to  flow  in  a 
sort  of  an  imdress  rather  than  in  the  more  studied  graces 
t>f  diction. 
•   **  I  am,  dear  Coleridge,  yours  sincerely, 

♦*C.  Lamb.** 
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In  tlio  following  summer,  Lamb  and  his  sister  went 
on  a  long  visit  to  Enfield,  which  ultimately  led  to  hii 
giving  up  Colebrooke  Cottage,  and  becoming  a  constant 
resident  at  that  place.  It  was  a  great  sacrifice  to  him, 
who  loved  London  so  well ;  but  his  sister's  health  and 
his  own  required  a  secession  from  the  crowd  of  visitors 
who  pressed  on  him  at  Islington,  and  whom  he  could 
not  help  welcoming.  He  thus  invited  Mr.  Gary,  now 
librarian  of  the  British  Museum,  to  look  in  upon  ina 
retreat. 

TO  MB.  CART. 

"  Dear  Sir,  -—  It  is  whispered  me  that  you  will  not 
be  unwilling  to  look  into  our  dolefiil  hermitage.  With* 
out  more  preface,  you  will  gladden  our  cell  by  accom- 
panying our  old  chums  of  the  London,  Darley  and 
A.  C,  to  Enfield  on  Wednesday.  You  shall  have 
hermit's  &re,  with  talk  as  seraphical  as  the  novelty  of 
the  divine  life  will  permit,  with  an  innocent  retrospect 
to  the  world  which  we  have  left,  when  I  will  thank 
you  for  your  hospitable  aSefr  at  Chiswick,  and  with 
plain  hermit  reasons  evince  the  necessity  of  abiding 
here. 

*^  Without  hearing  from  you,  then,  you  shall  give  us 
leave  to  expect  you*  I  have  long  had  it  on  my  con- 
science to  invite  you,  but  spirits  have  been  low ;  and 
I  am  indebted  to  chance  for  this  awkward  but  most 
sincei'e  invitation. 

**  Yours,  with  best  loves  to  Mrs.  Gary, 

"G.  Lamb.'* 

**  D.  knows  all  about  the  eoaches.     Oh,  for  a  Ma 
aeum  in  the  wilderness  I " 
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The  following  letter  was  addressed  about  this  time 
to  Coleridge,  who  was  seriously  contemplating  a  poet- 
ical pantomime. 

TO  UB.  OOLERIDGE. 

•  1828. 

**  Dear  C,  —  "We  will  with  great  pleasra^  be  with 
you  on  Thursday  in  the  next  week  early.  Your  find- 
ing out  my  style  in  your  nephew's  pleasant  book  is  sur- 
prising  to  me.  I  want  eyes  to  descry  it.  You  are  a 
little  too  hard  upon  liis  morality,  though  I  confess  he 
has  more  of  Sterne  about  him  than  of  Stemhold.  But 
he  saddens  into  excellent  sense  before  the  conclusion. 
Your  query  shall  be  submitted  to  Miss  Kelly,  though  it 
is  obvious  that  the  pantomime,  when  done,  will  be  more 
easy  to  decide  upon  than  in  proposal.  I  say,  do  it,  by 
all  means^  I  have  Decker's  play  by  me,  if  you  can 
filch  an3rthing  out  of  it.  Miss  G — ,  with  her  kitten 
eyes,  is  an  actress,  though  she  shows  it  not  at  all ; 
and  pupil  to  the  former,  whose  gestures  she  mimics  in 
cofmedy  to  the  disparagement  of  her  own  natural  man- 
ner, which  is  agreeable.  It  is  funny  to  see  her  bridling 
up  her  neck,  which  is  native  to  F.  K. ;  but  there  is  no 
setting  another's  manners  upon  one's  shoulders  any 
more  than  their  head.  I  am  glad  you  esteem  Man- 
ning, though  you  see  but  his  husk  or  shrine.  He  dis- 
closes not,  save  to  select  worshippers,  and  will  leave  the 
world  without  any  one  hardly  but  me  knowing  how 
stupendous  a  creature  he  is.  I  am  perfecting  myself  in 
the  ^  Ode  to  Eaton  .College '  against  Thursday,  that  I 
may  not  appear  unclassic.  I  have  just  discovered  that 
J  IS  much  better  than  the  *  Elegy.' 

**  In  haste,  C.  L." 


.  :^M 
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"  P.S.  —  I  do  not  know  what  to  say  to  your  latest 
theory  about  Nero  being  the  Messiah,  though  by  all 
accounts  he  was  a  'nointed  one." 

Lamb's  desire  for  dramatic  success  was  not  even  yet 
wholly  chilled.  In  this  summer  he  wrote  a  little  piece 
on  the  story  of  Crabbe's  tale  of  the  "  Confidant," 
which  was  never  produced,  but  ultimately  published  in 
''  Blackwood's  Magazine."  It  runs  on  agreeably  in 
melodious  blank  verse,  entirely  free  &om  the  occasional 
roughnesses  of  "  John  Woodvil,"  but  has  not  sufficient 
breadth  or  point  for  the  stage.  He  alludes  to  it  in  the 
following  letter 


TO  BERNARD  BARTON. 

**  Aug.  10th,  1827. 

"  Dear  B.  B.,  —  I  have  not  been  able  to  answer  yon, 
for  we  have  had,  and  are  having,  (I  just  snatch  a  mo- 
ment,) our  poor  quiet  retreat,  to  which  we  fled  firom 
society,  fidl  of  company, — some  staying  with  us,  and 
this  moment,  as  I  write,  almost,  a  heavy  importation 
of  two  old  ladies  has  come  in.  Whither  can  I  take 
wing,  from  the  oppression  of  human  &ces  ?  Would  I 
were  in  a  wilderness  of  apes,  tossing  cocoa-nuts  about, 
grinning  and  grinned  at  I 

"  M was  hoaxing  you,  surely,  about  my  engrav- 
ing; 'tis  a  little  sixpenny  thing,  too  like  by  half,  in 
which  the  draughtsman  has  done  his  best  to  avoid  flatr 
tery.  There  have  been  two  editions  of  it,  which  I 
think  are  all  gone,  as  they  liave  vanished  from  the  win- 
dow where  they  huiig.  — a  print-shop,  comer  of  Great 
and  Little  Queen  Sti*eets,  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  —  where 
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any  London  fiiend  of  yours  may  inquire  for  it ;  for  I 
am  (though  you  wa^t  understand  i£)  at  Enfield  Chase. 
We  have  been  here  near  three  months,  and  shall  stay 
two  more,  if  people  will  let  us  alone ;  but  they  perse- 
cute us  from  village  to  village.  So,  don't  direct  to 
Islington  again,  till  further  notice.  I  am  trying  my 
hand  at  a  drama,  in  two  acts,  founded  on  Crabbers 
^  Confidant,'  7nutati8  mutandis.  You  like  the  Odyssey ; 
did  you  ever  read  my  *  Adventures  of  Ulysses,'  founded 
on  Chapman's  old  translation  of  it?  for  children  or 
men.  Chapman  is  divine,  and  my  abridgment  has  not 
quite  emptied  him  of  his  divinity.  When  you  come  to 
town  I'll  show  it  you.  You  have  well  described  your 
old-fashioned  grand  paternal  hall.  Is  it  not  odd  tliat 
every  one's  earliest  recollections  are  of  some  such  place  I 
I  had  my  Blakesware  (Blakesmoor  in  the  ^  London '). 
Nothing  fills  a  child's  mind  like  a  large  old  mansion  ; 
better  if  un  —  or  partially  —  occupied;  peopled  with 
the  spirits  of  deceased  members  of  the  county,  and 
justices  of  the  quorum.  Would  I  were  buried  in  the 
peopled  solitudes  of  one,  with  my  feelings  at  seven  years 
old  I  Those  marble  busts  of  the  emperors,  they  seemed 
as  if  they  were  to  stand  forever,  as  they  had  stood 
from  the  living  days  of  Rome,  in  that  old  marble  hall, 
and  I  to  partake  of  their  permanency.  Eternity  was, 
while  I  thought  not  of  Time.  But  he  thought  of  me, 
and  they  are  toppled  down,  and  com  covers  the  spot  of 
the  noble  old  dwelling  and  its  princely  gstrdens.  I  feel 
like  a  grasshopper  that  chirping  about  the  grounds, 
escaped  his  scythe  only  by  my  littleness.  Even  now 
he  is  whetting  one  of  his  smallest  razors  to  clean  wipe 
me  out,  perhaps.     Well  I " 
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The  following  is  an  acknowledgment  of  some  veraei 
wliieh  Lamb  had  begged  for  Miss  Isolate  album. 


**  Dear  B.  B.,  —  I  am  thankfiil  to  you  for  yonr  ready 
compliance  with  my  wishes.  Emma  is  delighted  wi^ 
your  verses ;  I  have  sent  them,  with  four  album  poems 

of  my  own»  to  a  Mr.  P ^  who  is  to  be  editor  of  a 

more  superb  pocket-book  than  has  yet  appeared,  by  &r  I 
the  property  of  some  wealthy  booksellers  ;  but  whom, 
or  what  its  name,  I  forgot  to  ask.  It  is  actually  to  have 
in  it  schoolboy  exercises  by  his  present  Majesty  arid  the 
late  Duke  of  York.  Wordsworth  is  named  as  a  con- 
tributor.    F ,  whom  I  have  slightly  seen,  is  editor 

of  a  forthcome  or  coming  review  of  foreign  books, 
and  is  intimately  connected  with  Lockhart,  &c.  So  I 
take  it  that  this  is  a  concern  of  Murray's.  Walter 
Scott  also  contributes  mainly.  I  have  stood  off  a  long 
time  from  these  annuals,  which  are  ostentatious  trump- 
ery, but  could  not  withstand  the  request  of  Jameson,  a 
particular  friend  of  mine  and  Coleridge. 

"  I  shall  hate  myself  in  frippery,  strutting  along,  and 
vying  finery  with  beaux  and  belles,  with  *  friture  Lord 
Byrons  and  sweet  L.  E.  Ls.'  Your  taste,  I  see,  is  less 
simple  than  mine,  which  the  difference  in  our  persua- 
sions has  doubtless  effected.  In  £ict,  of  late  you  have 
so  Frenchified  your  style,  larding  it  with  Twrs  de  eont' 
bats^  and  au  desopoira^  that  o*  my  conscience  the  Foxian 
blood  is  quite  dried  out  of  you,  and  the  skipping  Moti- 
aipnr  spirit  has  been  infrised. 

"  If  you  have  anything  you'd  like  to  send  farther, 
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I  dare  say  an  honorable  place  would  be  given  to  it ; 

but  I  have  not  heard  firom  F dnce  I  sent  mine, 

nor  shall  probably  again,  and  therefore!  do  not  solicit 
it  as  from  him.  Yesterday  I  sent  off  my  tragicomedy 
to  Mr.  Kemble.  Wish  it  luck.  I  made  it  all  ('tis 
blank  verse,  and  I  think  of  the  true  old  dramatic  cut) 
or  most  of  it,  in  the  green  lanes  about  Enfield,  where 
I  am,  and  mean  to  remain,  in  spite  of  your  peremptory 
doubts  on  that  head.  Your  refusal  to  lend  your  poet* 
ical  sanction  to  my  *  Icon,'  and  your  reasons  to  Evans, 
are  most  sensible.  Maybe  I  may  hit  on  a  line  or  two 
of  my  own  jocular ;  maybe  not.  Do  you  never  Lon- 
donize  again  ?  I  should  like  to  talk  over  old  poetry 
with  you,  of  which  I  have  much,  and  you,  I  think, 
little.  Do  your  Drummonds  allow  no  holidays?  I 
would  willingly  come  and  work  for  you  a  three  weeks 
or  so,  to  let  you  loose.  Would  I  could  sell  or  give  you 
some  of  my  leisure !  Positively,  the  best  thing  a  man 
can  have  to  do  is  nothing,  and  next  to  that  perhaps  — 
good  works.  I  am  but  poorlyish,  and  feel  myself  writing 
a  dull  letter ;  poorlyish  from  company ;  not  generally, 
for  I  never  was  better,  nor  took  more  walks,  fourteen 
miles  a  day  on  an  average,  with  a  sporting  dog,  Dash, 
You  would  not  know  the  plain  poet,  any  more  than  he 
doth  recognize  James  Naylor  trick'd  out  cm  deserpoy 
(how  do  you  spell  it?). 

"C.  Lamb." 

The  following  was  written  to  the  friend  to  whom 
Lamb  had  intrusted  Dash,  a  few  days  after  the  part- 
ing. 
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TO  MB.  PATMOBE. 

**  Ifei.  Leishman's,  Qxm^  EafleUL 

**  Dear  P.,  —  Excuse  my  anxiety,  but  how  is  Dash  ? 
I  should  hare  asked  }£  Mrs.  P  o  kept  her  rules, 
and  was  improving ;  but  Dash  came  uppermost.  The 
order  of  our  thoughts  should  be  the  order  of  our 
i^riting.  .Goes  he  muzzled,  or  aperto  cret  Are  his 
intellects  sound,  or  does  he  wander  a  little  in  to 
conversation?  Tou  cannot  be  too  carefol  to  watch 
the  first  symptoms  of  incoherence.  The  first  illogical 
snarl  he  makes,  to  St.  Luke's  with  him.  All  the  dogs 
here  are  going  mad,  if  you  believe  the  overseers ;  but 
I  protest  they  seem  to  me  veiy  rational  and  collected. 
But  nothing  is  so  deceitful  as  mad  people,  to  those 
who  are  not  used  to  them.  Try  him  with  hot  water: 
if  he  won't  lick  it  up  it  is  a  sign  —  he  does  not  like 
it.  Does  his  tail  wag  horizontally,  or  perpendicularly  ? 
That  has  decided  the  fate  of  many  dogs  in  Enfield. 
Is  his  general  deportment  cheerful  ?  I  mean  when  he 
is  pleased  —  for  otherwise  there  is  no  judging.  You 
can't  be  too  caiefiil.  Has  he  bit  any  of  the  children 
yet?  If  he  has,  have  them  shot,  and  keep  him  for 
curiosity,  to  see  if  it  was  the  hydrophobia.  They 
say  all  our  army  in  India  had  it  at  one  time ;  but 
that  was  in  JS^cfer-Ally's  time.  Do  you  get  paunch 
for  him  ?  Take  care  the  sheep  was  sane.  You  might 
pull  out  his  teeth  (if  he  would  let  you),  and  then 
you  need  not  mind  if  he  were  as  mad  as  a  Bedlamite. 
It  would  be  rather  fun  to  see  his  odd  ways.    It  might 

amuse  Mrs.  P and  the  children.     They'd  have 

more  ^ense  than  he.     He'd  be  like  a  fool  kept  in  a 
fiunily,  to  keep  the  household  in  good  humor  with 
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their  own  understanding.  Yon  might  teach  him  the 
mad  dance,  set  to  the  mad  howL  Madge  Owlet  would 
be  nothing  to  him.  *  Mj  1  how  he  capers  I '  [In  the 
margin  is  written^  *  One  of  the  (Mldren  speaks  this.* '] 
*  *  *  What  I  scratch  out  is  a  Grerman  quotation, 
from  Lessing,  on  the  bite  of  rabid  animals ;  but  I 
remember  you  don't  read  German*  But  Mrs.  P  ■  ■ 
may,  so  I  wish  I  had  let  it  stand.  The  meaning  in 
English  is  —  *  Avoid  to  approach  an  animal  suspected 
of  madness,  as  you  would  avoid  fire  or  a  precipice,' 
which  I  think  is  a  sensible  observation.  The  Ger- 
mans are  certainly  profounder  than  we.  If  the  slight- 
est suspicion  arises  in  yomr  breast  that  all  is  not  right 
with  him,  muzzle  him  and  lead  him  in  a  string  (com- 
mon packthread  will  do  —  he  don't  care  for  twist) 
to  Mr.  Hood's,  his  quondam  master,  and  he'll  take 
him  in  at  any  time.  You  may  mention  your  suspicion, 
or  not,  as  you  like,  or  as  you  think  it  may  wound 
or  not  Mr.  H.'s  feelings.  Hood,  I  know,  will  wink 
at  a  few  follies  in  Dash,  in  consideration  of  his  former 
sense.  Besides,  Hood  is  deaf,  and^  if  you  hinted 
anything,  ten  to  one  be  would  not  hear  you.  Besides 
yon  wiU  have  discharged  your  conscience,  and  laid 
the  child  at  the  right  door,  as  they  say. 

"  We  are  dawdlLg  our  time  away  very  idly  and 
pleasantly  at  a  Mrs.  Leishman's,  Chase,  Enfield,  where, 
if  you  come  arhunting,  we  can  give  you  cold  meat  and 
a  tankard.  Her  husband  is  a  tailor;  but  that,  you 
know,  does  not  make  her  one.  I  knew  a  jailer  (which' 
ihymes),  but  his  wife  was  a  fine  lady. 

"  Let  us  hear  from  you  respecting  Mrs.   P 'i 

regimen.    I  send  Aiy  love  in  a to  Dash. 

"C.  Lamb.*' 

*  Hen  three  lines  are  oareftilly  erased. 


^ 
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On  the  ardgide  of  the  letter  is  written : 

"  Seriously,  I  wish  yon  would  call  upon  Hood  when 
you  are  that  way.  He's  a  capital  fellow.  I've  sent 
him  two  poems,  one  ordered  by  his  wife,  and  written  to 
order ;  and  'tis  a  week  since,  and  I've  not  heard  fi*om 
him.     I  fear  something  is  the  matter. 

"  Our  kindest  remembrance  to  Mrs.  P/' 

He  thus,  in  December,  expresses  his  misery  in  a 
letter 

TO  BERNARD  BARTON. 

"December  4th,  1827. 

"  My  dear  B.  B.,  —  I  have  scarce  spirits  to  write, 
yet  am  harassed  with  not  writing.  Nine  weeks  are 
completed,  and  Mary  does  not  get  any  better.  It  is 
perfectly  exhausting.  Enfield,  and  everything,  is  very 
gloomy.  But  for  long  experience  I  should  fear  her 
ever  getting  welL  I  feel  most  thankful  for  the  spin- 
sterly  attentions  of  your  sister.  Thank  the  kind  *  knit- 
ter in  the  sun!'  What  nonsense  seems  verse,  when 
one  is  seriously  out  of  hope  and  spirits  !  I  mean,  that 
at  this  time  I  have  some  nonsense  to  write,  under  pain 
of  incivility.  Would  to  the  fifth  heaven  no  coxcombess 
had  invented  Albums. 

"  I  have  not  had  a  Bijoux,  nor  the  slightest  notice 

from    about  omitting  four  out  of  five  of  my 

things.  The  best  thing  is  never  to  hear  of  such  a 
thing  as  a  bookseller  again,  or  to  think  there  are 
publishers.  Second-hand  stationers  and  old  bookstalls 
for  me.  Authorship  should  be  an  idea  of  the  past. 
Old  kinga»  old  bishops  are  venerable ;    all  present  ia 


.-^ 
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hollow.  I  cannot  make  a  letter.  I  have  no  straw,  not 
a  pennyworth  of  chaff,  only  this  may  stop  your  kind 
importunity  to  know  ahout  us.  Here  is  a  comfortable 
house,  but  no  tenants.  One  does  not  make  a  house- 
hold. Do  not  think  I  am  quite  in  despair;  but,  in 
addition  to  hope  protracted,  I  have  a  stupifying  cold 
and  obstructing  headache,  and  the  sun  is  dead. 

"  I  will  not  &il  to  apprise  you  of  the  revival  of  a 
beam.     Meantime  accept  this,  rather  than  think  I  have 
forgotten  you  all.     Best  remembrances. 
**  Yours  and  theirs  truly, 

**C.  Lamb." 

A  proposal  to  erect  a  memorial  to  Clarkson,  upon 
the  spot  by  the  wayside  where  he  stopped  when  on  a 
journey  from  Cambridge  to  London,  and  formed  the 
great  resolution  of  devoting  his  life  to  the  abolition  of 
the  slave-trade,  produced  from  Lamb  the  following  let- 
ter to  the  lady  who  had  announced  it  to  him :  — 

**  Dear  Madam,  —  I  return  your  list  with  my  name. 
I  should  be  sorry  that  any  respect  should  be  going 
on  towards  Clarkson,  and  I  be  left  out  of  the  con- 
spiraqr.  Otherwise  I  frankly  own  that  to  pillarize  a 
man's  good  feelings  in  his  lifetime  is  not<to  my  taste. 
Monuments  to  goodness,  even  after  death,  are  equiv- 
ocal. I  turn  away  from  Howard's,  I  scarce  know  why. 
Goodness  blows  no  trumpet,  nor  desires  to  have  it 
blown.  We  should  be  modest  for  a  modest  man  —  as  he 
is  for  himself.  The  vanities  of  life  —  art,  poetry,  skill 
military  —  ara  subjects  for  trophies ;  not  the  silent 
thou^ts  arising  in  a  good  man's  mind  in  lonely  places. 
Was  I  Clarkson,  I  should  never  be  able  to  walk  or.  ride 
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he  spot  again.  Lutead  of  bread,  we  ore  gmng 
etooe.  Instead  of  the  locality  recalling  the 
t  moment  of  Us  existence,  it  is  a  place  at  which 
inds  (that  is,  himself)  blow  to  the  world,  '  What 
I  man  is  he  1 '  I  sat  down  upon  a  hillock  at 
Hill  yesternight, — a  fine  contempUtire  evening, 
h  a  thousand  good  speculations  about  mankind. 
[  yearned  with  cheap  beneToIence  I  I  shall  go 
quire  of  the  stonecutter,  that  cuts  the  tombstones 
trbat  a  stone  with  a  short  inscription  will  cost; 
3  say,  '  Here  C.  Lamb  loved  bis  brethren  of 
ad.'  Everybody  will  come  there  to  love.  As  I 
nell  put  my  own  name,  I  shall  put  about  a  sub- 


Hn. —       .      .  ,£060 
Fnwter       ...         0    1    S 

G.  D;er  .       .       .  .010 
Ur.  Godwin        .       .         0    0    0 

Hn.  Oodfrin  ,  .     0    0    « 

Ife  fzrtng  ,       t  a  valch'aluibi. 

(  tbs  prooedi  of — 


scribble  in  baste  from  here,  where  wg  shall  be 

time.     Fray  i«quest  Mn  to  advance  the 

L  &r  me,  which  shall  iaithfully  be  forthccmting, 
ardcm  me  that  I  don't  see  tlie  proposal  in  quite 
;ht  that  he  may.  The  kindness  of  his  motives, 
Js  power  of  appreciatang  the  noble  passage,  I 
igbly  agree  in. 

ntb  most  kind  regards  to  bim,  I  conclude 
"  Dear  madam,  yours  truly, 

"  C.  Lam^'* 
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The  following  appeara    to   have  been  written  in 
October,  1828, 


TO  BEBNABD  BABTON. 
I 
i  •*  Oct.  11th,  1828. 


«  A  splen^d  edition  of '  Bunyan's  Pilgrim  I '  Why, 
the  thonght  is  enough  to  torn  one's  moral  stomach. 
His  cockle-hat  and  staff  transformed  to  a  smart  cockM 
beayer,  and  a  jemmy  cane ;  his  amice  gray,  to  the  last 
Regent  Street  cat :  and  his  painftd  palmer's  pace  to  the 
modem  swagger.  Stop  thy  friend's  sacrilegious  hand. 
Nothing  can  be  done  for  B.  but  to  reprint  the  old  cuts 
in  as  homely  bnt  good  a  style  as  possible.  The  Vanity 
Fair,  and  the  Pilgrims  there  — the  Silly-^othness  in 
his  setting-out  countenance  —  the  Christian  Idiocy 
(in  a  good  sense),  of  his  admiration  of  the  shepherds 
on  the  Delectable  Mountains ;  the  lions,  so  truly  alle- 
gorical, and  remote  from  any  similirade  to  Pidcoek's ; 
the  great  head  (the  author's),  capacious  of  dreams  and 
simlUtudes,  dreaming  in  the  dungeon.  Perhaps  you 
don't  know  my  edition,  what  I  had  when  a  child.  If 
you  do,  can  you  bear  new  designs  fi«m  Martin,  enam- 
elled  into  copper  or  silver  plate  by  Heath,  accompanied 
with  verses  from  Mrs.  Hemans'  pen.  O  how  unlike 
his  own! 

Wooldft  fhoa  divert  tiiTself  from  nelancboty  ? 
WGuld«t  tboa  be  pleaaant,  jet  be  far  fiom.  folly  ? 
Wouldst  thou  read  riddles,  and  their  explanation  ? 
'  Or  else  be  drowned  in  thy  oontemplatlon  ? 
Doet  thoD  love  picking  meat  ?  or  wouldst  tfaoa  aee 
A  man  i*  the  donds,  and  hear  him  speak  to  thee  ? 
Wouldst  thon  be  In  a  dream,  and  yet  not  sleep  ? 
Or  woaldsttbon  in  a  moment  laugh  and  weep? 
Or  wouldst  thoa  lose  thyself  and  catch  no  hana, 
And  find  thyself  again  without  a  charm? 

U  27 
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Wooldst  read  Ihytti^,  and  read  thou  knowett  Doi  what, 
And  yet  know  whether  thoa  art  blest  or  not 
By  reading  the  same  lines?    0  then  come  hither^ 
And  lay  my  book,  thy  head,  and  heart  together. 

JOBn  BUVTAII. 

ShoTV  me  sucli  poetry  in  any  one  of  the  fifteen  forth-* 
coming  combinations  of  show  and  emptiness,  yclept 
*  Annuals.'  So  there's  verses  for  thy  yerses;  and 
now  let  me  tell  yon,  that  the  sight  of  your  hand 
gladdened  me.  I  have  been  duly  trying  to  write  to 
you,  but  paralyzed.  You  have  spurred  me  on  this 
tiny  effort,  and  at  intervals  I  hope  to  hear  from  and 
talk  to  you.  But  my  spirits  have  been  in  an  opprest 
way  for  a  long  time,  and  they  are  things  which  must 
be  to  you  of  £dth,  for  who  can  explain  depression? 
Yes,  I  am  hooked  into  the  ^  Gem,'  but  only  for  some 
lines  written  on  a  dead  in&nt  of  the  Editor's  which 
oeing,  as  it  were,  his  property,  I  could  not  refuse  their 
appearing ;  but  I  hate  the  paper,  the  type,  the  gloss, 
the  dandy  plates,^e  names  of  contributors  poked 
up  into  your  eyes  in  first  page,  and  whisked  through 
all  the  covers  of  magazines,  the  barefaced  sort  of 
emulation,  the  immodest  candidateship.  Brought  into 
so  little  space — in  those  old  ^Locdons,'  a  signature 
was  lost  in  the  wood  of  matter,  the  paper  coarse  (till 
latterly,  which  spoiled  them)  ;  in  short,  I  detest  to 
appear  in  axuAnnual.  What  a  fertile  genius  (and  a 
quiet  good  soul  withal)  is  Hood  t  He  has  fifty  things 
in  hand  ;  &rces  to  supply  the  Adelphi  for  the  season  ; 
a  comedy  for  one  of  the  great  theatres,  just  ready ; 
a  whole  entertainment  by  himself,  for  Mathews  and 
Yates  to  figure  in;  a  meditated  Comic  Annual  for 
next  year,  to  be  nearly  done  by  himself.  You'd  like 
him  very  much. 
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*•  Wordsworth,  I  see,  lias  a  good  many  pieces  an- 
nounced in  one  of  'em,  not  our  Gem.  W.  Scott  has 
distributed  himself  like  a  bribe  haunch  among  'em. 
O^  all  the  poets,  Cary  has  had  the  ficood  sense  to  keep 
quite  clear  of  'Jm,^th  clergy^nLmanly  right  n<; 
tions.  Don't  think  I  set  up  for  being  proud  on  this 
point ;  I  like  a  bit  of  flattery,  tickling  my  vanity,  as 
well  as  any  one.  But  these  pompous  masquerades 
without  masks  (naked  names  or  &ces)  I  hate.  So 
there's  a  bit  of  my  mind.  Besides  they  infidlibly  cheat 
you ;  I  mean  the  booksellers.  If  I  get  but  a  copy,  1 
only  expect  it  from  Hood's  being  my  friend.  Cole* 
lidge  has  lately  been  here,  ile  too  is  deep  among  the 
prophets,  the  year-servers, — the  mob  of  gentlemen 
annuals.  But  they  '11  cheat  him,  I  know.  And  now, 
dear  B.  B.,  the  sun  shining  out  merrily,  and  the  dir^ 
clouds  we  had  yesterday  havinsc  washed  their  own 
feces  clean  with  4eir  o^  «un,  tempts  me  to  wander 
up  Winchmore  Hill,  or  into  some  of  the  delightful 
vicinages  of  Enfield,  which  I  hope  to  show  you  at 
some  time  when  you  can  get  a  few  days  up  to  the 
great  town.  Believe  me,  it  would  give  both  of  us 
great  pleasure  to  show  you  our  pleasant  &rms  and 
villages. 

"  We  both  join  in  kindest  loves  to  you  and  yours. 

*^0.  Lamb,  redknvus.^^ 

The  following  is  of  December,  and  closes  the  letters 
▼hich  remain  of  this  year. 
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TO  BEBKABD  BABTON. 

"Deo.  5«fa,  1838. 

**Dear  B«  B»,-~I  am  aahamed  to  receiye  so  many 
nice  books  from  70U,  and  to  have  none  t»  eeod  70a  ^ 
return.  Yon  are  always  sending  me  some  froits  or 
wholesome  pot-berbs,  and  mine  is  the  garden  of  the 
Sluggard,  nothing  bat  weeds^  or  scarce  they.  Never- 
theless, if  I  knew  how  to  transmit  it,  I  would  s^d  you 
Blackwood's  of  this  month,  which  contains  a  little 
drama,  to  have  your  opinicm  of  it,  and  how  &r  I  have 
improved,  or  ollierwise,  upon  its  prototype.  Thank 
you  for  your  kind  sonnet.*  It  does  me  good  to  see  the 
Dedication  to  a  Christian  Bishop.  I  am  for  a  compre- 
hension, as  divines  call  it ;  but  so  as  that  the  Church 
shall  go  a  good  deal  more  than  half  way  over  to  the 
silent  Meeting-house.  I  have  ever  said  that  the  Quar 
kers  are  the  only  jfrofe»wr%  of  Christianity,  as  I  read  it 
in  the  Evangiles ;  I  dxj  prqfe99orB —  marry,  as  to  prac- 
tice, with  their  gaudy  hot  types  and  poetical  vanities, 
they  are  much  as  one  with  the  sinful.  Martin's  Fron- 
tispiece is  a  very  fine  thing,  let  (7.  L,  say  what  he 
please  to  the  contrary.  Of  the  Poems,  I  like  them  as 
a  volume,  better  than  any  one  of  the  preceding ;  par- 
ticularly, *  Power  and  Gentleness'  —  *The  Present* 
—  *  Lady  Russell ; '  with  the  exception  that  I  do  not 
like  the  noble  aict  of  Curtius,  true  or  false  —  one  of  the 
grand  foundations  of  the  old  Boman  patriotism  —  to  ba 
sacrificed  to  Lady  R.'s  taking  notes  on  her  hnsband's 
trial.  If  a  thing  is  good,  why  invidiously  bring  it  inta 
light  with  something  better  ?  There  are  too  few  heroic 
things  in  this  world,  to  admit  of  our  marshalling  them 
in  anxious  etiquettes  of  precedence.    Would  you  make 


LETTEfiS  TO  BOSTON.  4S1 

a  poem  on  Ae  story  of  Bath,  (pretty  story ! }  and  then 
say  —  Ay,  but  how  much  better  is  the  story  of  Joseph 
and  his  brethren  I  To  go  on,  the  stanzas  to  *  Chalon  * 
want  the  name  of  Clarkson  in  the  body  of  them  ;  it  ia 
left  to  inference.  The  *  Battle  of  Gibeon  '  is  spirited, 
again ;  but  you  sacrifice  it  in  last  stanza  to  the  song  at 
Bethlehem.  Is  it  quite  orthodox  to  do  so  ?  The  first 
was  good,  you  suppose,  for  that  dispensation.  Why  set 
the  word  against  the  word  ?  It  puzzles  a  weak  Chris* 
tian.  So  Watts'  Psalms  are  an  implied  censure  on 
David's.  But  as  long  as  the  Bible  is  supposed  to  be 
an  equally  diyine  emanation  with  the  Testament,  so 
long  it  wiU  staler  weaklings  to  have  them  set  in 
oppoffltion.  ^  Godiva '  is  delicately  touched.  I  have 
always  thought  it  a  beautiiiil  story,  characteristic  of 
the  old  English  times.  But  I  could  not  help  amusing 
myself  with  the  thought^— if  Martin  had  chosen  this 
subject  for  a  fironti^iece — there  would  have  been  in 
some  dark  comer  a  white  lady,  white  as  the  walker  on 
the  waves,  riding  upon  some  mystical  quadruped  ;  and 
high  above  would  have  risen  ^  tower  above  tower  a 
massy  structure  high '  —  the  Tenterden  steeples  of 
Coventry,  till  the  poor  cross  would  scarce  have  known 
itself  among  the  clouds ;  and  far  above  them  all  the 
distant  Clint  hills  peering  over  chimney-pots,  piled  up, 
Ossa-on-Olympus  fashion,  till  the  admiring  spectator 
(admirer  of  a  noble  deed)  might  have  gone  look  for 
the  lady,  as  you  must  hunt  for  the  other  in  the  lobster. 
But  M.  should  be  made  royal  architect.  What  palaces 
he  would  pile  I  But  then,  what^  parliamentary  grants 
to  make  them  good  I  Nevertheless,  I  hke  the  firontis- 
piece.  ^  The  Elephant '  is  pleasant ;  and  I  am  glad 
you  are  getting  into  a  wider  scope  of  subjects.     There 
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may  be  too  mtich,  not  religion,  but  too  manj  good 
words  in  a  book,  till  it  becomes  a  rhapsody  of  words. 
I  will  jnst  name,  that  yon  have  brought  in  the  *  Song 
to  the  Shepherds '  in  four  or  five,  if  not  six  places. 
Now  this  is  not  good  economy.  The  *  Enoch '  is  fine ; 
and  here  I  can  sacrifice  ^  EUjah '  to  it,  because  'tis 
illustratiye  only,  and  not  disparaging  of  the  latter 
prophet's  departmre.  I  like  this  best  in  the  book. 
Lastly,  I  much  *  like  the  ^  Heron ; '  'tis  exquisite. 
Know  you  Lord  Thurlow's  Sonnet  to  a  bird  of  that 
sort  on  Lacken  water?  If  not,  'tis  indispensable  I 
send  it  you,  with  my  Blackwood.  ^  Fludyer '  is  pleas- 
ant, —  you  are  getting  gay  and  Hoodish.  What  is 
the  enigma  ?    Money  ?    If  not,  I  fiurly  confess  I  am 

foiled,  and  sphynx  must eat  me.    Four  times 

I've  tried  to  write — eat  me,  and  the  blotting  pen  tmms 
it  into — cat  me.  And  now  I  will  take  my  leave  with 
saying,  I  esteem  thy  verses,  like  thy  present,  honor  thy 
firontispicer,  and  right  reverence  diy  patron  and  dedi- 
catee, and  am,  dear  B.  B., 

^^  Yours  heartily,  C.  Lamb.** 


^ 
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UBTTXB0   TO   ROBINSON,  PROCTEB,  BARTON,  WILSON,  GILMANf 

WORDSWORTH,  AND  DTER. 

Hayino  decided  on  residing  entirelj  at  Enfield, 
Lamb  gave  up  Colebrooke  Cottage,  and  took  what  he 
described  in  a  notelet  to  me  as  ^^  an  odd-looking  gam- 
bogish-colored  honse,"  at  Chase-side,  Enfield.  The 
situation  was  far  fix)m  picturesque,  for  the  opposite  side 
of  the  road  only  presented  some  middling  tenements, 
two  dissenting  chapels,  and  a  public-house  decorated 
with  a  swinging  sign  of  a  Rising  Sun ;  but  the  n^h* 
bcfing  field-walks  were  pleasant,  and  the  country,  as 
he  liked  to  say,  quite  as  good  as  Westmoreland. 

He  continued  occasional  contributions  to  the  New 
Monthly,  especially  the  series  of  ^^  Popular  Fallacies  ;** 
wrote  short  articles  in  the  ^*  Athaeneum;"  and  a  great 
many  acrostics  on  the  names  of  his  friends.  He  had 
now  a  neighbor  in  Mr.  Serjeant  Wilde,  to  whom  he 
was  introduced  by  Mr.  Bumey,  and  whom  he  held  in 
ugh  esteem,  though  Lamb  cared  nothing  for  forensic 
doqiieiice,  and  thought  rerjr  little  ^  eloquence  of  any 
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kind ;  which,  it  must  be  confessed,  when  printed,  is  the 
most  vapid  of  all  reading.  What  political  interest 
could  not  excite,  personal  regard  produced  in  &vor  of 
his  new  friend ;  and  Lamb  supplied  several  vendfied 
squibs  and  snatches  of  electioneering  songs  to  grace 
Wilde's  contests  at  Newark,  With  these  slender  avo- 
cations his  life  was  dull,  and  only  a  sense  of  dutjr 
induced  him  to  persist  in  absence  from  London. 

The  following  letter  was  written  in  acknowledgment 
of  a  parcel  sent  to  Miss  Lamb,  comprising  (what  she 
had  expressed  a  wish  to  have)  a  copper  coal-scoop,  and 
a  pair  of  elastic  spectacles,  accompanied  by  a  copy  of 
**  Pamela,"  which  having  been  borrowed  and  supposed 
to  be  lost,  had  been  replaced  by  another  in  Lamb^s 
library. 


TO  MB.  H.  C.  BOBINSON. 

**  Enfield,  Feb.  27th,  1829. 

Dear  R.,  —  Expectation  was  alert  on  the  receipt  of 
your  strange-shaped  present,  while  yet  undisclosed  froxQ 
its  fuse  envelope.  Some  said,  'tis  a  viol  da  Q-ambOj 
others  pronpunced  it  a  fiddle;  I,  myself,  hoped  it  a 
liqueur  case,  pregnant  with  eavrde^tde  and  such  odd 
nectar.  When  midwifed  into  daylight,  the  gossips 
were  at  a  loss  to  pronounce  upon  its  species.  Most 
took  it  for  a  marrow-spoon,  an  tqpple-scoop,  a  banker's 
guinearshovel ;  at  length  its  true  scope  appeared,  its 
drift,  to  save  the  backbone  of  my  sister  stooping  to 
scuttles.  A  philanthropic  intent,  borrowed,  no  doubt, 
from  some  of  the  Colliers.  Yqu  save  people's  backs 
one  way,  and  break  'em  again  by  loads  of  obligation. 
The  spectacles  are  delicate  and  Yulcanian.     J^o  lighter 
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iextiare  than  their  steel  did  the  cuckoldy  I  locksmith 
frame  to  catch  Mrs.  Vulcan  and  the  Captain  in.  For 
ttngalled  forehead,  as  for  back  unbursten,  yon  have 
Mary's  thanks.  Marry,  for  my  own  peculium  of  obli- 
gation, 'twas  supererogatory.  A  second  part  of  Pamela 
was  enough  in  conscience.  Two  Pamelas  in  a  house 
are  too  much,  iiWthout  two  Mr.  B.'s  to  reward  'em. 

*'  Mary,  who  is  handselling  her  new  aerial  perspec- 
tives upon  ^  pair  of  old  worsted  stockings  trod  out  in 
Cheshunt  lanes,  sends  her  love :  I,  great  good-liking. 
Bid  us  a  personal  fiirewell  before  you  see  the  Vatican. 

"  Charles  Lamb." 

The  following  letter  to  his  friend,  who  so  prosper- 
ously combines  conveyancing  with  poetry,  is  a  fair 
sample  of  Lamb's  elaborate  and  good-natured  fictions 
It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say,  that  the  reference  to  a 
coolness  between  him  and  two  of  his  legal  friends,  is 
pa'rt  of  the  fiction. 


TO  MR.  PROCTER. 

«Jan.  19th,  1829. 

♦*  My  dear  Procter,  —  I  am  ashamed  not  to  have 
taken  the  drift  of  your  pleasant  letter,  which  I  find  to 
have  been  pure  invention.  But  jokes  are  not  suspected 
in  Boeotian  Enfield.  We  are  plain  people,  and  our 
talk  is  of  com,  and.catde,  and  Waltham  markets.  Be- 
sides, I  was  a  little  out  of  sorts  when  I  received  it. 
The  fact  is,  1  am  involved  in  a  case  which  has  fretted 
me  to  death,  and  I  have  no  reliance  except  on  you  to 
ejrtricate  me.  I  am  sure  you  will  give  me  your  best 
legal  advice,  having  no  professional  friend  besides,  but 
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Robinson  and  Talfourd,  with  neither  of  whom,  at  pres- 
ent, I  am  on  the  best  of  terms.  My  brother's  widow 
left  a  wiD,  made  during  the  lifetime  of  mj  brother,  in 
which  I  am  named  sole  executor,  by  which  she  be- 
queathes forty  acres  of  arable  property,  which  it  seems 
she  held  under  covert  baron,  unknown  to  my  brother, 
to  the  heirs  of  the  body  of  Elizabeth  Dowden,  her  mar- 
ried daughter  by  a  first  husband,  in  fee-simple,  recov- 
erable by  fine;  invested  property,  mind,  for  there  is 
the  difiiculty ;  subject  to  leet  and  quitrent ;  in  short, 
worded  in  the  most  guarded  terms,  to  shut  out  the 
property  from  Isaac  Dowden,  the  husband.  Intelli- 
gence has  just  come  of  the  dea1;h  of  tais  person  in 
India,  where  he  made  a  will,  entailing  this  property 
(which  seemed  entangled  enough  already)  to  the  heirs 
of  his  body,  that  should  not  be  bom  of  his  wife,  for  it 
seems  by  the  law  in  India,  natural  children  can  recover. 
They  have  put  the  cause  into  Exchequer  process  here, 
removed  by  certiorari  from  the  native  courts  ;  and  the 
question  is,  whether  I  should,  as  executor,  try  the  cause 
here,  or  again  re-remove  it  to  the  Supreme  Sessions,  at 
Bangalore,  which  I  understand  I  can,  or  plead  a  hear- 
ing before  the  Privv  Council  here.  As  it  involves  all 
the  little  property  of  Elizabeth  Dowden,  I  am  anxious 
to  take  the  fittest  steps,  and  what  may  be  least  expen- 
sive. For  God's  sake  assist  me,  for  the  case  is  so  em- 
barrassed that  it  deprives  me  of  sleep  and  appetite.  M. 
Bumey  thinks  there  is  a  case  like  it  in  chap.  170,  sep. 
6,  in  *  Feam's  Contingent  Remainders.'  Pray  read  it 
over  with  him  dispassionately,  and  let  me  have  the 
result.  The  complexity  lies  in  the  questionable  power 
of  the  husband  to  alienate  in  itmm ;  enfeoffineots 
whereof  he  was  only  collaterally  seised,  &c. 
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mother  fitvor  to  b^,  which  Is  the  beggarlient 
I.    A  few  lioet  of  verse  for  a  jonng  friend's 

wil]  be  enough).  M.  Bumej  will  tell  you 
I  want  'em  for.     A  g^I  of  gold.     Six  lines 

a  eight— signed  Bany  C .     They  need 

y  good,  as  I  chiefly  want  'em  as  a  foil  to 
t  I  shall  be  seriously  obliged  by  any  reAiae 
B  are  in  the  last  ages  of  the  world,  when 
ophesied  tliat  women  shoold  be  '  headstrong, 
leir  own  wills,  having  albums.'  I  fled  hither 
le  albumean  persecution,  and  had  not  been 
house  twen^-four  hours,  when  the  daughter 
;  house  came  in  with  a  friend's  albam  to  beg 
ion,  and  the  following  day  intimated  she  had 
own.  Two  more  have  sprung  up  since.  If 
iringB  of  the  morning  and  fly  unto  the  utter- 

of  the  earth,  there  will  albums  be.  New 
ts  albums.    But  the  age  is  to  be  complied 

B.  will  tell  you  the  sort  of  girl  I  request 
les  for.  Somewhat  of  a  pensive  cast,  what 
I,  The  lines  may  come  before  the  law  qnes- 
t  cannot  be  d^iermined  before  Hilaiy  Term, 
1  your  deliberate  judgment  on  thaL  The 
be  flimsy  and  superficial.  And  if  you  have 
^our  returned  letter,  pray  resend  H  me.  as  a 
il  token  of  my  stupidity." 

u  as  nnfcHtunate  in  his  coromonications  with 
^  as  unhappy  in  the  importunities  of  the  fiiir 
albums.  His  fitvorite  pieces  were  omitted ; 
e  not  his,  called  "  The  Widow,"  was,  by  a 
ri^dsbip,  which  Lamb  foi^ve,  inserted  in 
n.     He  thus  complains  of  these  grievances 
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in  a  letter  wliich  he  wrote  on  the  marriage  of  the 
daughter  of  a  friend  to  a  great  theoretical  chemist. 


TO  MB.  PBOCTEB. 

'**  Rumor  teUs  us  that  Miss is  married.     Who 

is  — : —  ?  Have  I  seen  him  at  Montacutes  ?  I  hear 
he  is  a  great  chemist.  I  am  sometimes  chemical  m j* 
self.  A  thought  strikes  me  with  horror.  Pray  heaven 
he  may  not  have  done  it  for  the  sake  of  trying  chemical 
experiments  upon  her, — young  female  subjects  are  so 
scarce.  An't  you  glad  about  Burke's  case !  We  may 
set  off  the  Scotch  murdera  against  the  Scotch  novels. 
Hare,  the  Great  Unhanged. 

"  M.  B.  is  richly  worth  your  knowing.  He  is  on  the 
top  scale  of  my  friendship  ladder,  on  which  an  angel 
or  two  is  still  climbing,  and  some,  alas  I  descending. 
Did  you  see  a  sonnet  of  mine  in  Blackwood's  last? 
Curious  construction  !  Elaborata  facilitas  I  And  now 
I'll  tell.  'Twas  written  for  '  The  Gem,'  but  the  editors 
declined  it,  on  the  plea  that  it  would  shock  all  motJiers; 
so  they  published  *  The  Widow '  instead^  I  am  bom 
out  of  time.  I  have  no  conjecture  about  what  the  pres- 
ent worid  calls  delicacy.  1  thought '  Rosamund  Gray  * 
was  a  pretty  modest  thing.  Hessey  assures  me  that 
the  world  would  not  bear  it.  I  have  lived  to  grow  into 
an  indecent  character.  When  my  sonnet  was  rejected 
I  exclaimed,  *  Hang  the  age,  I  will  write  for  anti- 
quity ! ' 

"  Erratum  in  sonnet.  —  Last  line  but  something,  for 
tender,  read  tend.  The  Scotch  do  not  know  our 
law  teims;  But  I  find  some  remains  of  honest,  plain, 
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old  writing  lurking  there  still.  They  were  not  so 
mealy-mouthed  as  to  refuse  my  verses.  Maybe  'tis 
their  oatmeal. 

"  Blackwood  sent  me  20?.  for  the  drama.  Somebody 
cheated  me  out  of  it  next  day ;  and  my  new  pair  of 
breeches,  just  sent  home,  cracking  at  first  putting  on,  I 
exclaimed,  in  my  wrath,  ^  All  tailors  are  cheats,  and  all 
men  are  tailors.'     Then  I  was  better.  C.  L." 

The  next  contains  Lamb's  thanks  for  the  verses  he 
had  begged  for  Miss  Isola's  album.  They  comprehended 
a  compliment  turning  on  the  words  Isola  Bella. 


TO  MR.  PROCTER. 

*^  The  comings  in  of  an  incipient  convejrancer  are  not 
adequate  to  the  receipt  of  three  twopenny  post  non- 
paids  in  a  week.  Therefore,  after  this,  I  condemn  my 
stub  to  long  and  deep  silence,  or  shall  awaken  it  to 
write  to  lords.  Lest  those  raptures  in  this  honeymoon 
of  my  correspondence,  which  you  avow  for  the  gentle 
person  of  my  Nuncio,  after  passing  through  certain 
natural  grades,  as  Love,  Love  and  Water,  Love  with 
the  chill  off,  then  subsiding  to  that  point  which  the 
heroic  suitor  of  his  wedded  dame,  the  noblenspirited 
Lord  Randolph  in  the  play,  declares  to  be  the  ambitioL 
of  his  passion,  a  reciprocation  of  ^complacent  kind- 
ness,' —  should  suddenly  plump  down  (scarce  staying 
to  bait  at  the  mid  point  of  indifference,  so  hungry  it  is 
for  distaste)  to  a  loathing  and  blank  aversion,  to  the 
rendering  probable  such  counter  expressions  as  this,  — 
*  Hang  that  infernal  two-penny  postman,'  (words  which 
make  the  not  yet  glutted  inamorato  ^  lift  up  his  hands 
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and  wonder  who  can  use  them.')  While,  then,  yon 
are  not  rained,  let  me  assure  thee,  O  thou  above  the 
painter,  and  next  only  under  Giraldus  Cambrensis,  the 
most  immortal  and  worthy  to  be  immortal  Barry,  thy 
most  ingenious  and  golden  cadences  do  take  my  &ncj 
mightily.  But  tell  me,  and  tell  me  truly,  gentle  swain, 
is  that  Isola  Bella  a  true  spot  in  geographical  denom- 
ination, or  a  floating  Delos  in  thy  brain.  Lurks  that 
fair  island  in  verity  in  the  bosom  of  Lake  Maggiore,  or 
some  other  with  less  poetic  name,  which  thou  hast 
Comwallized  for  the  occasion.  And  what  if  Maggiore 
itself  be  but  a  coinage  of  adaptation?  Of  this,  pray 
resolve  me  immediately,  for  my  albumess  will  be  cat- 
echized on  this  subject ;  and  how  can  I  prompt  her  ? 
Lake  Leman  I  know,  and  Lemon  Lake  (in  a  punch 
bowl)  I  have  swum  in,  though  those  lymphs  be  long 
since  dry.  But  Maggiore  may  be  in  the  moon.  Un^ 
sphinx  this  riddle  for  me,  for  my  shelves  have  no  gazet- 
teer." 

The  following  letters  contain  a  noble  instance  of 
I^amb's  fine  consideration,  and  exquisite  feeling  in 
morality. 

TO  MB.  PROCTER. 

''Jan.  2Qth,  1829. 

**  When  Miss was  at  Enfield,  which  she  was  in 

summer-time,  and  owed  her  health  to  its  sun  and  genial 
influences,  she  visited  (with  young  lady-like  imperti- 
nence) a  poor  man's  cottage  that  had  a  pretty  baby 
(O  the  yeamling  I),  gave  it  fine  caps  and  sweetmeats. 
On  a  day,  broke  into  the  parlor  our  two  maids  uproar- 
ious.   *  O  ma'ain,  who  do  you  think  Miss has  been 
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working  a  cap  for  ?  *  *  A  child,'  answered  Marj,  in  true 
Shandean  female  simplicity.  ^  It's  the  man's  child  as 
was  taken  up  for  sheep-stealing.'  Miss was  stag- 
gered, and  would  have  cut  the  connection,  but  by  main 
force  I  made  her  go  and  take  her  leave  of  her  prot^ee. 
I  thought,  if  she  went  no  more,  the  Abactor  or  Abac- 
tor's wife  (vide  Ainsworth)  would  suppose  she  had 
heard  something;  and  I  have  delicacy  for  a  sheep* 
stealer.  The  overseers  actually  overhauled  a  mutton- 
pie  at  the  baker's  (his  first,  last,  and  only  hope  of 
mutton-pie),  which  he  never  came  to  eat,  and  thence 
inferred  his  guilt.  Per  occasionem  cujus,  I  firamcd 
the  sonnet ;  observe  its  elaborate  construction*  I  was 
four  days  about  it. 

•THE  GYPSY'S   MALISON. 

*  Suck,  baby,  suck !  mother's  love  grows  by  gl^Ingy 
Drain  the  sweet  founts  that  only  thrive  by  wasting  f 
Black  manhood  cornea,  when  riotoas  gailty  living 

Hands  thee  the  cnp  that  shall  be  death  in  tasting. 
Kiss,  baby,  kiss  I  mother's  lips  shine  by  kisses, 

Choke  the  warm  breath  that  else  would  fall  in  blessings  { 
filack  manhood  comes,  when  turbulent  gailty  blisses 

Tend  thee  the  kiss  that  poisons  *mid  caressings. 
Hangy  baby,  hang!  mother's  love  loves  such  forces, 

Strain  the  fond  neck  that  bends  still  to  thy  clinging  | 
Black  manhood  comes,  when  violent  lawless  courses 
Leave  thee  a  spectacle  in  rude  air  swinging.*' 
So  sang  a  withered  beldam  energetical, 
And  bann'd  the  ungiving  door  with  lips  prophetical.' 


(( 


Barry,  study  that  sonnet.  It  is  curiously  and  per- 
rersely  daborate.  'Tis  a  choking  subject,  and  there- 
fore the  reader  is  directed  to  the  structure  of  it.  See 
you?  and  was  this  a  fourteener  to  be  rejected  by  a 
trumpery  annual?  forsooth,  'twould  shock  all  moth- 
ers; and  may  all  mothers,  who  would  so  be  shocked, 
be  hanged  I  as  if  mothers  were  such  sort  of  logicians 
you  II.  a 


1 
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as  to  infer  the  Aiture  hanging  of  UiAr  child  £rom  the 
theoretical  hangibility  (or  capacity  of  being  hanged^ 
if  the  judge  pleases)  of  every  infant  bom  with  a  neck 
on.  Oh  B.  C.  my  whole  heart  is  iGdnt,  and  my  whole 
head  is  sick  (how  is  it  ?)  at  this  cursed,  canting,  un* 
masculine  age ! " 

There  is  a  little  Latin  letter  about  the  same  tmie  to 
the  same  fiiend. 

TO  HE.    PROCTER. 

"  Feb.  2nd,  1828. 

**  Facundissime  Poetal  quanquam  istiusmodi  epitheta 
oratoribus  potius  quam  poetis  attinere  facild  8cio<-« 
tamen,  facundissime ! 

"  Commoratur  nobiscum  jamdiu,  in  agro  Enfeldiense^ 
scilicet,  leguleius  futurus,  illustnssimus  Martinus  Bur* 
neius,  otium  agens,  negotia  nominaUa,  et  officinam  cli- 
entimi  vacuam,  paululum  fugiens,  Orat,  implorat  te 
—  nempe,  Martinus  —  ut  si  (quod  Dii  iaciant)  fortd 
fbrtun&,  absente  ipso,  advenerit  tardus  cliens,  eum  cer- 
tiorem  feceris  per  literas  hiic  missas.  Intelligisne  ?  an 
me  Anglicd  et  barbarice  ad  te  hominem  perdoctum 
scribere  oportet?  C.  Agnus." 

^^  Si  status  de  franco  tenemento  datur  avo,  et  in 
eodem  facto  si  mediate  yel  immediate  datur  hsredir 
hvM  vel  hceredibus  corporU  dicti  aviy  postrema  hssc 
verba  sunt  Limitationis  non  Perquisitionis. 

"  Dixi  Cablagntjlus." 

An  alhision  to  Rogers,  worthy  of  both,  occurs  in  » 
letter 
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TO  BERKABD  BABTON. 

**  Jane  8rd,  1829. 

"  Dear  B.  B.,  —  To  get  out  of  home  tliemes,  have 
you  seen  Southey^s  'Dialogues?'  His  lake  descrip- 
tions, and  the  account  of  his  Ubrary  at  Keswick,  are 
▼ery  fine.  But  he  needed  not  have  called  up  the 
ghost  of  More  to  hold  the  conversations  with ;  which 
might  as  well  have  passed  between  A.  and  B.,  or  Caius 
and  Lucius.  It  is  making  too  free  with  a  defimct 
Chancellor  and  Martyr. 

**  I  feel  as  if  I  had  nothing  fturther  to  write  about. 
O  I  I  forget  the  prettiest  letter  I  ever  read,  that  I 
have  received  from  '  Pleasures  of  Memory  *  Rogers, 
in  acknowledgment  of  a  soimet  I  sent  him  on  the  loss 
of  his  brother. 

"  It  is  too  long  to  transcribe,  but  I  hope  to  show 
It  you  some  day,  as  I  hope  some  time  again  to  see  you, 
when  all  of  us  are  well.  Only  it  ends  thus,  *  We 
were  nearly  of  an  age  (he  was  the  elder);  he  was 
the  only  person  in  the  world  in  whose  eyes  I  always 
appeared  young.* " 

What  a  lesson  does  the  following  read  to  us  from 
one  who,  wliile  condemned  to  uninteresting  industry, 
thought  happiness  consisted  in  an  aJB3uence  of  time  I 


TO  BEBNABD  BABTON. 

**  Enfield  Chafe-side,  Saturday,  25th  July, 
A.  D.,  1829,  11  X.  M. 

**  There— a  fiiUer,  plumper,  juicier  date  never  dropt 
from  Idumean  palm.  Am  I  in  the  date-ive  case  now  ? 
if  not,  a  fig  for  dates,  which  is  more  than  a  date  is 


^^ 
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wortli.  I  never  stood  much  affected  to  tiieae  limitaiy 
specialities.  Least  of  all,  since  the  date  of  n^  supe^ 
annuation. 

*  What  haye  I  with  time  to  do? 
Slaves  of  desks,  *t  was  meant  for  yon.' 

«««««« 

But  town,  with  all  my  native  hankering  after  it,  is  not 
what  it  was.  The  streets,  the  shops  are  left,  but  all 
old  friends  are  gone.  And  in  London  I  was  fright- 
fully convinced  of  this  as  I  passed  houses  and  places^ 
empty  caskets  now.  I  have  ceased  to  care  almost 
about  anybody.  The  bodies  I  cared  for  are  in  graves, 
or  dispersed.  My  old  clubs,  that  lived  so  long,  and 
flourished  so  steadily,  are  crumbled  away.  When  I 
took  leave  of  our  adopted  young  friend  at  Charing 
Cross,  'twas  heavy  unfeeUng  rain,  and  I  had  nowhere 
to  go.  Home  have  I  none,  and  not  a  sympathizing 
house  to  turn  to  in  the  great  city.  Never  did  the 
waters  of  heaven  pour  down  on  a  forlomer  head. 
Yet  I  tried  ten  days  at  a  sort  of  a  friend's  house, 
but  it  was  large  and  straggling, —  one  of  the  individ- 
uals of  my  old  long  knot  of  friends,  card-players, 
pleasant  companions,  that  have  tumbled  to  pieces,  into 
dust  and  other  things :  and  I  got  home  on  Thursday, 
convinced  that  I  was  better  to  get  home  to  my  hole  at 
Enfield,  and  hide  like  a  sick  cat  in  my  comer.  And 
to  make  me  more  alone,  our  ill-tempered  maid  is  gone, 
who,  with  all  her  airs,  was  yet  a  home-piece  of  furni- 
ture, a  record  of  better  days ;  the  young  thing  that  has 
succeeded  her  is  good  and  attentive,  but  she  is  nothing. 
And  I  have  no  one  here  to  talk  over  old  matters  with. 
Scolding  and  quarrelling  have  something  of  familiaiw 
ity,  and  a  community  of  interest ;  they  imply  acquaint* 
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ance;  they  are  of  resentment,-  which  is  of  the  family 
of  deamess. 

^^  I  can  neither  scold  nor  quarrel  at  this  insignificant 
implement  of  household  services;  she  is  less  than  a 
cat,  and  just  better  than  a  deal  dresser.  What  I  can 
do,  and  do  over-do,  is  to  walk ;  but  deadly  long  are  the 
days,  these  summer  all-day  days,  with  but  a  half  hour's 
candle-light,  and  no  fire-light.  I  do  not  write,  tell 
your  kind  inquisitive  Eliza,  and  can  hardly  read.  In 
the  ensuing  *  Blackwood '  will  be  an  old  rejected  farce  of 
mine,  which  may  be  new  to  you,  if  you  see  that  same 
medley.  'Tis  cold  work  authorship,  without  something 
to  puff  one  into  fashion.  Could  you  not  write  some- 
thing on  Quakerism,  for  Quakers  to  read,  but  nominally 
addressed  to  Non-Quakers,  explaining  your  dogmas  — 
waiting  on  the  Spirit  —  by  the  analogy  of  human  calm- 
ness and  patient  waiting  on  the  judgment  ?  I  scarcely 
know  what  I  mean,  but  to  make  Non-Quakers  recon- 
ciled to  your  doctrines,  by  showing  something  like  them 
in  mere  human  operations ;  but  I  hardly  understand 
myself,  so  let  it  pass  for  nothing.  I  pity  you  for  over- 
work, but,  I  assure  you,  no  work  is  worse.  The  mind 
preys  on  itself,  the  most  unwholesome  food.  I  bragged 
formerly  that  I  could  not  have  too  much  time.  I  have 
a  surfeit.  With  few  years  to  come,  the  days  are  weari- 
some. But  weariness  is  not  eternal.  Something  will 
shme  out  to  take  the  load  off  that  flags  me,  which  is  at 
present  intolerable.  I  have  killed  an  hour  or  two  in 
this  poor  scrawl.  I  am  a  sanguinary  murderer  of  time, 
and  would  kill  him  inchmeal  just  now.  But  the  snake 
is  vital.  Well :  I  shall  write  merrier  anon.  'Tis  the 
present  copy  of  my  countenance  I  send,  and  to  com- 
plam  is  a  little  to  alleviate.     May  you  enjoy  yourself 
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88  far  as  the  wicked  world  will  let  you,  and  think  that 
you  are  not  quite  alone,  as  I  am  I  Health  to  Luda, 
and  to  Anna,  and  kind  remembrances. 

"  Your  forlorn  O.  L.** 

The  cares  of  housekeeping  pressed  too  heavily  on 
Miss  Lamb,  and  her  brother  resolved  to  resign  the  dig* 
nity  of  a  housekeeper  for  the  independence  of  a  lodger. 
A  couple  of  old  dwellers  in  Enfield,  hard  by  his  co1>- 
tage,  had  the  good  fortune  to  receive  them.  Lamb 
refers  to  the  change  in  the  following  letter,  acknowledg- 
ing the  receipt  of  Wilson's  "  Life  of  De  Foe,"  in  which 
a  criticism  from  his  pen  was  inserted,  embodying  the 
aentiments  which  he  had  expressed  some  years  before. 


TO  MB.  WALTER  WILSON. 

^  Enfield,  16t1i  November,  1829. 

•*  My  dear  Wilson,  —  I  have  not  opened  a  packet  of 
unknown  contents  for  many  years,  that  gave  me  so 
much  pleasure  as  when  I  disclosed  your  three  volumes. 
I  have  ^ven  them  a  careful  perusal,  and  they  have 
taken  their  degree  of  classical  books  upon  my  shelves. 
De  Foe  was  always  my  darling,  but  what  darkness  was 
I  in  as  to  far  the  larger  part  of  his  writings  1  I  have 
now  an  epitome  of  them  all.  I  think  the  way  in  which 
you  have  done  the  ^  Life '  the  most  judicious  you  could 
have  pitched  upon.  You  have  made  him  tell  his  own 
story,  and  your  comments  are  in  keeping  with  the  tale. 
Why,  I  never  heard  of  such  a  work  as  *  the  Review.* 
Strange  that  in  my  stall-hunting,  days  I  never  so  much 
as  lit  upon  an  odd  volume  of  it.  This  circumstance 
looks  as  if  they  were  never  of  any  great  circulation* 
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fiat  I  may  have  met  with  'em,  and  not  knowing  the 
prize,  overpast  'em.  I  was  almost  a  stranger  to  the 
whole  history  of  Dissenters  in  those  reigns,  and  picked 
my  way  through  that  strange  book  the  ^  Consolidator ' 
at  random.  How  affecting  are  some  of  his  personal 
Appeals :  what  a  machine  of  projects  he  set  on  foot,  and 
feUowing  writers  have  picked  his  pocket  of  the  patents  1 
I  do  not  understand  whereabouts  in  Roxana  he  himself 
left  off.  I  always  thought  the  complete-tourist-sort  of 
description  of  the  town  she  passes  through  on  her  last 
embarkation  miserably  unseasonable,  and  out  of  place. 
I  knew  not  they  were  spurious.  Enlighten  me  as  to 
where  the  apocryphal  matter  commences.  I,  by  acci- 
dent, can  correct  one  A.  D.,  *  Family  Instructor,'  vol.  ii. 
1718 ;  you  say  his  first  volume  had  then  reached  the 
fourth  edition ;  now  I  have  a  fifth,  printed  for  Eman 
Matthews,  1717.  So  have  I  plucked  one  rotten  date, 
or  rather  picked  it  up  where  it  had  inadvertently  fallen, 
from  your  flourishing  date-tree,  the  Palm  of  EngaddL 
I  may  take  it  for  my  pains.  I  think  yours  a  book 
which  every  public  library  must  have,  and  every  Eng- 
lish scholar  should  have.  I  am  sure  it  has  enriched 
my  meagre  stock  of  the  author's  works.  I  seem  to 
be  twice  as  opulent.  Mary  is  by  my  side  just  finishing 
the  second  volume.  It  must  have  interest  to  divert  her 
away  so  long  from  her  modem  novels.  Colbum  wiU 
be  quite  jealous.  I  was  a  little  disappointed  at  my 
*  Ode  to  the  Treadmill '  not  finding  a  place,  but  it  came 
out  of  time.  The  two  papers  of  mine  will  puzzle  the 
reader,  being  so  akin.  Odd,  that  never  keeping  a 
scrap  of  my  own  letters,  with  some  fifteen  years'  intei- 
vsl  I  should  nearly  have  said  the  same  things.  But  I 
hall  always  feel  happy  in  having  my  name  go  down 
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any  how  with  De  Foe's,  and  tl 
I  pi-omise  myself^  !f  not  imin( 
being  read  in  consequence.  \ 
illness  this  year ;  and  feeling  h 
grow  npon  ns,  we  have  cast 
keeping,  sold  oS  oar  goods,  a 
and  lod^ng  with  a  very  com 
door  to  where  you  found  us. 
mon  tahle.  Nevertheless,  we 
one  for  an  old  friend ;  and  wl 
revisit  Babylon,  we  shall  pra 
for  a  season.  Our  very  kinde 
both. 

"  From  yoor  old  fiiend  and 
Ueo  inttaneet, 

"Hazlitt  is  going  to  make 
review  of  De  Foe's  Novels  in 
I  had  health  and  spirits  to  d 
seen,  but  I  doubt  not  he  will  b 
performance.  I  very  much  hi 
account  of  Dunton,  &c.  But 
to  see  would  be  a  life  and  timt 
health  to  yon,  and  long  life  to 
I  subscribe  me, 

"  Tours  in  veri^. 

About  the  same  time,  the  f 
tea,  alluding  to  the  same  chan 
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TO  MB.  GILMAN.   . 

**'  Chase-Bide,  Enfield,  2eth  Oot.  18S9. 

**  Dear  Gilman,  —  AUsop  brought  me  your  kind 
message  yesterday.  How  can  I  account  for  having  not 
visited  Highgate  this  long  time?  Change  of  place 
seemed  to  have  changed  me.  How  grieved  I  was  to 
hear  in  what  indifferent  health  Coleridge  has  been,  and 
I  not  to  know  of  it !  A  little  school  divinity,  well 
applied,  may  be  healing.  I  send  him  honest  Tom  of 
Aqnin  ;  that  was  always  an  obscure  great  idea  to  me  : 
I  never  thought  or  dreamed  to  see  him  in  the  flesh,  but 
t'other  day  I  rescued  him  from  a  stall  in  Barbican,  and 
brought  him  off  in  triumph.  He  comes  to  greet  Cole- 
ridge's acceptance,  for  his  shoe-latchets  I  am  unworthy 
to  unloose.  Yet  there  are  pretty  pro's  and  con's,  and 
such  unsatisfactory  learning  in  him.  Commend  me  to 
the  question  of  etiquette  —  ^  vtrum  annundatio  ddmerit 
fieri  per  angdum '  — Qucest.  80,  Articultis  2.  I  protest, 
till  now  I  had  thought  Gabriel  a  fellow  of  some  mark 
and  likelihood,  not  a  simple  esquire,  as  I  find  him. 
Well,  do  not  break  your  lay  brains,  nor  I  neither,  with 
these  curious  nothings.  They  are  nuts  to  our  dear 
fiiend,  whom  hoping  to  see  at  your  first  friendly  hint 
that  it  will  be  convenient,  I  end  with  begging  our  very 
kindest  loves  to  Mrs.  Oilman.  We  have  had  a  sorry 
house  of  it  here.  Our  spirits  have  been  reduced  till 
we  were  at  hope's  end  what  to  do.  Obliged  to  quit 
this  house,  and  afi*aid  to  engage  another,  till  in  extrem- 
ity, I  took  the  desperate  resolve  of  kicking  house  and 
all  down,  like  Bunyan's  pack ;  and  here  we  are  in  a 
new  life  at  board  and  lodging,  with  an  honest  couple 
our  neighbors.     We  have  ridded  ourselves  of  the  caies 


26  LETTEB  TO  BJ 

of  dirt^  acres;  and  the  chang 
a  week,  has  bad  the  moat  ben' 
abeady.  She  looks  two  years 
it.  But  we  bare  bad  sore  triah 
*'  God  send  us  one  happy  n 
fully, 

The  first  result  of  the  exper 
brought  improved  health  to  I 
Lamb  refers  in  the  following 
fiiend,  who  had  aanooaced  to  '. 
assignee  under  a  bankruptcy. 


TO  BEBNABD  BARTON. 

**  Deoember  Stli,  IBM. 
"  My  dear  B,  B.,  —  You  are  very  good  to  have  been 
uneasy  about  us,  and  I  have  the  Batis&ction  to  tell  you, 
that  we  are  both  in  better  health  and  spirits  than  wo 
have  been  for  a  year  or  two  past ;  I  may  say,  than  we 
have  been  since  we  have  been  at  Enfield.  The  cause 
may  not  appear  quite  adequate,  when  I  tell  you,  that 
a  course  of  ill-health  and  spirits  brought  us  to  the  de- 
termination of  giving  up  our  house  here,  and  we  are 
boarding  and  lodging  with  a  worthy  old  couple,  long 
inhabitants  of  Enfield,  where  everything  is  done  for  us 
without  our  trouble,  further  than  a  reasonable  weekly 
payment.  We  should  liave  done  so  before,  but  it  is 
not  easy  to  flesh  and  blood  to  give  up  an  ancient  estab- 
lisluuent,  to  discard  old  Penates,  and  from  housekeep- 
ers to  turn  house-carers.  (N.  B.  We  are  not  in  the 
workhouse.)  Diocletian,  in  his  garden,  found  more 
repose  than  on  the  imperial  seat  of  Rome ;  and  the  nob 
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of  Cliarles  tlie  Fifth  ached  seldomer  under  a  monk^s 
cowl  than  under  the  diadem.  With  such  shadows  of 
assimilation  we  countenance  our  degradation.  With 
such  a  load  of  dignified  cares  just  removed  from  our 
shoulders,  we  can  the  more  understand  and  pity  the  ac- 
cession to  yours,  by  the  advancement  to  an  assignee- 
ship.  I  will  tell  you  honestly,  B.  B.,  that  it  has  been 
long  my  deliberate  judgment  that  all  bankrupts,  of 
what  denomination,  civil  or  religious,  soever,  ought  to 
be  hanged.  The  pity  of  mankind  has  for  ages  run  in  a 
wrong  channel,  and  has  been  diverted  from  poor  cred- 
itors —  (how  many  have  I  known  sufferers  I  Hazlitt 
has  just  been  defrauded  of  lOOL  by  his  bookseller- 
friend's  breaking)  —  to  scoundrel  debtors.  I  know  all 
the  topics,  —  that  distress  may  come  upon  an  honest 
man  without  his  fault ;  that  the  failure  of  one  that  he 
trusted  was  his  calamity,  &c.  Then  let  both  be  hanged. 
O  how  careful  this  would  make  traders  I  These  are 
my  deliberate  thoughts,  after  many  years'  experience  in 
matters  of  trade.  What  a  world  of  trouble  it  would 
save  you,  if  Friend  *****  had  been  immediately  hanged, 
without  benefit  of  clergy,  which  (being  a  Quaker  I 
presume)  he  could  not  reasonably  insist  upon.  Why, 
after  slaving  twelve  months  in  your  assign-business, 
you  will  be  enabled  to  declare  7d.  in  the  pound  in 
all  human  probability.  B.  B.,  he  should  be  hanged. 
Trade  will  never  reflourish  in  this  land  till  such  a  law 
is  established.  I  write  big,  not  to  save  ink,  but  eyes, 
mine  having  been  troubled  with  reading  through  three 
folios  of  old  Fuller  in  almost  as  few  days,  and  I  went 
to  bed  last  night  in  agony,  and  am  writing  with  a  phial 
of  eyewater  befoi'e  me,  alternately  dipping  in  phial  and 
inkstand.     This  may  inflame  my  zeal  against  bank- 


iDt  it  was  m] 
[alf  the  worl 
F  money,  an 
I  declare  I 
s,  torn  hang! 
)  in  hangiuj 
be  establish 

leased  with 
;hton;  but 
Street,  Ade 
hif,  which  i 
irs  all  health 
ae  —  eyes, 

following  1c 
lescribes   hif 

with  a  fine 
m  at  Enfieli 


d  is  it  a  ye 
'  Edmonton 
lat  there  use 
men,  reporte 
same  man  o 
pw.  'Tis  a 
indifiereno 
18  our  gloom 
they  are  '  h 
fiuras  last  y 
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bIiow  a  reflex  now,  they  make  no  memoiy  as  hereto- 
fore, —  'twas  sufficiently  gloomy.  Let  the  sullen  noth- 
ing pass.  Suffico  it,  that  after  sad  spirits,  prolonged 
through  many  of  its  months,  as  it  called  them,  we  have 
cast  our  skins  ;  have  taken  a  farewell  of  the  pompous, 
troublesome  trifle,  called  housekeeping,  and  are  settled 
down  into  poor  boarders  and  lodgers  at  next  door  with 
an  old  couple,  the  Baucis  and  Baucida  of  dull  Enfield. 
Here  we  have  nothing  to  do  with  our  victuals  but  to 
eat  them ;  with  the  garden  but  to  see  it  grow ;  with 
the  tax-gatherer  but  to  hear  him  knock ;  with  the  maid 
but  to  hear  her  scolded.  Scot  and  lot,  butcher,  baker, 
are  things  unknown  to  us,  save  as  spectators  of  the 
pageant.  We  are  fed  we  know  not  how ;  quietists,  — 
confiding  ravens.  We  have  the  otium  pro  dignitate^  a 
respectable  insignificance.  Yet  in  the  self-condemned 
obliviousness,  in  the  stagnation,  some  molesting  yearn- 
ings of  life,  not  quite  killed,  rise,  prompting  me  that 
there  was  a  London,  and  that  I  was  of  that  old  Jeru- 
salem. In  dreams  I  am  in  Fleet  Market,  but  I  wake 
and  cry  to  sleep  again.  I  die  hard,  a  stubborn  Eloisa 
in  this  detestable  Paraclete.  What  have  I  gained  by 
health?  Intolerable  dullness.  What  by  early  hours 
and  moderate  meals  ?  A  total  blank.  O I  never  let 
the  lying  poets  be  believed,  who  'tice  men  from  the 
cheerful  haunts  of  streets,  or  think  they  mean  it  not  of 
a  country  village.     In  the  ruins  of  Palmyra  I  could  \ 

gird  myself  up  to  solitude,  or  muse  to  the  snorings  of 
the  Seven  Sleepers  ;  but  to  have  a  little  teasing  image 
of  a  town  about  one ;  country  folks  that  do  not  look 
like  country  folks ;  shops  two  yards  square,  half  a 
dozen  apples  and  two  penn'orth  of  overlooked  gingeiv 
bread  for  the  lofty  firuiterers  of  Oxford  Street ;  and,  for 


^ 
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the  immortal  book  cmd  print  stall 
that  stands  sUll,  where  the  show- 
Valentine,  and  whither  the  fame 
novels  has  not  yet  travelled, — 
to  he  conscious  of  the  Redgannt 
plastered  fiat  church,  and  to  he  v 
a  cathedra!  I  The  very  blackgi 
erate ;  the  topping  gentry  stocl 
gers  too  many  to  insure  your  qui 
whistling  or  gaping,  too  few  to 
pageants  of  Fleet  Street.  Coi 
thickest  winter,  ia  yet  more  Ik 
gaudy  months.  Among  one's  1 
candle,  one  is  soothed  into  sn  ( 
in  the  country ;  but  with  the  lig 
turn,  till  I  gaze,  and  in  a  calentn 
into  St.  Giles's.  O  I  let  no  nat 
that  health,  and  rest,  and  innoc 
change  of  converse  sweet,  and 
make  the  country  anything  b 
odious  and  detestable.  A  gan 
prison,  till  man,  with  Promethi 
ness,  luckily  sinned  liimself  out  0 
Babylon,  Nineveh,  Venice,  Lond 
smiths,  taverns,  playhouses,  sad: 
these  all  came  in  on  the  town 
side  of  innocence.  Man  found  < 
my  den  I  return  you  coadolei 
sight ;  not  for  anything  there  is 
but  for  the  miss  of  the  pleasim 
newspaper.  The  poets  are  as  i 
thing  high  may,  nay  must,  be  re 
yourself  ^vith  an  imaginary  audit 
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graplis  must  be  glid  over  by  the  proper  eye ;  mouthing 
mumbles  their  gossamery  substance.  'Tis  these  trifles 
I  should  mourn  in  fading  sight.  A  newspaper  is  the 
single  gleam  of  comfort  I  receive  here ;  it  comes  £rom 
rich  Cathay  with  tidings  of  mankind.  Yet  I  could  not 
attend  to  it,  read  out  by  the  most  beloved  voice.  But 
your  eyes  do  not  get  worse,  I  gather.  O  for  the  col- 
lyrium  of  Tobias  enclosed  in  a  whiting's  liver,  to  send 
you  with  no  apocryphal  good  wishes  !  The  last  long 
time  I  heard  £rom  you,  you  had  knocked  your  head 
against  something.  Do  not  do  so ;  for  your  head  (I  do 
not  flatter)  is  not  a  knob,  or  the  top  of  a  brass  nail,  or 
the  end  of  a  ninepin,  —  unless  a  Vulcanian  hammer 
could  fairly  batter  a  ^  Recluse '  out  of  it ;  then  would 
I  bid  the  smirched  god  knock  and  knock  lustily,  the 
two-handed  skinker.  Mary  must  squeeze  out  a  line 
praprid  mtmu^  but  indeed  her  fingers  have  been  incor- 
rigibly nervous  to  letter-writing  for  a  long  interval. 
'Twill  please  you  all  to  hear,  that  though  I  fret  like  a 
lion  in  a  net,  her  present  health  and  spirits  are  better 
than  they  have  been  for  some  time  past ;  she  is  abso- 
lutely three  years  and  a  half  younger,  as  I  tell  her, 
since  we  have  adopted  this  boarding  plan. 

**  Our  providers  are  an  honest  pair.  Dame  W 
and  her  husband ;  he,  when  the  light  of  prosperity 
shined  on  them,  a  moderately  thriving  haberdasher 
within  Bow  bells,  retired  since  with  something  under 
a  competence ;  writes  himself  parcel  gentleman ;  hath 
borne  parish  offices ;  sings  fine  old  sea-songs  at  three* 
score  and  ten  ;  sighs  only  now  and  then  when  he 
thinks  that  he  has  a  son  on  his  hands  about  fifteen, 
whom  he  finds  a  difficulty  in  getting  out  into  the 
world,  and  then  checks  a  sigh  with  muttering,  as  I 
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once  heard  him  prettily,  not  meaning  to  be  heard, 
^  I  have  married  my  daughter,  however ; '  takes  the 
weather  as  it  comes;  oatsides  it  to  town  in  severest 
season ;  and  o'  winter  nights  tells  old  stories  not  tend- 
ing to  literature,  (how  comfortable  to  author-rid  folks!) 
and  has  one  anecdote^  upon  which  and  aboutr  forfy 
pounds  a  year  he  seems  to  have  retired  in  green  old 
age.  It  was  how  he  was  a  rider  in  liis  youth,  trav- 
elling for  shops,  and  once  (not  to  balk  his  employer's 
bargain)  on  a  sweltering  day  in  August,  rode  foam- 
ing into  Dunstable  upon  a  mad  horse,  to  the  dismay 
and  expostulatory  wonderment  of  innkeepers,  hostlers, 
&c.,  who  declared  they  would  not  have  bestrid  the 
beast  to  win  the  Derby.  Understand,  the  creature 
galled  to  death  and  desperation  by  gadflies,  cormo- 
rant-winged, worse  than  beset  Inachus*  daughter.  This 
he  tells,  this  he  brindles  and  burnishes  on  a  winter's 
eve;  'tis  his  star  of  set  glory,  his  rejuvenescence,  to 
descant  upon.  Far  from  me  be  it  (dii  avertan£)  to 
look  a  ^ft  story  in  the  mouth,  or  cruelly  to  surmise  (as 
those  who  doubt  the  plunge  of  Curtius)  that  the  in- 
separate  conjuncture  of  man  and  beast,  the  oentaup- 
phenomenon  that  staggered  all  Dunstable,  might  have 
been  the  effect  of  unromantic  necessity;  that  the 
horse-part  carried  the  reasoning,  willy  nilly;  that 
needs   must   when    such  a  devil  drove  ;  that  c;ertain 

spiral  configurations  in  the  frame  of  T W 

unfriendly  to  alighting,  made  the  alliance  more  forci- 
ble than  voluntary.  Let  him  enjoy  his  fiune  for  me, 
nor  let  me  hint  a  whisper  that  shall  dismount  Bellero- 
phon.  But  in  case  he  was  an  involuntary  martyr, 
yet  if  in  the  fiery  conflict  he  buckled  the  soul  of  t 
constant  haberdasher  to  him,  and  adopted  his  ilames^ 
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Jet  accident  and  him  share  the  glory.     You  would  all 

like  T W ,     *[        ]    How  weak  is  painting 

to  describe  a  man  I  Say  that  he  stands  four  feet  and 
a  nail  high  by  his  own  yard  measure,  which,  like  the 
sceptre  of  Agamemnon,  shall  never  sprout  again,  still 
you  have  no  adequate  idea ;  nor  when  I  tell  you  that 
his  dear  hump,  whjph  I  have  favored  in  the  picture, 
seems  to  me  of  the  bui&lo  —  indicative  and  repository 
of  mild  qualities,  a  budget  of  kindnesses  —  still  you 
have  not  the  man.  Knew  you  old  Norris  of  the 
Temple  ?  sixty  years  ours  and  our  father's  firiend  ?  He 
was  not  more  natural  to  .us  than  this  old  W.,  the  ac- 
quaintance of  scarce  more  weeks.  Under  his  roof  now 
ought  I  to  take  my  rest,  but  that  back-looking  ambi* 
tion  tells  me  I  might  yet  be  a  Londoner!  Well,  if 
we  ever  do  move,  we  have  incumbrances  the  less  to 
impede  us;  all  our  fiimiture  has  fitded  tmder  the 
auctioneer's  hammer,  going  for  nothing,  like  the  tar- 
nished frippery  of  the  prodigal,  and  we  have  only  a 
spoon  or  two  left  to  bless  us.  Clothed  we  came  into 
Enfield,  and  naked  we  must  go  out  of  it.  I  would 
live  in  London  shirtless,  bookless.  Henry  Crabb  is 
at  Rome;  advices  to  that  effect  have  reached  Bury. 
But  by  solemn  legacy  he  bequeathed  at  parting 
(whether  he  should  live  or  die)  a  turkey  of  Suffolk 
to  be  sent  every  succeeding  Christmas  to  us  and 
divers  other  friends.  What  a  genuine  old  bachelor's 
action  !  I  fear  he  will  find  the  air  of  Italy  too  classic. 
His  station  is  in  the  Harz  forest;  his  soul  is  be- 
oethed.  Miss  Kelly  we  never  see;  Talfourd  not 
is  half  year:  the  latter  flourishes,  but  the  exact 
amber  of  his  children,  God  forgive  me,  I  have  utterly 

>  Hera  WB8  a  rade  sketch  of  a  gentleman  aoBwering  to  the  descriptioo. 
VOL.  n.  S 
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forgotten ;  we  single  people  a 
there.  Shall  I  say  two?  y 
Can  I  cram  loves  enough  to 
Excuse  paiiicularbang. 

A  letter  which,  addressed 
tended  both  for  him  and  hit 
gives  another  vereion  of  the 

anecdote  "  of  T W i 

substitution  of  Devizee  for  E 

veritable  place  most  remain 

future  descant,  as  the  hero  i: 

snrvivefl  alone   in   these  pages,      ii  seems  mat   oiiss 

Lamb  had  accompanied  his  Landlord  on  a  little  ezcui^ 


TO  MB.  OILMAH. 
"Dear  G.,  —  The  excuraionists  reached  home,  and 
the  good  town  of  Enfield,  a  little  after  four,  without 
ilip  or  dislocation.  Little  has  transpired  concerning 
tlie  events  of  the  back-joumey,  save  that  on  passing 
the  house  of  'Squire  Mellish,  situate  a  stone  bow's  cast 

from  the  hamlet.  Father  W ,  with  a  good-natured 

wonderment,  exclaimed,  '  I  cannot  think  what  is  gone 
of  Mr.  Mellish's  rooks.  I  fancy  they  have  taken  fiight 
somewhere,  but  I  have  missed  them  two  or  three  yeara 
past.'  All  this  while,  according  to  his  fellow-travel- 
ler's report,  the  rookery  was  darkening  the  air  above 
with  undinunished  populadon,  and  deafening  all  ears 
but  his  with  their  cawings.  But  nature  has  been 
gently  withdrawing  such  phenomena  from  the  notice 

of  two  of  T W 's  senses,  from  the  time  he 

b^n   to  miss   the   rooks.     T.  W has  passed  a 
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retired  life  in  this  hamlet,  of  thirty  or  £>rtj  years, 
limig  upon  the  minimum  which  is  consistent  with 
gentility,  yet  a  star  among  the  minor  gentry,  receiving 
the  bows  of  the  tradespeople,  and  courtesies  of  the 
aIms*-women,  daily.  Children  venerate  him  not  less 
for  his  external  show  of  gentry,  than  they  wonder  at 
him  for  a  gentle  rising  endorsation  of  the  person,  not 
amounting  to  a  hump,  or  if  a  hump,  innocuous  as  the 
hump  of  the  bufialo,  and  coronative  of  as  mild  quali- 
ties. 'Tis  a  throne  on  which  patience  seems  to  sit  — 
the  proud  perch  of  a  self-respecting  humility,  stooping 
with  condescension.  Thereupon  the  cares  of  life  have 
sate,  and  rid  him  easily.  For  he  has  thrid  the  catgut 
UiB  domus  with  dexterity.  Life  opened  upon  him  with 
comparative  brilliancy.  He  set  out  as  a  rider  or  trav- 
eller for  a  wholesale  house,  in  wliich  capacity  he  tells 
of  many  hairbreadth  escapes  that  befell  him ;  one  es- 
pecially, how  he  rode  a  mad  horse  into  the  town  of 
Devizes;  how  horse  and  rider  arrived  in  a  foam,  to 
the  utter  consternation  of  the  expostulatmg  hostlers, 
innkeepers,  &c.  It  seems  it  was  sultry  weather,  piping 
hot ;  the  steed  tormented  into  firenzy  with  gadflies,  long 
past  being  roadworthy ;  but  safety  and  the  interest  of 
the  house  he  rode  for  were  incompatible  things ;  a  fall 
in  serge  cloth  was  expected,  and  a  mad  entrance  they 
made  of  it.  Whether  the  exploit  was  purely  volun- 
tary, or  partially ;  or  whether  a  certain  personal  defig- 
uration  in  the  man  part  of  this  extraordinary  centaur 
(non-assistive  to  partition  of  natures)  might  not  enforce 
the  conjunction,  I  stand  not  to  inquire.  I  look  not 
with  'skew  eyes  into  the  deeds  of  heroes.  The  hosier 
that  was  burnt  with  his  shop  in  Field  Lane,  on  Tues- 
day night,  shall  have  past  to  heaven  for  me  like  a 
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Mariau  Martyr,  provided  always,  that  he  consecrati^J 
the  fortuitous  incremation  with  a  short  ejaculation  in 
the  exit,  as  much  as  if  he  had  taken  his  state  degrees 
of  martyrdom  informd  in  the  market  vicinage.  There 
is  adoptive  as  well  as  acquisitive  sacrifice.  Be  the  ani- 
mus what  it  might,  the  fact  is  indisputable,  that  this 
composition  was  seen  iljring  all  abroad,  and  mine  host 
of  Daintry  may  yet  remember  its  passing  through  his 
town,  if  his  scores  are  not  more  faithful  than  his  mem- 
ory.    After  this  exploit  (enough  for  one  man),  T 

W seems  to  have  subsided  into  a  less  hazardous 

occupation  ;  and  in  the  twenty-fifth  year  of  his  age,  we 
find  him  a  haberdasher  in  Bow  Lane :  yet  still  reten- 
tive of  his  early  riding  (though  leaving  it  to  rawer 
stomachs),  and  Christmasly  at  night  sitlience  to  this 
last,  and  shall  to  his  latest  Christmas,  hath  he,  doth  he, 
and  shall  he,  tell  after  supper  the  story  of  the  insane 
steed  and  the  desperate  rider.  Save  for  Bedlam  or 
Luke's  no  eye  could  have  guessed  that  melting  day 
what  house  he  rid  for.  But  he  reposes  on  his  bridles^ 
and  after  the  ups  and  downs  (metaphoric  only)  of  a 
life  behind  the  counter  — hard  riding  sometimes,  I  fear, 
for  poor  T.  W. —  with  the  scrapings  together  of  the 
shop,  and  one  anecdote^  he  hath  finally  settled  at  En- 
field ;  by  hard  economizing,  gardening,  building  for 
himself,  hath  reared  a  mansion :  married  a  daughter ; 
qualified  a  son  for  a  counting-house ;  gotten  the  respect 
of  high  and  low;  served  for  self  or  substitute  the 
greater  parish  offices ;  hath  a  special  voice  at  vestries  ; 
and,  domiciliating  us,  hath  reflected  a  portion  of  7 
housekeeping  respectability  upon  your  humble  servan 
We  are  greater,  being  his  lodgers,  than  when  we  w€ 
substantial  renters.    His  name  is  a  passport  to  take  o 
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die  sneeTS  of  the  native  Enfielders  against  obnoxious 
foreigners.  We  are  endenizened.  Thus  much  of  T. 
W  have  I  thought  fit  to  acquaint  you,  that  you 

may  see  the  exemplary  reliance  upon  Pro^ndence  with 
wliich  I  intrusted  so  dear  a  charge  as  my  own  sister 
to  the  guidance  of  the  man  that  rode  the  mad  horse 
into  Devizes.  To  come  firom  his  heroic  character,  all 
the  amiable  qualities  of  domestic  life  concentre  in  this 
tamed  Bellerophon.  He  is  excellent  over  a  glass  of 
grog ;  just  as  pleasant  without  it ;  laughs  when  he  hears 
a  joke,  and  when  (which  is  much  oftener)  he  hears  it 
not ;  sings  glorious  old  sea-songs  on  festival  nights ; 
and  but  upon  a  slight  acquaintance  of  two  years,  Cole- 
ridge, is  as  dear  a  deaf  old  man  to  us,  as  old  Norris, 
rest  his  soul !  was  after  fifty.  To  him  and  his  scanty 
literature  (what  there  is  of  it,  sound)  have  we  flown 
from  the  metropolis  and  its  cursed  annualists,  review- 
ers, authors,  and  the  whole  muddy  ink  press  of  that 
stagnant  pool. 

**  Now,  Oilman  again,  you  do  not  know  the  treasure 
of  the  Fullers.  I  calculate  on  having  massy  reading 
till  Christmas.  All  I  want  here,  is  books  of  the  true 
sort,  not  those  things  in  boards  that  modems  mistake 
for  books,  what  they  club  for  at  book  clubs. 

*'  I  did  not  mean  to  cheat  you  with  a  blank  side,  but 
my  eye  smarts,  for  which  I  am  taking  medicine,  and 
abstain,  this  day  at  least,  from  any  aliments  but  milk- 
porridge,  the  innocent  taste  of  which  I  am  anxious  to 
renew  after  a  half-century's  disacquaintance.  If  a  blot 
fiill  here  Uke  a  tear,  it  is  not  pathos,  but  an  angry  eye. 

•*  Farewell,  while  my  gpecUla  are  sound. 

**  Tours  and  yours,  C.  Lamb." 


\«-v 
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The  next  letter  to  Coleridge's  excellent  host,  is  a 
reply  to  a  request  from  an  importunate  fiiend  of  his 
correspondent,  that  he  would  write  something  on  behalf 
of  the  Spitalfields'  weavers.  Alien  as  such  a  task  would 
have  been  to  his  habits  of  thought  or  composition,  if 
Lamb  had  been  acquainted  with  that  singular  race,  liv- 
ing in  their  high,  narrow,  over-peopled  houses,  in  the 
thickest  part  of  London,  yet  almost  apart  firom  the  great 
throng  of  its  dweUers  ;  indulging  their  rtraitened  sym. 
pathies  in  the  fostering  of  the  more  tender  animals,  as 
rabbits  and  pigeons,  nurtured  in  their  garrets  or  cellars ; 
or  cultivating  some  stunted  plants  with  an  intuitive  love 
of  nature,  unfed  by  any  knowledge  of  verdure  be- 
yond Hoxton  ;  their  painful  industry,  their  uneducated 
morals,  their  eager  snatches  of  pleasure  from  the  only 
quickening  of  their  intellect,  by  liquors,  which 'make 
glad  the  heart  of  man ;  he  would  scarcely  have  refufied 
the  ofiered  i^tainer  for  them. 


TO  MB.  6ILMAK. 

"  Maroh  8th,  1880. 

"My  dear  G., — Your  friend  B (for  I  knew 

him  immediately  by  the  smooth  satinity  of  his  style} 
must  excuse  me  for  advocating  the  cause  of  his  friends 
in  Spitalfields.  The  fact  is,  I  am  retained  by  the  Nor- 
wich people,  and  have  already  appeared  in  their  paper 
Tinder  the  signatures  of  ^  Lucius  Sergius,'  ^  Bluff,' 
*  Broad-Cloth,'  *  No-Trade-to-the-Woollen-Trade/ 
^Anti-plush,'  &c.,  in  defence  of  druggets  and  long 
samblets.     And  without  this  preengagement,  I  feel  I 

should  naturally  have  chosen  a  side  opposite  to ^ 

for  in  the  silken  seemingness  of  his  nature  there  is  that 
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which  offends  me.  My  flesh  tingles  at  such  caterpil- 
lars. He  shall  not  crawl  me  over.  Let  him  and  Iiia 
workmen  sing  the  old  burthen, 

*  Heigh  ho,  ye  weavers  I  * 

for  any  aid  I  shall  offer  them  in  this  emergency.  I 
was  over  Saint  Luke's  the  other  day  with  my  finend 
Tathill,  and  mightily  pleased  with  one  of  his  contriv* 
ances  for  the  comfort  and  amelioration  of  the  students. 
They  have  double  cells,  in  which  a  pair  may  lie  feet  to 
feet  horizontally,  and  chat  the  time  away  as  rationally 
as  they  can.  It  must  certainly  be  more  sociable  for 
them  these  warm  raving  nights.  The  right-hand  truckle 
in  one  of  these  friendly  recesses,  at  present  vacant,  was 
preparing,  I  understood,  for  Mr.  Irving.  Poor  fellow  1 
it  is  time  he  removed  from  Pentonville.  I  followed  him 
as  far  as  to  Highbury  the  other  day,  with  a  mob  at  his 
heels,  calling  out  upon  Ermigiddon,  who  I  suppose  is 
some  Scotch  moderator.  He  squinted  out  his  favorite 
eye  last  Friday,  in  the  fury  of  possession,  upon  a  poor 
woman's  shoulders  that  was  crying  matches,  and  has 
not  missed  it.  The  companion  truck,  as  far  as  I  could 
measure  it  with  my  eye,  would  conveniently  fit  a  person 
about  the  length  of  Coleridge,  allowing  for  a  reasonable 
drawing  up  of  the  feet,  not  at  all  painful.  Does  he  talk 
of  moving  this  quarter  ?  You  and  I  have  too  much 
sense  to  trouble  ourselves  with  revelations ;  marry,  to 
the  same  in  Greek,  you  may  have  something  profession- 
ally to  say.  Tell  C.  that  he  was  to  come  and  see  us 
some  line  day.  Let  it  be  before  he  moves,  for  in  his 
new  quarters  he  wiU  necessarily  be  confined  in  his  con- 
versation to  his  brother  prophet.  Conceive  the  two 
Rabbis  foot  to  foot,  for  there  ai*e  no  Gamaliels  there  to 
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afi^t  a.  homblear  posture! 
Patmos,  where  the  law  is  p 
sbould  rather  say,  for  they  n 
her  affection  will  be  ever  at 
hrauis  moist  with  gooseber 
devil  of  expoaitioD  seekcth  d 

Here  is  a  brief  reply  to 
true-hearted  correspondent, 
personal  verity  of  Lamb's 
polite  of  merchants.  This 
ance  with  Lamb  had  not  be* 
him,  that  if  Lamb  could  inn 
made  up  for  this  freedom,  1 
look  like  a  lie.  His  accoun 
could  be  attested  to  tlie  lettt 


"  Dear  B.  B.,  —  To  rep] 
I  must  gobble  up  my  dinnei 
prid  periond  to  tlie  office, 
from  me  hastily,  that  you  ai 
nish  A.  C.  with  the  scrap,  n 
writing.     The  more  my  ch 

the  lesa  my  veracity  will  come  to  be  suspected.  Time 
every  day  clears  up  some  suspected  narrative  of  Herod- 
otus, Bruce,  and  others  of  us  great  travellers.  Why, 
that  Joseph  Paice  was  as  real  a  person  as  Joseph  Hume, 
ind  a  great  deal  pleasanter.  A  earefbl  observer  of  life, 
Bernard,  has  no  need  to  invent.  Nature  romances  it 
for  him.  Dinner  plates  rattle,  and  I  positively  shall 
incur  indigestion  by  carrying  it  half  concocted  to  tb* 
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post-hottse.  Let  me  congratulate  70a  on  the  spring 
coming  in,  and  do  jou  in  return  condole  with  me  on 
the  winter  going  out.  When  the  old  one  goes,  seldom 
comes  a  better.  I  dread  the  prospect  of  summer,  with 
his  all-day-long  dajs.  No  need  of  his  assistance  to 
make  country  places  dull.  With  fire  and  candle-light, 
I  can  dream  myself  in  Holhom.  With  lightsome  skies 
shining  into  bedtime  I  cannot.  This  Meschek,  and 
these  tents  of  Kedar —  I  would  dwell  in  the  skirts  of 
Jericho  rather,  and  think  every  blast  of  the  coming  in 
mail  a  ram's  horn*  Give  me  old  London  at  fire  and 
plague  times,  rather  than  these  tepid  gales,  healthy 
country  air,  and  purposeless  exercise. 

^*  Leg  of  mutton  absolutely  on  the  table. 

^^  Take  our  hasty  loves  and  short  fiurewell. 

«  c.  l:- 

Lamb's  kindness  to  Hone  was  not  confined  to  his  con- 
tributions to  the  "  Every-day  Book,"  and  the  *'  Table 
Book."  Those  pleaaant  and  blameless  works  had  fiuled 
to  supply  an  adequate  income  for  a  numerous  &mily, 
and  Lamb  was  desirous  of  interesting  his  influential 
fidends  in  a  new  project  of  Hone's,  to  establish  himself 
in  a  cofiee-house  conducted  in  a  superior  style.  With 
this  view,  he  wrote  to  Southey,  who,  nobly  forgetting 
Hone's  old  heresies  in  politics  or  parodies,  had  made  a 
genial  reference  to  his  late  work  in  his  *^  Life  of  Buxi* 
yan. 

TO  MB.  SOUTHEY. 

**  Maj  10th|  1880. 

"  Dear  Southey,  —  My  friend  Hone,  whom  you 
would  Uke  far  a  friend^  I  found  deeply  impressed  with 


L 
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yooT  generoos  notice  of  h 
Banyan,'  which  I  am  just 
to  yon  for  leave  to  public 
ter.  I  write  not  thia  to  t 
fullj  aware  that  the  refai 
he  quite  consistent  with  a 
acter.  Neither  he  nor  I  < 
it ;  but  if  yon  would  cona 
obliged  by  it,  aa  well  aa 
critical  situation :  kind  f 
house  for  him  in  the  Oil 
extended  to  the  purcha 
Reviews,  newspapers,  anc 
am  sitting  in  the  skeleto 
right  I  have  to  interfere, ; 
as  a  dog  who  went  onci 
you,  and  now  begs  for  : 
wits  to  a  dog? 

"  Our  object  is  to  opi 

friends  of  the are 

him,  but  think  that  a  lea' 
fud  it. 

"  But  not  an  atom  of 
ehall  it  abate  in  either  of 
this  strongly  in  your  m! 

"  Those  '  Every-day '  a 
treaAOTO  a  hundred  years 
make  Hone's  fortune. 

"  Here  his  wife  and  al 
gaping  for  coffee  customea 
ui,  seang  no  pot  boiling  I 

"  Enough  of  Hone.  ] 
since.     He  has  had  some 
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but,  if  I  had  not  heard  of  it,  I  should  not  have  found 

it  out.     He  looks,  and  especially  speaks,  strong.     How 

are  all  the  Wordsworths,  and  all  the  Southeys,  whom  f 

I  am  obliged  to  you  if  you  have  not  brought  up  haters  '^j^ 

of  the  name  of 

"  C.  Lamb  ? 

"P.  S.— I  have  gone  lately  into  the  acrostic  line. 
I  find  genius  (such  as  I  had)  declines  with  me,  but  I 
get  clever.  Do  you  know  anybody  that  wants  cha- 
rades, or  such  things,  for  Albums?  I  do  'em  at  so 
much  a  sheet.  Perhaps  an  epigram  (not  a  very  happy- 
gram)  I  did  for  a  school-boy  yesterday  may  amuse.  I 
pray  Jove  he  may  not  get  a  flogging  for  any  false 
quantity ;  but  'tis,  with  one  exception,  the  only  Latin 
verses  I  have  made  for  forty  years,  and  I  did  it  ^to 
order.* 

CUIQUE  SUUM. 

Adsoiscit  sibi  divitias  et  op«8  alienas 

Fur,  rapiens,  spolianS)  qaod  mihi,  qnod-qne  tibi, 
Propriam  erat,  temnene  haso  verba,  meam-qne,  taam'-qii«; 

Omne  snum  est:  tandem  Cui-qne  Suiiin  triboiti 
Dat  resti  collum;  restes,  yah!  carniflci  dat; 

Sese  Diabolo,  sic  bene ;  Caique  Sunm. 

**  I  write  fix)m  Hone's,  therefore  Maiy  cannot  send 
her  love  to  Mrs.  Southey,  but  I  do. 

"Yours  ever,  0.  L." 

A  rural  conflagration  at  this  time  kindled  the  noblest 
range  of  Lamb's  thoughts,  which  he  expressed  in  the 
following  letter.  The  light  he  flashes  on  the  strange 
power  exerted  by  the  half-witted  incendiary  shows  in  it 
•fomething  of  a  fearftil  grandeur.     It  is  addressed 


.^ 
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"Dear  Dyer,  —  I  shot 
thank  you  for  your  kind 
o^vn  biuid.  It  glads  us  U 
give  you  pleasure  to  hear  1 
are  in  tolerable  health  an 
Enfield,  tliat  has  been  so  p 
the  inflammatory  fever ;  tL 
ft  great  fire  was  blazing 
haystacks  of  a  farmer,  a 
Where  will  these  things  i 
its  being  the  work  of  som< 
b  he  to  be  discovered?  1 
with  atrange  chemical  pn 
fore&thers.  There  is  not  < 
a  chance  of  detecting  thi 
passed  the  iron  age,  and 
undreamed  of  by  Ovid. 
Inn,  where  I  think  you  hi 
the  bnming.  Pray,  keep 
can  for  fear  of  the  worst. 
England  since  the  poor  b 
condition.  Formerly  they 
flection  as  horses.  The 
cheek  by  jowl  with  his  b 
the  biped  carries  a  box  c 
breeches,  and  m  the  dead 
beast  steals  his  magic  potit 
half  the  country  is  grinni 
Graystock  said  something 
he  did  not  relish,  and  he 
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What  a  power  to  intoxicate  his  crude  hrams,  just  mud* 
dlingly  awake  to  perceive  that  something  is  wrong  in 
the  social  system,  —  what  a  hellish  faculty  above  gun- 
powder I  Now  the  rich  and  poor  are  fairly  pitted.  We 
shall  see  who  can  hang  or  bum  fastest.  It  is  not  al- 
ways revenge  that  stimulates  these  kindlings.  There 
is  a  love  of  exerting  mischief  I  Think  of  a  disrespected 
clod,  that  was  trod  into  earth ;  that  was  notliing ;  on  a 
sadden  by  damned  arts  refined  into  an  exterminating 
angel,  devouring  the  fruits  of  the  earth,  and  their 
growers,  in  a  mass  of  fire ;  what  a  new  existence  I 
What  a  temptation  above  Lucifer's  I  Would  clod  be 
anything  but  a  clod,  if  he  could  resist  it?  Why,  here 
was  a  spectacle  last  night  for  a  whole  country,  a  bon- 
fire visible  to  London,  alarming  her  guilty  towers,  and 
shaking  the  Monument  with  an  ague  fit,  all  done  by  a 
little  phial  of  phosphor  in  a  clown's  fob.  How  he  must 
grin,  and  shake  his  empty  noddle  in  clouds  I  The  Vul 
canian  epicure  I  Alas  I  can  we  ring  the  bells  back 
ward  ?  Can  we  unlearn  the  arts  that  pretend  to  civilize, 
and  then  bum  the  world?  There  is  a  march  of  science; 
but  who  shall  beat  the  drums  for .  its  retreat  ?  Who 
shall  persuade  the  boor  that  phosphor  will  not  ignite  ? 
Seven  goodly  stacks  of  hay,  with  corn-bams  propor- 
tionable, lie  smoking  ashes  and  chaff,  which  man  and 
beast  would  sputter  out  and  reject  like  those  apples  of 
asphaltes  and  bitumen.  The  food  for  the  inhabitants 
of  earth  will  quickly  disappear.  Hot  rolls  may  say, 
Fuimus  panes,  fiiit  quartern-loaf,  et  ingens  gloria 
apple-pasty-orom.'  That  the  good  old  munching  sys- 
tem may  last  thy  time  and  mine,  good  ui>-incendiary 
Gteorge  I   is  the  devout  prayer  of  thine, 

"  To  the  last  crast,  C.  Lamb." 
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In  1880,  Lamb  took  a  joume 
mund's,  to  fetch  Miss  Isola  to  her 
a  visit  which  had  been  broken  by 
on  hia  return  that  Lamb's  repartet 
statistical  gentleman  as  to  the  prt 
crop,  wliich  has  been  repeatedly  p 
The  following  is  his  own  version  i 
letter  addressed  to  Miss  Isola's  host 

"  A  rather  talkative  gentleman, 
gaged  me  in  a.  discourse  for  full  t 
probable  advantages  of  steam  can 
merely  problematical,  I  bore  my 
credit,  in  spite  of  my  totally  un-er 
But  when,  somewhere  about  Stana 
fortunate  question  to  me,  as  to  tb 
turning  out  a  good  turnip  season,'  t 
still  less  of  an  agriculturist  than  i 
not  knowing  a  turnip  from  a  potatt 
made  answer,  that  '  I  believed  it  < 
upon  boiled  legs  of  mutton,'  my  un 
Isola  a  laughing  to  a  degree  that 
quillity  for  the  only  moment  in  • 
afraid  my  credit  sank  very  low  w 
traveller,  who  had  thought  he  ha 
informed  passenger,  which  is  an  s 
in  a  stago-coach.  We  were  rather 
but  still  friendly,  the  rest  of  the  W! 

To  the  same  lady,  having  sent  hi 
sbter'a  name,  he  replied  with  a  lei 
one  on  hers,  and  the  following  noti 
■n  the  acrostic  line. 
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**  Dear  Madam,  —  I  do  assure  you  that  your  verses 
gratified  me  very  much,  and  my  sister  is  quite  jnrovd 
of  them.  For  the  first  time  in  my  life  I  congratulated 
myself  upon  the  shortness  and  meanness  of  my  name« 
Had  it  been  Schwartzenberg  or  Esterhazy,  it  would 
have  put  you  to  some  puzzle.  I  am  afraid  I  shall 
sicken  you.  of  acrostics,  but  this  last  was  written  to 
order.  I  beg  you  to  have  inserted  in  your  county 
paper,  something  like  this  advertisement.  '  To  the 
nobility,  gentry,  and  others,  about  Bury.  —  C.  Lamb 
respectfully  informs  his  friends  and  the  public  in  gen- 
eral, that  he  is  leaving  off  business  in  the  acrostic  line, 
as  he  is  going  into  an  entirely  new  line.  Rebuses  and 
cliarades  done  as  usual,  and  upon  the  old  terms.  Also, 
epitaphs  to  suit  the  memory  of  any  person  deceased.' 

"  I  thought  I  had  adroitly  escaped  the  rather  impH- 
able  name  of  '  Williams,'  curtailing  your  poor  daugh- 
ters to  their  proper  surnames,  but  it  seems  you  would 
not  let  me  ofi^  so  easily.  If  these  trifles  amuse  you, 
I  am  paid.  Though  really  'tis  an  operation  too  much 
like  —  *A,  apple-pie;  B,  bit  it,'  To  make  amends, 
I  request  leave  to  lend  you  the  'Excursion,'  and  to 
recommend,  in  particular,  the  '  Churchyard  Stories ;  * 
in  the  seventh  book,  I  think.  They  will  strengthen 
the  tone  of  your  mind  after  its  weak  diet  on  acrostics." 


In  1830,  a  small  volume  of  poems,  the  gleanings  of 
lome  years,  during  which  Lamb  had  devoted  himself 
to  prose,  under  his  name  of  "  Elia,"  was  published  by 
Mr.  Moxon,  under  the  title  of  "  Album  Verses,"  and 
which  Lamb,  in  token  of  his  strong  regard,  dedicated 
to  the  Publisher.      An  unfavorable  review  of  them 
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in  the  "  Literary  Gazette  "  prodi 
Sontbey,  irbicb  were  inserted  in 
wbicb  the  following,  as  evincing 
ship,  may  not  unfitly  be  insertei 
being  more  severe  on  Lamb's  c 
aelf  would  have  wished,  may  noi 

Charles  Lamb,  to  those  vho  kn 
For  rarest  genius,  and  for  ttcrli 
UncbuiglntE  friendahip,  warmlt 

Mot  eTer  in  its  sport  ladi'd  a  si 
To  n»  wbo  haTa  admirad  and  ]■ 
It  ig  a  proud  ■■  veil  as  pleasnni 
To  bear  thy  good  report,  now  b 
Upon  cbe  hooeat  breath  of  pabi 
We  knov  that  with  the  elder  so 
Id  honoring  whom  thou  haat  de 
Thy  name  ehall  keep  Its  coarse 

This  year  closed  npon  Uie  gm 
Tinted  him  frequently  during  hi 
tended  his  funeral.  They  had  t 
each  other's  conversation  for  mai 
the  indiffereuce  of  Lamb  to  the  o 
nonate  love  or  hatred,  as  a  polit; 
duced  a  coolness,  the  warmth  of 
in  "  Elia'a  Letter  to  Southey  "  re 
of  the  philosopher,  and  set  all  I 
his  turn,  as  an  Edinburgh  Revie' 
which  he  delighted  to  use,  of  allu 
mens  and  Essays,  and  making  Y 
verily  of  ancient  criticism,  which 
well  affi>rd  the  genial  incon^te 
to  exclude.  The  conduct,  indeed 
person  to  Hazlitt,  especially  in 
Lftmb's  admiration,  and  wholly  e 
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of  the  time  when,  thirty  years  before,  his  play  had  been 
denied  critical  mercy  nnder  his  rule.  Hazlitt's  death 
did  not  so  much  shock  Lamb  at  the  time,  as  it  weighed 
down  his  spirits  afterwards,  when  he  felt  the  want  of 
those  essays  which  he  had  used  periodically  to  look 
for  with  eagerness  in  the  magazines  and  reviews  which 
they  alone  made  tolerable  to  him ;  and  when  he  real- 
ized the  dismal  certainty  that  he  should  never  again 
enjoy  that  rich  discourse  of  old  poets  and  painters  with 
which  so  many  a  long  winter's  night  had  been  glad- 
dened, or  taste  life  with  an  additional  relish  in  the 
keen  sense  of  enjoyment  which  endeared  it  to  his  com- 
panion. 


CHAPTER  XVIIL 

[1830  to  1834.] 
lamb's  last  letters  and  death. 

After  the  year  1830,  Lamb's  verses  and  essays 
were  chiefly  given  to  his  friends ;  the  former  consisting 
of  album  contributions,  the  latter  of  little  essences  of 
observation  and  criticism.  Mr.  Moxon,  having  estab- 
lished a  new  magazine,  called  the  "Englishman's  Mag- 
azine," induced  him  to  write  a  series  of  papers,  some  of 
which  were  not  inferior  to  his  happiest  essays.  At  this 
time,  his  old  and  excellent  friend,  Dyer,  was  much  an- 
noyed by  some  of  his  witticisms,  —  which,  in  truth, 
were  only  Lamb's  modes  of  expressing  his  deep-seated 
regard ;  and  at  the  quotation  of  a  couplet  in  one  of  his 
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early  poems,  ttIucIi  he  had  suppi 
misconstrued  by  Mr.  Rogers.  M 
tmiately  met  with  the  unexpurgal 
tained  this  dubious  coaplet,  and 
Dr.  Parr  "  quoted  the  passage ; 
delicate  feelings,*  conveyed  the  i 
Rogers  would  treat  the  suppress 
refer  the  revival  of  the  lines  to  h 
lowing  letter  was  written  to  disp 
mind. 


TO  MB.  DTEB 

•'  Dear  Dyer,  —  Mr.  Rogers,  an 
are  perfectly  assured,  that  you  ne^ 
by  an  innocent  couplet,  and  that  i 
it  by  blundering  Barter  you  ha 
To  imagine  that,  at  this  time  of 
over  a  &ntastic  expression  of  mc 

•  ilr.  Dyer  also  compliiined  (o  Mr.  I.iinib 
whicli  anniived  him.  not  nn  much  fir  bin  owi 
en,  who,  in  the  dellcncy  of  his  npprehentivi 
«paP^'"J  ''7  impQlslions  which  were  ee««i 
thoy  did  not  dsMrva.  One  pKssnge  In  Elli 
hardly  denlt  with  by  iKhoalmiKteri,  under  w1 
his  yoanj^r  deya,  hurt  hinij  ■>,  In  Tiiet,  ha  i 
'  mo>t  conaiderale  grneroslty  nnd  kindneaa. 
nitanled  sa  implying  thot  h«  hnd  been  nn 
rexed  Mm;  u  hia  labora  hnve  *lwiiya  btMi 
■ccording  lo  the  r»te  of  remnneriitifin  of  leai 
SBtBd  by  Mr.  VHlpy  nnd  olbera.  The  Inilh 
TUgue  rooillection,  without  Intendlne  Bny  p( 
Dyer  himneir,  >nd  only  'Cekinjc  to  Illustrate  I 
ehtmicterorBnidn  of  letters  "nnfpotled  ftw 
ane  h«s  ever  ipplied  the«e  aufrueitions  lo  the 
Kr.  Dyer  be*  been  so  honarably  nnxioni  bni 
Mings  to  stale  that  tbey  are  foDoded  Id  erro 
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BtanJing,  would  be  to  suppose  him  induing  his  *  pleasi- 
ures  of  memory '  with  a  vengeance.    You  never  penned 
a  line  which  for  its  own  sake  you  need,  dying,  wish  to 
blot.     You  mistake  your  heart  if  you  think  you  can 
write  a  lampoon.     Your  whips  are  rods  of  roses.    Your 
spleen  has  ever  had  for  its  objects  vices,  not  the  vicious ; 
abstract  offences,  not  the  concrete  sinner.    But  you  are 
sensitive,  and  wince  as  much  at  the  consciousness  of 
having  committed  a  compliment,  as  another  man  would 
at  the  perpetration  of  an  affront.     But  do  not  lug  me 
into  the  same  soreness  of  conscience  with  yourself.     I 
maintain,  and  will  to  the  last  hour,  that  I  never  writ 
of  you  but  con  amore.     That  if  any  allusion  was  made 
to  your  near-sightedness,  it  was  not  for  the  purpose  of 
mocking  an  infirmity,  but  of  connecting  it  with  scholar- 
like habits ;  for,  is  it  not  erudite  and  scholarly  to  be 
somewhat  near  of  sight,  before  age  naturally  brings  on 
the  malady?     You  could  not  then  plead  ih^  obrepens 
senectus.     Did  I  not  moreover,  make  it  an  apology  for 
a  certain  absence^  which  some  of  your  friends  may  have 
experienced,  when  you  have  not  on  a  sudden  made 
recognition  of  them  in  a  casual  street-meeting?  and 
did  I  not  strengthen  your  excuse  for  this  slowness  of 
recognition,  by  iurther  accounting  morally  for  the  pres- 
ent engagement  of  your  mmd  in.  worthy  objects  ?     Did 
I  not,  in  your  peirson,  make  the  handsomest  apology  for 
absent-of-mind  people  that  was  ever  made  ?     If  these 
things  be  not  so,  I  never  knew  what  I  wrote,  or  meant 
by  my  writing,  and  have  been  penning  libels  all  my  life 
without  being  aware  of  it.    Does  it  follow  that  I  should 
have  exprest  myself  exactly  in  the  same  way  of  those 
dear  old  eyes  of  yours  now^  now  that  Father  Time  has 
conspired  with  a  hard  taskmaster  to  put  a  last  extin- 
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gtusLer  upon  them.  I  should  aa  a 
Anawei-er  of  Salmasius,  when  he 
ended  task,  and  saw  no  more  witb 
you  are  many  films  removed  yet  fri 
Yon  write  perfectly  intelligibly, 
not  all  of  the  same  size  or  tallness : 
your  proficiency  in  the  hands,  text, 
band,  sometimes  law-hand,  and  b 
pen  better  than  you  did  a  twelv 
you  continne  to  improve,  yon  bid 
pen  which  is  the  prize  at  yonr  you 
emy.  But  you  must  be  aware  of 
ing-house,  that  hazy  cave  of  Tro] 
it  was  a  mercy  that  you  escaped  \ 
ware  of  MSS.  and  Yariie  Lectio 
for  once  in  your  mind,  and  stick  t 
years'  good  sight  in  you  yet,  if  yo 
it.  It  is  not  for  yon  (for  us  I  sho 
into  Greek  contractions,  and  star-j 
brew  points.     We  have  yet  the  si 


You  have  vision  enough  to  discen 
other  comely  gentlewoman  who  li" 
5 ;  or,  if  yon  should  make  a  blu 
Airs.  Dyer  has  too  mnch  good  sei 
mere  effect  of  imperfect  optics, 
die  liord's  Prayer,  Creed,  and  T 
the  compass  of  a  half-penny  ;  nor 
a  mote,  to  catch  It ;  and  leave  of 
in  bushels  of  hay,  for  all  these  t1 
The  snow  is  six  fest  deep  in  some 
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put  OA  jack*boots  to  get  at  the  post-office  with  this.  It 
is  not  good  for  weak  eyes  to  pore  upon  snow  too  much. 
It  lies  in  drifts.  I  wonder  what  its  drift  is  ;  onlj  that 
it  makes  good  pancakes,  remind  Mrs.  Dyer.  It  turns 
a  pretty  green  world  into  a  white  one.  It  glares  too 
much  for  £hi  innocent  color  methinks.  I  wonder  why 
you  think  I  dislike  gilt  edges.  They  set  off  a  letter 
marvellously.  Yours,  for  instance,  looks  for  all  the 
world  like  a  tablet  of  curious  hieroglyphic  in  a  gold 
frame.  But  don't  go  and  lay  this  to  your  eyes.  You 
always  wrote  hieroglyphically,  yet  not  to  come  up  to 
the  mystical  notations  and  conjuring  characters  of  Dr. 
Parr.     You  never  wrote  what  I  call  a  schoolmaster's 

hand,  like  C— — ;  nor  a  woman's  hand,  like  S \ 

nor  a  missal  hand,  like  Porson ;  nor  an  all-of-tho-wrong- 

side  sloping  hand,  like  Miss  H ;  nor  a  dogmatic, 

Mede-and-Persian,  peremptory  hand,  like  R ;  but 

you  ever  wrote  what  I  call  a  Grecian's  hand ,  what  the 
Grecians  write  (or  used)  at  Christ's  Hospital ;  such  as 
Whalley  would  have  admired,  and  Boyer  have  ap- 
plauded, but  Smith  or  Atwood  (writing-masters)  would 
have  horsed  you  for.  Your  boy-of-genius  hand  and 
your  mercantile  hand  are  various.  By  your  flourishes, 
I  should  think  you  never  learned  to  make  eagles  or 
corkscrews,  or  flourish  the  governors'  names  in  the 
writing-school ;  and  by  the  tenor  and  cut  of  your  let- 
ters, I  suspect  you  were  never  in  it  at  all.  By  the 
length  of  this  scrawl  you  will  think  I  have  a  design 
upon  your  optics ;  but  I  have  writ  as  large  as  I  could, 
out  of  respect  to  them ;  too  large,  indeed,  for  beauty. 
Mine  is  a  sort  of  deputy  Grecian's  hand ;  a  little  better, 
and  more  of  a  worldly  hand,  than  a  Grecian's,  but  still 
remote  from  the  meicantile.     I  don't  know  how  it  is^ 


t 
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but  I  keep  my  rank  in  &ncy  atill  since 
can  never  forget  I  was  a  deputy  Grecii 
ing  to  yon,  or  to  Coleridge,  besides  afl 
reverential  deference  as  to  Grecians  sti 
soaring  way  above  the  Great  Erasmians, 
the  other.  Alas  I  what  am  I  now  ?  wl 
hall  clerk,  or  Indian  pensioner,  to  a  d 
How  art  thoa  fallen,  O  Lucifer  I  Jus 
loves  to  Mrs.  D.,  &c. 


The  Death  of  Munden  reviving  his 
"  the  veteran  comedian,"  called  ffnrtli 
letter  of  the  11th  February,  1882,  to  t 
"Athenteum,"  whom  Lamb  had,  for  a  1 
bered  among  his  fiiends. 

TO  THE  EDITOR  OP  THE  "ATHE 

"Dear  Sir,  —  Tonr  communication 
death  of  Mimden  made  me  weep.  Moi 
of  the  melting  mood.  But,  in  these  et 
loss  of  half  the  world's  fiui  is  no  triv 
It  was  my  loss  (or  gain  shall  I  call  i 
time  of  my  play-going,  to  have  misset 
acting.  There  was  only  he  and  Lewis 
den,  while  Dnuy  Lane  was  exuberant 
Dodd,  &c.,  such  a  comic  company  as, 
stage  never  showed.  Thence,  in  the 
life  I  bad  Munden  all  to  myself,  n 
richer,  perhaps,  than  ever.  I  cannol 
change  of  &ce8  produced  in  me.  It  * 
He  vu  not  one  of  my  <  old  actors.'    ] 
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ier.  His  power  was  extravagant.  I  saw  him  one 
eyening  in  three  drunken  characters.  Three  farces 
were  played.  One  part  was  Doaey  —  I  forget  the  rest; 
but  they  were  so  discriminated  that  a  stranger  might 
have  seen  them  all,  and  not  have  dreamed  that  he  was 
seeing  the  same  actor.  I  am  jealous  for  the  actors  who 
pleased  my  youth.  He  was  not  a  Parsons  or  a  Dodd, 
but  he  was  more  wondered.  He  seemed  as  if  he  could 
do  anything.  He  was  not  an  actor,  but  something  bet- 
ter^ if  you  please.  Shall  I  instance  Old  Foredght^  in 
'  Love  for  Love,'  in  which  Parsons  was  at  once  the  old 
man,  the  astrologer,  &c.  Munden  dropped  the  old 
man,  the  doater — which  makes  the  character  —  but 
he  substituted  for  it  a  moon-struck  character,  a  perfect 
abstraction  &om  this  earth,  that  looked  as  if  he  had 
newly  come  down  from  the  planets.  Now,  that  is  not 
what  I  call  acting.  It  might  be  better.  He  was  imag- 
inative ;  he  could  impress  upon  an  audience  an  idea  -— 
the  low  one,  perhaps,  of  a  leg  of  mutton  and  turnips ; 
but  such  was  the  grandeur  and  singleness  of  his  ex- 
pressions, that  that  single  expression  would  convey  to 
all  his  auditory  a  notion  of  all  the  pleasures  they  had 
all  received  from  all  the  legs  of  mutton  ofnd  turnips 
they  had  ever  eaten  in  their  lives.  Now,  this  is  not 
acting^  nor  do  I  set  down  Munden  amongst  my  old 
actors.  He  was  only  a  wonderful  man,  exerting  his 
vivid  impressions  through  the  agency  of  the  stage.  In 
one  only  thing  did  I  see  him  act  —  that  is,  support  a 
character ;  it  was  in  a  wretched  farce,  called  *  Johnny 
jilpin,'  for  Dowton's  benefit,  in  which  he  did  a  cock- 
ley.  The  thing  ran  but  one  night ;  but  when  I  say 
hat  Liston's  I/uMn  Log  was  nothing  to  it,  I  say  little : 
;  was  transcendent.     And  here  let  me  say  of  actors. 
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emrioiu  actors,  that  of  Jifundi 
apeak,  almost  with  the  enthnsi 
terms  of  auch  allowed  snperiori 
stage,  and  this  at  a  time  when 
the  world's  estimation,  that  it  c 
(in  which  term  I  include  poet 
BO  envious  as  the  world  think, 
therefore  enclose  a  criticism  c 
and  bis  general  acting,*  hj  a 


"  Mr.  Munden  appears  to  us 
of  actors.  He  b  that  in  high  I 
in  hi^  tragedy.  The  lines  ol 
it  must  be  admitted,  sufficiently 
elements  are  in  both,  —  the  sai 
the  same  singleness  of  urn,  the 
power,  the  same  iron-casing  o: 
same  statue-like  precision  of  j 
attitude.  The  hero  of  ikrce  i 
impulses  from  without,  as  thu 
dians.  There  is  something  so 
mantine,  in  the  building  up 
characters.  When  he  fixes  his 
any  of  its  most  amazing  varieti 
ture  were  carved  out  from  a  ra 
ive  vein,  and  might  last  forevt 
can  imagine  a  mask  of  the  c 
have  been,  only  that  it  lives,  an 
Hia   most  lantastical  gestures 


w  iM  npetitioD  ban 
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&rce.  He  seems  as  though  he  belonged  to  the  earliest 
and  the  stateliest  age  of  Comedy,  when  instead  of  su- 
perficial foibles  and  the  airy  varieties  of  fashion,  she 
had  the  grand  asperities  of  man  to  work  on,  when  her 
grotesque  images  had  something  romantic  about  them, 
and  when  humor  and  parody  were  themselves  heroic. 
His  expressions  of  feeling  and  bursts  of  enthusiasm  are 
among  the  most  genuine  which  we  have  ever  felt.  They 
seem  to  come  up  from  a  depth  of  emotion  in  the  heart, 
and  burst  through  the  sturdy  casing  of  manner  with  a 
strength  which  seems  increased  tenfold  by  its  real  and 
hearty  obstacle.  The  workings  of  his  spirit  seem  to 
expand  his  frame,  till  we  can  scarcely  believe  that  by 
measure  it  is  small :  for  the  space  which  he  fills  in  the 
imagination  is  so  real,  that  we  almost  mistake  it  for  that 
of  corporeal  dimensions.  His  Old  Doney^  in  the  excel- 
lent farce  of  ^  Past  Ten  o' Clock,'  is  his  grandest  effort 
of  this  kind,  and  we  know  of  nothing  finer.  He  seems 
to  have  a  *  heart  of  oak '  indeed.  His  description  of  a 
sea-fight  is  the  most  noble  and  triumphant  piece  of  en- 
thusiasm which  we  remember.  It  is  as  if  the  spirits  of 
a  whole  crew  of  nameless  heroes  *  were  swelling  in  his 
bosom.'  We  never  felt  so  ardent  and  proud  a  sympar 
thy  with  the  valor  of  England  as  when  we  heard  it. 
May  health  long  be  his,  thus  to  do  our  hearts  good  -^ 
for  we  never  saw  any  actor  whose  merits  have  the  least 
resemblance  to  his  even  in  species;  and  when  his 
genius  is  withdrawn  fi:om  the  stage,  we  shall  not 
have  left  even  a  term  by  which  we  can  fitly  describe 


98  LETTUR  TO  OABT. 

The  following  letter  is 

TO  HE.  CAKT. 
'*  Assjdens  est  mlhi  bona  aoror,  Euri 
doDum  vestrum,  cariasime  Gary,  pro  q 
mus,  lectuH  atque  iterum  lecturi  idem, 
liber  ambobus,  nempe  'Sacerdotis  Cc 
Bacnim  opus  a  te  ipso  Humanissimse  H 
dote  dono  datum.  Lacbrymantes  gavis 
nbi  dolor  fiat  volnptasj  nee  semper  i 
ridere ;  aliquando  commutandam  est  he 
hen  I  hen  1  beu  I 

**A  Musis  Tra^cis  me  non  penitus  a,\ 
ut  Carmen  Calaoiitosum,  nescio  quo  aul 
us  Teniacul&  scriptum,  et  nuperrime  a  ] 
Tersum,  scilicet,  '  Tom  Tom  of  Idiiif 
tbe? 

'  Thomai  Tbomu  de  talinpon, 
Uiaram  doiit  Die  qu&dHm  SolU, 
Abduxit  domum  aequenti  die. 
Emit  baculnrn  Fobaequeiitl, 
Vapnlat  tUk  poetert, 
£groCat  lucoedenti,  Morttufiteru 

Et  miro  gaudio  afficitur  Thomas  lace  po 
aequenti  (nempe,  Dominicfc)  uxor  sit  q( 

*Ea  niadee  Domeeticul 
En  circaMm  cdlamiUitnin! 
Plan*  habdomiidalBni  Iragcedlom.' 

I  none  et  confer  Euripiden  vestrum  hi 
morte  uxori& ;  confer  Alcesten  I  Hecu 
antiquas  Heroinas  Dolorosas. 

"  Sofiondor  genas  lachrymis  tantas  sti 
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Quid  restat  nisi  quod  Tecum  Tuam  Caram  salutamna 
unboftque  valere  jubeamus,  nosmet  ipsi  bene  valentcs. 

"  Elia." 

**  Datnm  ab  agro  Enfeldiens!,  Mail  die  sextA,  1881.** 

Coleridge,  now  in  declining  health,  seems  to  have 
feared,  from  a  long  intermission  of  LamVs  visits  to 
Highgate,  that  there  was  some  estrangement  between 
them,  and  to  have  written  to  Lamb  under  that  fear. 
The  following  note  shows  how  much  he  was  mistaken. 


TO  MB.  COLEBIDGE. 

"AprflUtb,  1882. 

My  dear  Coleridge,  —  Not  an  unkind  thought  has 
passed  in  my  brain  about  you.  But  I  have  been  woe- 
folly  neglectful  of  you,  so  that  I  do  not  deserve  to  an-* 
nounce  to  you,  that  if  I  do  not  hear  from  you  before 
then,  I  will  set  out  on  Wednesday  morning  to  take 
you  by  the  hand.  I  would  do  it  this  moment,  but  an 
unexpected  visit  jnight  flurry  you.  I  shall  take  silence 
for  acquiescence;  and  come.  I  am  glad  you  could 
write  so  long  a  letter.  Old  loves  to,  and  hope  of  kind 
looks  from,  the  Gilmans  when  I  come. 

**  Yours  seniper  idem^  C.  L." 


4i 


**  If  you  ever  thought  an  offence,  much  more  wrote 
it,  against  me,  it  must  have  been  in  the  times  of  Noah, 
and  the  great  waters  swept  it  away.  Mary*s  most  kind 
love,  and  maybe  a  wrong  prophet  of  your  boding !  — 
here  she  is  ciying  for  mere  love  over  your  letter.  I 
wring  out  less,  but  not  sincerer  showers. 

*«  My  direction  is  simply  Enfield." 
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Lamb's  r^ard  for  Mr. 
8  &8t  Iriondship;  and  b; 
third  Wednesday  in  the 
general,  these  were  occasi 
the  strictest  rules  of  tei 
of  stomach  or  of  sentim< 
which  Lamb  deplored  in 


**  I  protest  I  know  nol 
sense  of  the  shameful  vi( 
was  guilty  of  on  that  fata 
ted  from  the  calendar, 
layman's  honse,  say  a  me 
a  cheesemonger's,  or  grei 
barrister's,  a  member  of 
I  should  have  felt  alleviat 
to  be  seen  deliberately  to 
gyman  drftnk !  a  dergyra 
too  ]  not  that  alone,  but  < 
Italian  Hierophant,  ait 
who  dared  aofold  the  Ap 
and,  Tdthout  supernal  gi 
be  fingered  without  prei 
And  then  from  what  hou 
vicarage  (which  yet  had 
kingly  repository  of  aciei 
the  primate  of  England 
public  majesty,  from  whi( 
Hy.  Cou]d  all  those  voli 
better  I  With  feverish  e; 
opened  upon  the  faint  ligl 


LETTERS  TO  CABT*  61 

strange  cliamber,  not  immediately  to  be  recognized, 
garters,  hose,  waistcoat,  neckerchief,  arranged  in  dread-* 
ful  order  and  proportion,  which  I  knew  was  not  mine 
own.  'Tis  the  common  symptom,  on  awaking,  I  judge 
my  last  night's  condition  from.  A  tolerable  scattering 
on  the  floor  I  hail  as  being  too  probably  my  own,  and 
if  the  candlestick  be  not  removed,  I  assoil  myself. 
But  this  finical  arrangement,  this  finding  everything  in 
the  morning  in  exact  diametrical  rectitude,  torments 
me.  By  whom  was  I  divested  ?  Burning  blushes  I 
not  by  the  feir  hands  of  nymphs,  the  Bufiam  Graces  ? 
Remote  whispers  suggested  that  I  coaehed  it  home  in 
triumph.  Far  be  that  fi^om  working  pride  in  me,  for  I 
was  unconscious  of  the  locomotion.  That  a  young 
Mentor  accompanied  a  reprobate  old  Telemachus ; 
that,  the  Trojan  like,  he  bore  his  charge  upon  his 
shoulders,  while  the  wretched  incubus,  in  glimmering 
sense,  hiccuped  drunken  snatches  of  flying  on  the  bats' 
wings  after  sunset.  An  aged  servitor  was  also  hinted 
at,  to  make  disgrace  more  complete,  one,  to  whom  my 
ignominy  may  offer  further  occasions  of  revolt  (to 
which  he  was  before  too  fondly  inclining)  from  the 
true  faith;  for,  at  a  sight  of  my  helplessness,  what 
more  was  needed  to  drive  him  to  the  advocacy  of  in*- 
dependency  ?  Occasion  led  me  through  Qreat  Russell 
Street  yesterday.  I  gazed  at  the  great  knocker.  My 
feeble  hands  in  vain  essayed  to  lift  it.  I  dreaded  that 
Argus  Portitor,  who  doubtless  lanterned  me  out  on 
that  prodigious  night.  I  called  the  Elginian  marbles. 
They  were  cold  to  my  suit.  I  shall  never  again,  I 
said,  on  the  wide  gates  unfolding,  say,  without  fear  of 
thrusting  back,  in  a  light  but  a  peremptory  air,  ^  I  am 
a;oing  to  Mr.  Gary's.'    I  passed  by  the  walls  of  Balclu 


tha.  I  had  imaged  to  myself 
days  irradiating  by  glimpses 
dreamed  of  Highmore !  I 
Wednesdays.  Villanous  olt 
cliildliood,  brings  linked  ban 
twin,  new  inexperience,  wh 
liquor.  Where  I  waa  to  bav 
aged-and-a-half-gentleman,  li 
gered  artist  can  educe  no  n 
Silenos,  lecturing  natural 
Cbromius,  or  a  Mnasilus.  1 
gather  the  lost  name  of  — — 

la  1833  the  choicest  proae 
written  since  the  publication  < 
published  —  as  with  a  melar 
the  title  of"  The  Last  Essay 
The  work  contains  ample 
the  author  bad  ripened  rath 
paper  called  "  Blakesmoor  i 
bodies  his  recollection  of  I 
his  grandmother  lived  as  ho 
ton,  "  Captain  Jackson."  : 
Hoy,"  are  among  the  mos 
strained,  and  the  most  richlj 
was  &TorabIy  noticed  by  aim 
—by  many  enthusiastically 
and  an  admirable  notice  in 
published  just  afW  the  forel 
filled.  His  indisposition  to  i 
but  in  creating  so  much,  exci 
plete  in  itself,  and  so  little  tu 
truth,  done  enough,  and  had 


I 
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the  drudgeiy  of  the  desk,  a  right  to  repose.  Yet,  still 
ready  to  obey  the  call  of  friendship,  he  wrote  both  pro- 
logue and  epilogue  to  Knowles's  play  of  **  The  Wife ;  '* 
the  composition  of  which  must  have  been  mere  labor, 
as  they  are  only  decently  suited  to  the  occasion,  and 
have  no  mark  or  likelihood  to  repay  the  vanity  of  the 
poet. 

Miss  laola's  marriage,  which  left  Lamb  and  his  sister 
onc^  more  alone,  induced  them  to  draw  a  little  nearer 
to  their  friends  ;  and  they  fixed  their  abode  in  Church 
Street,  Edmonton,  within  reach  of  the  Enfield  walks, 
which  custom  had  endeared  to  them.  There  with  his 
sister  he  continued,  regularly  visiting  London  and 
dining  with  Mr.  Gary  on  every  tliird  Wednesday. 
The  following  notelet  is  in  answer  to  a  letter  enck>s- 
ing  a  list  of  candidates  for  a  widows'  iimd  society,  for 
which  h^  was  entitled  to  vote. 


TO  MB.   OABY, 

^  Dear  Sir,  —  The  unbounded  range  of  munificence 
presented  to  my  choice,  staggers  me.  What  can  twenty 
votes  do  for  one  hundred  and  two  widows  ?  I  cast  my 
eyes  hopeless  among  the  viduage.  N.  B.  —  Southey  * 
might  be  ashamed  of  himself  to  let  his  aged  mother 
stand  at  the  top  of  the  list,  with  his  1002.  a  year  and 
butt  of  sack.  Sometimes  I  sigh  over  No.  12,  Mrs. 
Carve-ill,  some  poor  relation  of  mine,  no  doubt.  No. 
15  has  my  wishes,  but  then  she  is  a  Welsh  one.  I  have 
Ruth  upon  No.  21.  I'd  tug  hard  for  No.  24.  No.  25 
is  an  anomaly,  there  can  be  no  Mrs.  Hogg.  No.  84 
ensnares  me.     No.  73  should  not  have  met  so  foolish  a 

*  A  Mrs.  Southey  headed  the  enclosed  list. 
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person.  No.  92  may  boL  it 
DO  cheiTf  of  me.  So  I  h«t 
as  you'll  see. 

**  Yours,  every  third  ^ 

Lamb  was  entirely  desti 
called  "  a  taste  for  moaic." 
hb  head  ;  now  and  then  tb 
thougb  never  of  song,  toncl 
quisle  delight;  and  Brahai 
nell,  who  died  too  soon,  ! 
charming  air,  "In  infancy 
Miss  Burrell,  won  his  ear 
music  only  confused  bim,  t 
once  or  twice  tried  to  accoi 
him  a  maze  of  sound  in  whJ 
But  he  did  not,  therefore,  tt 
cess  of  Miss  Clara  Nov€Jli 
known  for  many  years, — 
the  following  lines,  which  i 
nseum,"  of  July  26,  in  this 

TO  CL 
Tha  Quit  hiiv«  made  mi 
With  ftdlngi  that  mpa 
Of  •ttinged  hiTp,or  voU 
To  hantboy,  BKckbat,  du 
King  DiTid's  \jT»,  that  I 
Prom  Saul,  bad  btea  bn 
Theorboi,  violfni,  Frenc 
Laave  la  my  Tonnded  ai 
I  hats  tboM  IHUa,  and  at 
Upon  tha  captlTo  itr ;  I 
Hot  orer  ihall,  whatever 
Of  tha  Btmnee  m7staiie< 
1  Bit  at  oratorioa  like  a  6 
luoapable  of  *oimd,  and 
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Th«  thing  was  oyer.    Tot  do  I  admiro, 

O  tniMfiU  daughter  of  a  tuneful  sire, 

Thy  painful  labors  in  a  science,  which 

To  your  deserts  I  pray  may  make  you  rich 

As  much  as  you  are  loved,  and  add  a  grace 

To  the  most  musical  Novello  race. 

Women  lead  men  by  the  nose,  some  cynics  say  | 

You  draw  them  by  the  ear — a  delicater  way. 

G.  Lamb. 

He  had  now  to  sostain  the  severest  of  his  losses. 
After  a  long  and  painful  illness  —  borne  with  an  heroic 
patience  which  concealed  the  intensity  of  his  sufferings 
from  the  by-standers,  Coleridge  died.  As  in  the  in- 
stance of  Hazlitt,  Lamb  did  not  feel  the  immediate 
blow  so  acutely  as  he  himself  expected  —  but  the 
calamity  sank  deep  into  his  mind,  and  was,  I  believe, 
seldom  far  from  his  thoughts.  It  had  been  arranged 
that  the  attendance  at  the  funeral  should  be  confined  to 
the  fiunily  of  the  departed  poet  and  philosopher,  and 
Lamb,  therefore,  was  spared  the  misery  of  going 
through  the  dismal  ceremony  of  mourning.  For  the 
first  week  he  forebore  to  write ;  but  at  its  close  he 
addressed  the  following  short  letter  to  one  of  the 
family  of  him  whom  he  once  so  justly  denominated 
Coleridge's  **  more  than  friend."  Like  most  of  Lamb's 
letters,  it  is  undated,  but  the  postmark  is  Aug.  5, 1834. 


TO  THE  BEV.  JAMES   GILMAN. 

**  My  dear  Sir,  —  The  sad  week  being  over,  I  must 
write  to  you  to  say,  that  I  was  glad  of  being  spared 
from  attending ;  I  have  no  words  to  express  my  feel- 
ing with  you  all.  I  can  only  say  that  when  you  think 
a  short  visit  from  me  would  be  acceptable,  when  your 
fiither  and  mother  shall  be  able  to  see  me  mth  com* 

voxm  n.  6 
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fort,  I  will  come  to  the  berea\ 
tliem  my  tenderest  regards  and 
continue  our  friends  still.  We 
tbem  as  muck  as  a  human  being 
them  with  our  hearts  for  what 
poor  departed. 

"  Grod  bless  you  all. 


Shortly  after,  assured  thAt  I 
welcome.  Lamb  went  to  High^ 
leave  to  see  the  nurse  who  hac 
ridge ;  and  being  struck  and  affe 
manilested  towards  his  friend,  ii 
five  guineas  from  him,  —  a  grai 
most  incomprehenuble  to  the  p 
Jjamb  could  not  help  ^ving  as 
aon  of  his  own  gratitude.  Fri 
effort  by  which  Coleridge  had 
uon  of  his  sufierings,  and  the 
even  more  than  the  news  of 
startle  his  friends  sometimes  bj 
*'  Coleridge  is  dead  I "  and  the 
themes,  having  obtained  the  m 
pressed  spirits.  He  still  coi 
monthly  visita  to  Mr.  Gary  ;  ai 
n  acrostic,  or  a  complimentary  ' 
-  of  any  friend.  The  folloi 
ms  in  Terse. 

TO  MABOARET ' 
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Whioh  we  a  daisy  *  call  I 
May  thy  pretty  namesake  b« 
In  all  things  a  type  of  thee, 

And  image  thee  in  all. 

Like  ii  yon  show  a  modest  faeei 
An  unpretending  natiye  grace;— 

The  tulip,  and  the  pink, 
The  china  and  the  damask  rose, 
And  every  flaunting  flower  that  blow% 

In  the  comparing  shrink. 

Of  lowly  fields  yon  think  no  tcom; 
Yet  gayest  gardens  would  adorn, 

And  grace  wherever  set. 
Home-eeated  in  your  lonely  bower, 
Or  wedded — a  transplanted  flower— 
I  bless  you,  Margaret  1 

Chablbb  Lamb. 
Edmonton,  Oct.  8th,  1884. 

A  present  of  game,  from  an  miknown  admirer,  pro- 
dueed  the  following  acknowledgment,  in  the  ^^Athe* 
naBum"  of  80th  November,  destined  to  be,  in  sad 
Teri^,  the  last  essay  of  Elia. 


THOUGHTS  OK  PBESENTS  OF  GAME,  &o. 

**  We  lore  to  have  our  friend  in  the  country  sitting 
'  thns  at  onr  table  by  proxy  ;  to  apprehend  his  presence 
(though  a  hundred  miles  may.be  between  us)  by  a 
"turkey,  whose  goodly  aspect  reflects  to  us  his  ^  plump 
corpusculum ; '  to  taste  him  in  grouse  or  woodcock ; 
to  feel  him  gliding  down  in  the  toast  peculiar  to  the 
tatter;  to  concorporate  him  in  a  slice  of  Canterbury 
brawn.  This  is  indeed  to  have  him  within  ourselves ; 
to  know  him  intimately ;  such  participation  is,  me- 
thinks  tmitit^e,  as  the  old  theologians  phrase  it."  -*-£a^ 
Assays  qf  Mia. 

*  Marguerite,  in  French,  signifies  a  daiST 
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sntB  his  ftcknow] 
nowa,'  for  a  ba 
ikes  for  granted 
!  a  reader  of  th 
[  a  notice  in  the 
nsnlted  the  Del] 
niate  of  Elia,  he 
ceptable.  The 
inta  are  poor  fote 
ire  roasted  bard 
litter  I  —  old  Mr 
Warwickshire,  i 
y  hours  happy  ii 

of  Epping  to  ei 
r  it  But,  in  s[ 
ke  some  fine  pc 
iarisms  firom  a  h 
her  cuckoo  cry 
lat  a  hare,  to  b 
r^ng  sophistical 
'  as  Mrs.  Minikii 
arrived  at  his  ta 
roasted  pig.     B 

appetites  in  ful 
the  receipt  of  r 
respondents  —  gc 
e  of  their  erront 
p  into  mature  1 
"■rom   the  wortli 

a  tithe  contril 
ancients  must  1 
le  word  U^oret 
subtle  analogy  1 
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ror  of  the  latter,  and  the  finer  relishes  of  wit  in  what 
we  most  poorlj  translate  pleasantries.  Tlie  fine  mad- 
nesses of  the  poet  are  the  very  decoction  of  his  diet. 
Thence  is  he  hare-brained.  Harum-scarum  is  a  libel- 
lous unfounded  phrase,  of  modem  usage.  'Tis  true 
the  hare  is  the  most  circumspect  of  animals,  sleeping 
with  her  eye  open.  Her  ears,  ever  erect,  keep  them 
in  that  wholesome  exercise,  which  conduces  them  to 
form  the  very  tit-bit  of  the  admirers  of  this  noble  ani- 
mal. Noble  will  I  call. her,  in  spite  of  her  detractors, 
who  from  occasional  demonstrations  of  the  principle  of 
self-preservation  (common  to  all  animals),  infer  in  her 
a  defect  of  heroism.  Half  a  hundred  horsemen,  with 
thrice  the  number  of  dogs,  scour  the  country  in  pursuit 
of  puss  across  three  counti^ :  and  because  the  well- 
flavored  beast,  weighing  the  odds,  is  willing  to  evade 
the  hue  and  cry,  with  her  delicate  ears  shrinking  per- 
chance fi'om  discord  —  comes  the  grave  naturalist, 
Linnaeus  perchance,  or  Buffon,  and  gravely  sets  down 
the  hare  as  a — timid  animal.  Why,  Achilles,  or  Bully 
Dawson,  would  have  declined  the  preposterous  combat. 
"  In  &ct,  how  light  of  digestion  we  feel  after  a  hare  I 
How  tender  its  processes  after  swallowing  I  What 
chyle  it  promotes  1  How  ethereal  1  as  if  its  living  cel- 
erity were  a  type  of  its  nimble  coursing  through  the 
animal  juices.  The  notice  might  be  longer.  It  is 
intended  less  as  a  Natural  History  of  the  Hare,  than 
a  cursory  thanks  to  the  country  good  '  Unknown.' 
The  hare  has  many  friends,  but  none  sincerer  than 

A  short  time  only  before  Lamb's  fatal  illness,  he 
yielded  to  my  urgent  importunity,  and  met  a  small 
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party  of  his  fiiends  at  dinner,  at  my  hoi 
had  provided  for  Lim  some  of  the  few  c 
which  now  seemed  to  hit  his  fancy,  and 
the  hare,  which  had  supplanted  pig  in  hi 
with  the  hope  of  exciting  his  very  del 
We  were  not  disappointed ;  he  ate  witi 
usnal  with  him  of  lat«  years,  and  passed 
his  happiest  mood.  Among  the  four  oi 
him  on  this  occasion,  the  last  on  which 
health,  were  his  old  friends  Mr.  Barrt 
Procter,  and  Mr.  Forster,  the  author  of 
Eminent  English  Statesmen,"  a  fiiend  of 
recent  date,  hut  one  with  whom  Lamh 
aa  much  at  home  as  if  be  had  known 
Mr.  Field,  in  a  short  but  excellent  men 
in  the  "  Annual  Biography  and  Ohitns 
has  brought  this  evening  vividly  to  reci 
I  have  a  meluicholy  satisiaction  in  <]uol 
irom  it  as  he  has  recorded  it  After  jn 
Lamb's  sense  of  "  The  Virtue  of  Suppre 
ing,"  Mr.  Field  proceeds :  — 

"  We  remember  at  the  very  last  supp 
him,  he  quoted  a  passage  from  Prior's 
Emma,*  illustrative  of  this  disdpline ;  ai 
that  he  loved  Prior  aa  much  as  any  mai 
*  Henry  and  Emma'  was  a  vapid  paraph 
poem  of  '  The  Nuthrowne  Mayde.'  F< 
the  d4voue7nmt  of  the  ballad.  Prior  mak 
oot  to  his  devoted  Emma  — 

*  In  me  behold  the  potent  Edgar's  halT, 
nioitriimt  Earit  him  terrible  in  war. 
Let  Loire  oonf^M,  for  ahe  hu  felt  hit  ■« 
And  trembling  fled  befbre  the  Britlab  In 
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And  SO  on  for  a  dozen  couplets,  heroic,  as  they  are 
called*  And  then  Mr.  Lamb  made  us  mark  the  mod* 
est  simplicity  with  which  the  noble  youth  discloses 
himself  to  his  mistress  in  the  old  poem :  — > 

*Now,  understand, 

To  Westmoreland, 
Which  it  my  heritage^ 
(in  a  parenthesis,  as  it  were,) 

I  wiU  yoa  bring, 

And  with  a  ring, 
By  way  of  marriage,  ' 

I  will  you  take, 

And  lady  make, 
As  shortly  as  I  can. 

So  have  you  won. 

An  EarWston, 
And  not  a  banished  man.* 

Mow  he  loved  these  old  rhymes,  and  with  what  jus- 
tice I*' 

In  December  Mr.  Lamb  received  a  letter  from  a 
gentleman,  a  stranger  to  him,  —  Mr.  Childs,  of  Bun- 
gay, whose  copy  of  "  Elia  "  had  been  sent  on  an  orien- 
tal voyage,  and  who,  in  order  to  replace  it,  applied  to 
Mr.  Lamb.     The  following  is  his  reply :  — 


TO  MR.  CHILDS. 

**  Monday.    Chnroh  Street,  Edmonton,  (not 
Enfield,  as  you  erroneously  direct  yours). 

**  Dear  Sir,  —  The  volume  which  you  seem  to  want 
18  not  to  be  had  for  love  or  money.  I  with  difficulty 
procured  a  copy  for  myself.  Yours  is  gone  to  enlighten 
the  tawny  Hindoos.  What  a  supreme  felicity  to  the 
author  (only  he  is  no  traveller)  on  the  Ganges  or 
Hydaspes  (Indian  streams)  to  meet  a  smutty  Gentoo 
ready  to  burst  with  laughing  at  the  tale  of  Bo-Bo  I  for 


)t]ess  it  hath  been  transla 
East.  I  grieve  the  less, 
1  cannot  gather  from  yoi 
re  that  a  second  series  o 
Woxon,  in  Dover  Street 

Essays  of  EHa,'  and,  I 
former.  Shall  I  order  a 
pt  it  ?  Shall  I  lend  you, 
■  of  the  former  volume  (C 
wo  t  In  return,  you  shi 
oe  of  those  Norfolk-bred 
ly;  I  promise  not  to  ke 
my  name  Bungay  is  I  I 
dent  thence.  I  used  to  t 
1,  or  borough  in  Gothan 
ixistence,  as  part  of  men 
[Here  are  some  line 

part  I  have  scratched  ou 
me  have  yoar  commands 


few  days  after  this  lette 
II  Mr.  Lamb,  which  see 
;h  terminated  in  a  fetal  is 
ning  walk  on  the  Londi 
re  John  Gilpin's  ride 
nst  a  stone,  fell,  and  sligl 
nds  seemed  healing,  wh' 
a  on,  and  be  sunk  ben 
lOut  pain.  On  Friday  i 
a  House,  who  had  been 
of  his  will  some  years  1 
rmed  me  that  he  was  ir 
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Edmonton  on  the  following  morning,  and  found  him 
very  weak,  and  nearly  insensible  to  things  passing 
around  him.  Now  and  then  a  few  words  were  audible, 
firom  which  it  seemed  that  his  mind,  in  its  feebleness, 
was  intent  on  kind  and  hospitable  thoughts.  His  last 
correspondent,  Mr.  Childs,  had  sent  a  present  of  a 
torkey,  instead  of  the  suggested  pig ;  and  the  broken 
sentences  which  could  be  heard,  were  of  some  meeting 
of  friends  to  partake  of  it.  I  do  not  think  he  knew 
me;  and  having  vainly  tried  to  engage  his  attention, 
I  quitted  him,  not  believing  his  death  so  near  at  hand. 
In  less  than  an  hour  afterwards,  his  voice  gradually 
grew  &inter,  as  he  still  murmured  the  names  of  Mox- 
on,  Procter,  and  some  other  old  friends,  and  he  sank 
into  death  as  placidly  as  into  sleep.  On  the  following 
Saturday  his  remains  were  laid  in  a  deep  grave  in  Ed- 
monton churchyard,  made  in  a  spot  which,  about  a 
fortnight  before,  he  had  pointed  out  to  his  sister,  on  an 
ailemoon  wintry  walk,  as  the  place  where  he  wished  to 
be  buried. 

So  died,  in  the  sixtieth  year  of  his  age,  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  and  amiable  men  who  have  ever  lived. 
Few  of  his  numerous  friends  were  aware  of  his  illness 
before  they  heard  of  his  death  ;  and  until  that  illness 
seized  him,  he  had  appeared  so  little  changed  by  time, 
so  likely  to  continue  for  several  years,  and  he  was  so 
intimately  associated  with  every-day  engagements  and 
feelings,  that  the  news  was  as  strange  as  it  was  mourn* 
ftd.  When  the  first  sad  surprise  was  over,  several  of 
his  iiiends  strove  to  do  justice  to  their  own  recollections 
of  him ;  and  articles  upon  his  character  and  writings, 
all  written  out  of  the  heart,  appeared  from  Mr.  Procter 
In  the  "  AthenaBum,'*  from  Mr.  Forster  in  the  "  New 
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Monthly  Maga^ne/'  from  Mr.  Patmore  in  the  *^  Court 
Magaadne,"  and  from  Mr.  Moxon  in  Leigh  Hunt's 
*^  London  Journal/'  besides  others  whose  authors  are 
unknown  to  me ;  and  subsequently  many  affectionate 
allusions,  from  pens  which  his  own  had  inspired,  have 
been  gleaned  out  in  various  passages  of  "  Blackwood," 
**  Praser,"  "  Tait,"  and  almost  every  periodical  work 
of  reputation.  The  "  Recollections  of  Coleridge "  by 
Mr.  Allsop,  also  breathed  the  spirit  of  admiration  fbr 
his  elevated  genius,  which  the  author  —  one  whom 
Lamb  held  in  the  highest  esteem  for  himself,  and  for 
his  devotion  to  Coleridge  —  had  for  years  expressed 
both  in  his  words  and  in  deeds.  But  it  is  not  possible 
for  the  subtlest  characteristic  power,  even  wh^i  ani- 
mated by  the  warmest  personal  regard,  to  give  to  those 
who  never  had  the  privilege  of  his  companionship  an 
idea  of  what  Lamb  was.  There  was  an  apparent  oob« 
tradiction  in  him,  which  seemed  an  inconsistency  be* 
tween  thoughts  closely  associated,  and  which  was  in 
reality  nothing  but  the  contradiction  of  his  genius  and 
his  fortune,  fantastically  exhibiting  itself  in  difl^nt 
aspects,  which  close  intimacy  could  alone  appreciate. 
He  would  startle  yovi  with  the  finest  perception  of 
truth,  separating,  by  a  phrase,  the  real  from  a  tissue 
of  conventional  falsehoods,  and  the  next  moment,  by 
some  whimsical  invention,  make  you  ^^  doubt  truth  to 
Ije  a  liar."  He  would  touch  the  inmost  pulse  of  pro* 
found  affection,  and  then  break  off  in  some  jest,  which 
would  seem  profene  "  to  ears  polite,"  but  carry  as  pro- 
found a  meaning  to  those  who  had  the  right  key,  as  his 
most  pathetic  suggestions :  and  where  he  loved  and 
doted  most,  he  would  vent  the  overflowing  of  his  kei* 
ings  in  words  that  looked  like  rudeness.     He  touches 
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on  this  strange  resource  of  love  in  his  *^  Farewell  to 
Tobacco,"  in  a  passage  which  may  explain  some  start- 
ling freedoms  with  those  he  himself  loved  most  dearly* 

—  "  Irony  all,  and  fetgn'd  abiiM| 
8uoh  as  perplext  lovers  use, 
At  B  need,  when  in  despair, 
To  paint  forth  the  fairest  fair; 
Or  in  part  but  to  express 
That  exceeding  comeliness 
Which  their  fancies  doth  so  strike, 
They  borrow  language  of  dislilc^ , 
And,  instead  of  *  dearest  Miss,* 
Jewel,  honey,  sweetheart,  blisa, 
And  those  forms  of  old  admiring, 
Call  her  cockatrice  and  siren. 
Basilisk,  and  all  that*8  evil, 
Witch,  hyena,  mermaid,  devil, 
Ethiop,  wench,  and  blackamoor. 
Monkey,  ape,  and  twenty  more; 
Friendly  traitress,  loving  foe,— 
Kot  that  she  is  truly  so. 
But  no  other  way  they  know 
A  oontentment  to  express, 
Borders  so  upon  excess, 
That  they  do  not  rightly  woi 
Whether  it  be  pain  or  not." 

Thus,  in  the  veiy  excess  of  affection  to  his  sister, 
whom  he  loved  above  all  else  on  earth,  he  would  some- 
times address  to  her  some  words  of  seeming  reproach, 
y^t  4BO  tinged  with  a  humorous  irony  that  none  but  an 
entire  stranger  could  mistake  his  drift.  His  anxiety 
for  her  health,  even  in  his  most  convivial  moments,  was 
tmceaaing.  If,  in  company,  he  perceived  she  looked 
languid,  he  would  repeatedly  ask  her,  *^  Mary,  does 
your  head  ache  ?  "  **  Don't  you  feel  unwell  ?  "  and 
would  be  satisfied  by  none  of  her  gentle  assurances, 
that  his  fears  were  groundless.  He  was  always  afraid 
»f  her  sensibilities  b^ng  too  deeply  engaged,  and  if  in 
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her  presence  any  painful  accide 
cussed,  he  would  turn  the  conve 
purate  joke.  Miss  Beetham,  th< 
of  Marie,"  which  Lamb  esteem 
gracefiil  and  truly  feminine  worl 
in  female  genius,  who  has  remini 
some  recollections  of  Lamb,  wit 
rushed  me,  relates,  that  once  whe 
Miss  Lamb  of  Charles,  and  in 
Lamb  had  laid  her  hand  kindly  o 
der,  he  came  up  haatllv  and  iote 
*'  Come,  come,  wo  must  not  tal 
took  up  the  conversation  in  his  g. 
Many  of  Lamb's  witty  and 
been  repeated  since  his  death,  w1 
held  in  undying  remembrance ;  I 
of  the  general  tenor  of  his  conve 
more  singular  and  delightful  in  ■ 
never  be  recalled,  than  in  the 
which  it  is  possible  to  qnote.  I 
petiial  eddies  of  verbal  felicity  am 
little  tranquil  intervals  reflecting 
elegance  and  grace.  He  sometin 
startling  succession ;  sometimes 
train  of  sentences  to  introduce  tht 
which,  in  that  case,  was  often  s 
demerit.  At  Mr.  Cary's  one  de 
kept  up  an  elaborate  dissertatioT 
and  abases  of  tlie  word  nice ;  ai 
were  exhausted,  showed  what  he 
by  exclaiming,  "  Well  I  now  we 
of  Nice."  "  A  pun,"  said  he  in 
b  which  he  enlo^zed  the  Odes 
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friends  Hood  and  Reynolds,  "  is  a  thing  of  too  much 
consequence  to  be  thrown  in  as  a  makeweight.  You 
shall  read  one  of  the  Addresses  twice  over  and  miss 
the  puns,  and  it  shall  be  quite  as  good,  or  better,  than 
when  you  discover  them.  A  pun  is  a  noble  thing  per 
86.  O  never  bring  it  in  as  an  accessory  I  A  pun  is  a 
sole  digest  of  reflection  (vide  my  '  Aids '  to  that  awak- 
ing from  a  savage  state)  ;  it  is  entire  ;  it  fills  the  mind ; 
it  is  as  perfect  as  a  sonnet ;  better.  It  limps  ashamed 
in  the  train  and  retinue  of  humor.  It  knows  it 
should  have  an  establishment  of  its  own.  The  one, 
for  instance,  I  made  the  other  day ;  I  forget  which  it 
was.''  Indeed,  Lamb's  choicest  puns  and  humorous 
expressions  could  not  be  recollected.  They  were  bom 
of  the  evanescent  feeling,  and  died  with  it ;  "  one 
moment  brighty  then  gone  forever."  The  shocks  of 
pleasurable  surprise  were  so  rapid  in  succession,  and 
the  thoughts  suggested  so  new,  that  one  destroyed  the 
other,  and  left  only  the  sense  of  delight  behind.  Fre- 
quently as  I  had  the  happiness  of  seeing  him  during 
twenty  years,  I  can  add  notliing  from  my  own  store  of 
recollection  to  those  which  have  been  collected  by 
others,  and  those  I  will  abstain  from  repeating,  so  vapid 
would  be  their  effect  when  printed  compared  to  that 
which  they  produced  when,  stammered  out,  they  gave 
to  the  moment  its  victory. 

It  cannot  be  denied  or  concealed  that  Lamb's  excel- 
lences, moral  and  intellectual,  were  blended  with  a 
single  frailty ;  so  intimately  associating  itself  with  all 
that  was  most  charming  in  the  one,  and  sweetest  in  the 
other,  that,  even  if  it  were  right  to  withdraw  it  wholly 
from  notice,  it  would  be  impossible  without  it  to  do 
justice  to  his  virtues.     The  eagerness  with  which  he 
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would  quaff  exciting  liquors,  from  an  early  period  of 
life,  proved  that  to  a  physical  peculiarity  of  constitution 
was  to  be  ascribed,  in  the  first  instance,  the  strength 
of  the  temptation  with  which  he  was  assailed.  Tliia 
kind  of  corporeal  need  ;  the  struggles  of  deep  thought 
to  overcome  the  bashfulness  and  the  impediment  of 
speech,  which  obstructed  its  utterance ;  the  dull,  heavy^ 
irksome  labora  which  hung  heavy  on  his  mornings,  and 
dried  up  his  spirits  ;  and  still  more,  the  sorrows  which 
had  environed  him,  and  which  prompted  him  to  snatch 
a  fearful  joy ;  and  the  unbounded  craving  after  sym- 
pathy with  human  feelings,  conspired  to  disarm  his 
power  of  resisting  when  the  means  of  indulgence  were 
actually  before  him.  Great  exaggerations  have  been 
prevalent  on  this  subject,  countenanced,  no  doubt,  by 
the  "  Confessions  "  which,  in  tlie  prodigality  of  his 
kindness,  he  contributed  to  his  friend^s  collection  of 
essays  and  authorities  against  the  use  of  spirituous 
liquors  ;  for,  although  he  had  rarely  the  power  to  over- 
come the  temptation  when  presented,  he  made  heroic 
sacrifices  in  flight.  His  final  abandonment  of  tobacco, 
after  many  ineffectual  attempts,  was  one  of  tliese — a 
princely  sacrifice.  He  had  loved  smoking,  "  not  wisely, 
but  too  well,"  for  he  had  been  content  to  use  the  coars- 
est varieties  of  the  '*  great  plant."  When  Dr.  Parr, 
—  who  took  only  the  finest  tobacco,  used  to  half  fill 
his  pipe  with  salt,  and  smoked  with  a  philosophic  calm- 
ness, —  saw  Lamb  smoking  the  strongest  preparation 
of  the  weed,  puffing  out  smoke  like  some  ftuious  En- 
chanter, he  gently  laid  down  his  pipe,  and  asked  him, 
how  he  had  acquired  his  power  of  smoking  at  such  a 
rate  ?  Lamb  replied,  ^'  I  toiled  after  it,  sir,  as  some 
men  toil  afler  virtue. '     Partly  to  shun  the  temptationf 
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of  society,  and  partly  to  preserve  his  sister's  health, 
he  fled  from  London,  where  his  pleasures  and  his  heart 
were,  and  huried  himself  in  the  solitude  of  the  coun- 
try, to  him  always  dismal.  He  would  even  deny 
himself  the  gratification  of  meeting  Wordsworth  or 
Sonthey,  or  use  it  very  sparingly  during  their  visits  to 
London,  in  order  that  the  accompaniments  of  the  table 
might  not  entice  him  to  excess.  And  if  sometimes, 
after  miles  of  solitary  communing  with  his  own  sad 
thoughts,  the  village  inn  did  invite  him  to  quaff  a.  glass 
of  sparkling  ale ;  and  if  when  his  retreat  was  lighted 
up  with  the  presence  of  some  old  friend,  he  was  unable 
to  refrain  from  the  small  portion  which  was  too  much 
for  his  feeble  fi^me,  let  not  the  stout-limbed  and  the 
happy  exult  over  the  consequence  1  Drinking  with 
him,  except  so  far  as  it  cooled  a  feverish  thirst,  was  not 
a  sensual,  but  an  intellectual  pleasure ;  it  lighted  up  his 
fiuling  fancy,  enriched  his  humor,  and  impelled  the 
struggling  thought  or  beautiful  image  into  day ;  and 
perhaps  by  requiring  for  him  some  portion  of  that 
allowance  which  he  extended  to  all  human  frailties, 
endeared  him  the  more  to  those  who  so  often  received, 
and  were  delighted  to  bestow  it. 

Lamb's  indulgence  to  the  failings  of  others  could 
hardly  indeed  be  termed  allowance ;  the  name  of  char- 
ity is  too  cold  to  suit  it.  He  did  not  merely  love  his 
friends  in  spite  of  their  errors,  but  he  loved  them  erroi*s 
and  all ;  so  near  to  him  was  everything  human.  He 
numbered  among  his  associates,  men  of  all  varieties  of 
opinion  —  philosophical,  religious,  and  political  —  and 
found  something  to  like,  not  only  in  the  men  them- 
selves,  but  in  themselves  as  associated  with  their  the- 
ories and  their  schemes.     In  the  high  and  calm,  hxx* 
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Bpeciilations  of  Godwin ;  i 
itt ;  bx  the  gentle  and  gli 
^e ;  in  the  sturdy  oppodtior 
nent ;  in  Leigh  Hunt's  t 
[  patriotism ;  in  the  galUr 
e  found  traits  which  made  t 
him.  When  Leigh  Hunt 
ith  Fields  for  &  libel,  Lamb 
t  visitors — and  when  Thel 
le  "  Champion  "  into  notice, 
im  with  his  pen,  and  to  & 
Jacobin."     In  this  large  in 

bllowlng  litt1«  pmin  — qalU  ont  of 
r  that  JoarnBL 

TUB  THBEE  GRAVl 
Qoce  bj  the  ever-burning  brimstone 
bare  Bedloe,  Oatfis,  and  Jadu  hide  I 
■air  great  Satan  like  a  nxton  atand, 
Ith  his  intolerable  apsde  In  hand, 
l|^ng  three  gravm.  Of  coffin-ahitpc 
}r  thoie  vho,  ooAnleu,  niaat  enter  tl 
'ith  unblest  rilea.  The  shroudi  were 
'hich  Clothe  weaved  In  her  blackeat ' 
IS  diemnl  tint  opprees'd  the  eye,  that 
|>on  it  long,  lika  darknea*  to  be  fblt. 
IB  piilowa  to  these  bHierut  beds  were 
irge,  living,  livid,  meianohol;  loada, 
hOM  aoftnoM  shook'd-  Wormi  of  al' 
■awi'd  round;  and  one  npcoird,  whit 
doleful  bell,  inculcating  deipiir, 
as  alwayi  riagiog  In  the  heavy  air. 
id  all  around  Ihe  detestable  pit 
range  headles)  glioaie  and  quxrter'd 
van  of  blood  Trum  living  traitor*  spl 
:  treachery  «u!ig  from  poverty  to  go 
isk'd  the  lleud,  for  whom  thD<e  rites 
These  graves,"  quoth  be,  "  when  life' 
hen  the  dark  night  cornea,  and  they'i 
Bean  for  Caatlea,  Oliver,  and  Edwan 
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he  lesembled  Professor  Wilson,  who,  notwithstanding 
his  own  decided  opinions,  has  a  compass  of  mind  large 
enough  to  embrace  all  others  which  have  noble  alliances 
within  its  range.*  But  not  only  to  opposite  opinions, 
and  devious  habits  of  thought,  was  Lamb  indulgent; 
he  discovered  "  the  soul  of  goodness  in  things  evil "  so 
vividly,  that  the  surrounding  evil  disappeared  from  his 
mental  vision.  Nothing  —  no  discovery  of  error  or  of 
crime  —  could  divorce  his  sympathy  from  a  man  who 
had  once  engaged  it.  He  saw  in  the  spendthrifl,  the 
outcast,  only  the  innocent  companion  of  his  school-days 
or  the  joyous  associate  of  his  convivial  hours,  and  he 
did  not  even  make  penitence  or  reform  a  condition  of 
his  regard.  Perhaps  he  had  less  sympathy  with  philan- 
thropic schemers  for  the  improvement  of  the  world  than 
with  any  other  class  of  men ;  but  of  these  he  numbered 
two  of  the  greatest,  Clarkson  the  destroyer  of  the  slave- 
trade,  and  Basil  Montague  the  constant  opponent  of 
the  judicial  infliction  of  death ;  and  the  labors  of  neither 
have  been  in  vain  1 

To  those  who  were  not  intimately  acquainted  with 
Lamb,  the  strong  disincUnation  to  contemplate  another 
state  of  being,  which  he  sometimes  expressed  in  his 
serious  conversation,  and  which  he  has  solemnly  con- 
fessed in  his  "  New  Year's  Eve,"  might  cast  a  doubt 
on  feelings  which  were  essentially  pious.  The  same 
peculiarity  of  nature  which  attached  him  to  the  narrow 

*  Lamb  only  once  met  that  remarkable  person,  —  who  has  probably 
more  points  of  resemblance  to  him  than  any  other  living  poet,  —  and  was 
quite  charmed  with  him.  They  walked  out  from  Enfield  together,  and 
strolled  happily  a  long  summer's  day,  not  omitting,  however,  a  call  for  a 
refreshing  draught.  Lamb  called  for  a  pot  of  ale  or  porter  —  half  of 
which  would  have  been  his  own  usual  allowance;  and  was  delighted  to 
hear  the  Professor,  on  the  appearance  of  the  foaming  tankard,  i»y  ra- 
proacbfally  to  the  waiter,  "And  one  for  mel** 
VOL.  n.  6 
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and  crowded  streets,  in  preferem 
the  glen  —  which  made  hitn  k 
circumstances  and  unpleasant  or 
desire  to  seize  and  grasp  all  tl 
him  to  earth,  and  prompted  his 
within  a  narrow  circle.  Yet  i 
adhesion  to  outward  things,  m 
strength  of  a  spirit  destined 
Within  tlie  contracted  sphere  of 
he  detected  the  subtlest  essences 
shed  over  it  a  liglit  from  heave 
divine  &ncies  and 


Although  he  numbered  amo 
thinkers  and  skeptics,  he  had  a  ^ 
&ne  handling  of  sacred  subjects, 
polemical  discussion.  One  evei 
Coleridge  were  in  company,  ai 
had  spoken  slightingly  of  religii 
lent ;  but  when  the  party  bro 
youth  who  had  thus  annoyed 
you  come  here  in  a  hat,  air,  o 

The  range  of  Lamb's  readin 
peculiar.  He  rejoiced  in  all  ol 
cared  little  for  the  modems,  ex 
those  whom  he  loved  as  authors 
friends.  Attached  always  to  th 
ratlier  than  to  "  the  bare  eartl 
and  grass  in  the  green  field,"  he 
dramatists,  whose  beauties  he  su] 
hdghtened,  in  his  suggestive  cri 
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joyed  Wordsworth's  poetry,  especially  "  The  Excur- 
Bion,"  with  a  love  which  grew  upon  him  from  his 
youth,  he  would  repeat  some  of  Pope's  divine  compli- 
ments, or  Dryden's  lines,  weighty  with  sterling  sense 
or  tremendous  force  of  satire,  with  eyes  trembling  into 
tears.  The  comedies  of  Wycherley,  and  Congreve, 
and  Farquhar,  were  not  to  him  gross  and  sensual,  but 
.airy,  delicate  creations,  framed  out  of  coarse  materials 
it  might  be,  but  evaporating  in  wit  and  grace,  harmless 
effusions  of  the  intellect  and  the  fiincy.  The  pondei> 
ous  dulness  of  old  controversialists,  the  dead  weight  of 
volumes  of  once  fierce  dispute,  of  which  time  had 
exhausted  the  venom,  did  not  appall  him.  He  liked  the 
massive  reading  of  the  old  Quaker  records,  the  huge 
density  of  old  schoolmen,  better  than  the  flippancy  of 
modern  criticism.  If  you  spoke  of  Lord  Byron,  he 
would  turn  the  subject  by  quoting  the  lines  descriptive 
of  his  namesake  in  Lovers  Labor  Lo%t  —  **Oft  have  I 
heard  of  you,  my  Lord  Byron,"  &c.  —  for  he  could 
find  nothing  to  revere  or  love  in  the  poetry  of  that  ex- 
traordinary but  most  uncomfortable  poet;  except  the 
apostrophe  to  Parnassus,  in  which  he  exults  in  the 
sight  of  the  real  mountain  instead  of  the  mere  poetip 
image.  All  tlie  Laras,  and  Giaours,  and  Childe 
Harolds,  were  to  him  but  "  unreal  mockeries,"  —  the 
phantasms  of  a  feverish  dream,  —  forms  which  did  not 
appeal  to  the  sympathies  of  mankind,  and  never  can 
find  root  among  them.  Shelley's  poetry,  too,  was  icy 
cold  to  him ;  except  one  or  two  of  the  minor  poems,  in 
which  he  could  not  help  admiring  the  exquisite  beauty 
of  the  expression  ;  and  tlie  "  Cenci,"  in  which,  not- 
witlistanding  the  painful  nature  of  the  subject,  there  is 
a  warmth  and  passion,  and  a  correspondent  simplicity 
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of  diction,  which  prove  how  mighty  a  poet  the  author 
would  have  become  had  he  lived  long  enough  for  his 
feelings  to  have  firee  discourse  with  his  creative  power. 
Responding  only  to  the  touch  of  human  affection,  he 
could  not  bear  poetry  which,  instead  of  making  the 
whole  world  kin,  renders  our  own  passions  and  frailties 
and  virtues  strange  to  us ';  presents  them  at  a  distance 
in  splendid  masquerade  ;  exalts  them  into  new  and  un-* 
authorized  mythology,  and  crystallizes  all  our  freshest 
loves  and  mantling  joys  into  clusters  of  radiant  fancies. 
He  made  some  amends  for  his  indifference  to  Shelley, 
by  his  admiration  of  Mra.  Shelley's  "Frankenstein, 
which  he  thought  the  most  extraordinary  realization  of 
the  idea  of  a  being  out  of  nature  which  had  ever  been 
effected.  For  the  Scotch  novels  he  cared  very  httle, 
not  caring  to  be  puzzled  with  new  plots,  and  preferring 
to  read  Fielding,  and  Smollett,  and  Richardson,  whose 
stories  were  familiar,  over  and  over  again,  to  being 
worried  with  the  task  of  threading  the  maze  of  fresh 
adventure.  But  the  good-naturedness  of  Sir  Walter 
to  all  his  contemporaries  won  his  admiration,  and  he 
heartily  rejoiced  in  the  greatness  of  his  fame,  and  the 
rich  rewards  showered  upon  him,  and  desired  they 
might  accumulate  for  the  glory  of  literature  and  the 
triumph  of  kindness.  He  was  never  introduced  to  Sir 
Walter;  but  he  used  to  speak  with  gratitude  and  pleas- 
ure of  the  circumstances  under  which  he  saw  him 
once  in  Fleet  Street.  A  man,  in  the  dress  of  a 
tnechanic,  stopped  him  just  at  Inner  Temple-gate, 
and  said,  touching  his  hat,  "  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir, 
but  perhaps  you  would  like  to  see  Sir  Walter  Scott ; 
that  is  he  just  crossing  the  road;"  and  Lamb  stam- 
mered out  Ills  hearty  thanks  to  his  truly  humane 
informer. 
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ings  it  is  now  superfluoua  to  speak  ; 
[Countered  long  derision  and  neglect, 
beir  place  among  the  classics  of  his 
stand  alone,  at  once  singular  and 

are  all  carefully  elaborated ;  yet 
written  in  a  higher  defiance  to  the 

of  style.  A  sly  hit,  a  happy  pun, 
lation,  lets  the  light  into  the  intrica- 

and  supplies  the  place  of  ponderous 
serious  conversation  was  his  best,  so 
;  is  far  preferable  to  his  fantastical 
g  as  they  are,  and  suggestive  ever  aa 
nd  invigorating  thoughts.  Seeking 
he  most  part,  in  the  common  paths 
the  humblest,  —  he  ^ves  an  iinpor- 
g,  and  sheds  a  grace  over  all.  The 
eems  to  breathe  around  all  his  per- 
le  venerable  and  the  excellent  in  the 
ances  and  humblest  conditions,  with 
rhich  reveals  the  hidden  soul  of  the 
genius.  'In  all  things  he  is  most 
lodem  writers,  his  works  are  most 
id  to  give  OS  heart-ease  and  to  make 


;ities  of  Lamb's  chequered  life,  that 
1  most,  was  his  intimate  friendship 

greatest  of  our  poets,  —  Coleridge, 
rdsworth  ;  the  last  and  greatest  of 

tribute  to  his  memory,  wliich  may 
moir. 
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"  To  ■  good  Man  of  most  dear  TnsmoTj 

From  the  great  oily  where  lie  fint  drew 
Wu  r«iired  uid  taught;  sad  hambly  « 
To  the  Btrict  labora  of  the  mBrchiinC'a  d 
Bj  duly  ohsinad.  Not  wldom  did  th» 
TeiM,  Hnd  the  thought  o(  time  ta  spenl 
Hii  tpirlt,  but  the  i-ecompenMS  itm  hijcli 
Firm  Independence,  Bounty's  rlj^htfat  > 
Affections,  varm  u  ■□nahine,  tna  u  «i 
And  when  the  precious  taoun  of  laiiun 
Knowtedfte  and  nijdon),  gained  rrom  oc 
With  Ijooki,  or  while  ho  ranged  the  cpo' 
With  a  keen  aye,  and  oTorflowing  heart 
So  gonina  triomphed  oTer  aeeming  wroi 
And  poured  out  truth  in  works  by  (hou, 
Inspired  —  works  potent  over  tmiles  an 
And  HI  round  mountain -tops  tba  ligtatni 
Thai  InnocenUy  ^ported,  breeking  fortli 
A*  IVom  a  cloud  of  some  grave  sympati' 
Humor  and  wild  instiiictive  wit,  and  all 
The  Tivid  flashet  of  his  spoken  words. 
KroiD  the  moat  gentle  creature  nursed  I 
Had  been  derived  the  nnme  he  bora  —  ■ 
Wherever  Christian  altan  have  been  ri 
Hallowed  to  meekness  and  Co  Innocanci 
And  if  in  him  meekneaa  at  times  gave  i 
Provoked  out  of  lienelf  by  (roubles  sin 
Many  and  strange,  that  hung  about  his 
Still,  at  the  centre  of  his  being,  lodged 
A  soul  by  resignation  aanotifled; 
And  if  too  often,  selAroproached,  he  fell 
That  innocence  belongs  not  to  our  kind 
A  power  tbut  never  censed  to  nbide  in 
Charity,  'mid  the  mullilude  of  (ini 
That  ilie  can  cover,  led  not  his  exposec 
To  an  nnftirglving  judgment  from  just  1 
O,  he  was  good,  if  e'er  a  good  man  livei 
»  •  •  • 

From  a  reflecting  mind  and  sorrowing  I 
Thee*  simple  Ibiss  flowed  with  an  ennii 
Though  hut  a  doubting  hope,  that  (he; 
Filly  to  gunrd  tho  preclons  dust  of  him 
Whose  virtaes  called  them  forth.  Tba 
For  much  Chat  truth  most  urgently  reqi 
Had  from  a  fitlterliig  pen  been  asked  in 
Tet,  liaply,  oti  Che  printed  page  rcoelvc 
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The  imperfect  record,  there,  may  stand  unblamed 
As  long  as  verse  of  mine  shall  breathe  the  air 
Of  memory,  or  see  the  light  of  love. 

Thoo  wert  a  scomer  of  the  fields,  my  Friend, 
Bat  more  in  show  than  tmth;  and  from  the  fields, 
And  from  the  monntains,  to  thy  mral  grave 
Transported,  my  soothed  spirit  hovers  o^er 
Its  green  untrodden  tnrf,  and  blowing  flowers; 
And  taking  up  a  voice  shall  speak  (though  still 
Awed  by  the  theme^s  peculiar  sanctity. 
Which  words  less  free  presumed  not  even  to  touch) 
Of  that  iVatemal  love,  whoee  heaven-lit  lamp 
From  infancy,  through  manhood^  to  the  last 
Of  threescore  years,  and  to  thy  latest  hour, 
Burnt  on  with  ever-strengthening  light,  enihrined 
Within  thy  boeom. 

^Wonderftd*  hath  been 
The  love  established  between  man  and  man, 
*  Passing  the  love  of  women;  *  and  between 
Man  and  his  helpmate  in  fest  wedlock  joined 
Through  God,  is  raised  a  spirit  and  soul  of  love 
Without  whose  blissftil  influence  Paradise 
Had  been  no  Paradise;  and  earth  were  now 
A  waste  where  creatures  bearing  human  form 
Direst  of  savage  beasts,  would  roam  in  fear. 
Joyless  and  comfortless.    Our  days  glide  on; 
And  let  him  grieve  who  cannot  choose  but  griev<e 
That  he  hath  been  an  Elm  without  his  Vine; 
And  her  bright  dower  of  clustering  charities, 
That,  round  his  trunk  and  branches,  might  have  dnng 
Enriching  and  adorning.    Unto  thee, 
Not  so  enriched,  not  so  adorned,  to  thee 
Was  given  (say  rather  thou  of  later  birth 
Wert  given  to  her)  a  Sister  *-  *tis  a  word 
Timidly  uttered,  for  she  litesj  the  meek. 
The  self-restraining,  and  tlie  ever-kind; 
In  whom  thy  reason  and  intelligent  heart 
Found  —  for  all  interests,  hopes,  and  tender  carM, 
All  softening,  humanizing,  hallowing  powers. 
Whether  withheld,  or  for  her  sake  unsought— 
More  than  sufiSoient  recompense! 

Her  love 
(What  weakness  prompts  the  voice  to  tell  it  here?) 
Was  as  the  love  of  mothers;  and  when  years, 
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Lifting  the  boy  to  man's  estate,  had  called 

The  long-protected  to  assume  the  part 

Of  a  protector,  the  first  filial  tie 

Was  nndlssolved;  and,  in  or  oat  of  sight. 

Remained  imperishably  interwoven 

With  life  itself.    Thus,  *mid  a  shifting  world, 

Did  thejr  together  testify  of  time 

And  seasons*  difference  —  a  doable  tree 

With  two  collateral  stems  sprang  from  one  root; 

Sach  were  they  —  and  such  throogh  life  they  im^  hav» 

In  anion,  in  partition  only  sach ; 

Otherwise  wnmght  the  will  of  the  Most  High| 

Yet,  throagh  all  visitations  and  all  trials. 

Still  they  were  faithfal ;  like  two  vessels  launched 

From  the  same  beach  one  ocean  to  explore 

With  matual  help,  and  sailing — to  their  league 

True,  as  inexorable  winds,  or  ban 

Floating  or  fixed  of  polar  ice,  allow. 

Bat  tarn  we  rather,  let  my  spirit  tarn 
With  thine,  0  silent  and  invisible  Friend  I 
To  those  dear  intervals,  nor  rare  nor  brief, 
When  reanited,  and  by  choice  withdrawn 
From  miscellaneoas  converse,  ye  were  tangbt 
That  the  remembrance  of  foregone  distress, 
And  the  worse  fear  of  future  ill  (which  oft 
Doth  hang  aroand  it,  as  a  sickly  child 
Upon  its  mother)  may  be  both  alike 
Disarmed  of  power  to  unsettle  present  good 
80  prized,  and  things  inward  and  outward  heM 
In  such  an  even  balance,  that  the  heart 
Acknowledges  God*s  grace,  his  mercy  feeli^ 
And  in  its  depth  of  gratitude  is  sdlL 

O  gift  divine  of  quiet  sequestration  I 
The  hermit,  exercised  in  prayer  and  pralsei 
And  feeding  daily  on  the  hope  of  heaven. 
Is  happy  in  his  vow,  and  fondly  cleaves 
To  life-long  singleness;  but  happier  far 
Was  to  your  souls,  and,  to  the  thoughts  of  ot]m% 
A  thousand  times  more  beaatifUl  appeared, 
Your  dital  loneliness.    The  sacred  tie 
Is  broken;  yet  why  grieve?  for  Time  but  holde 
His  moiety  in  trust,  till  Joy  shall  lead 
Tc  the  blest  world  where  parting  is  unknown.** 
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PREFACE. 


Nearly  twelve  years  have  elapsed  sii.ce  the  Letters 
of  Charles  Lamb,  accompanied  bj  such  slight  sketch 
of  his  Life  as  might  link  them  together,  and  explain 
the  circumstances  to  which  they  refer,  were  given  to 
the  world.  In  the  Preface  to  that  work,  reference  was 
made  to  letters  yet  remaining  mipublished,  and  to  a 
period  when  a  more  complete  estimate  might  be  formed 
of  the  singular  and  delightful  character  of  the  writer 
than  was  there  presented.  That  period  has  arrived. 
Several  of  his  friends,  who  might  possibly  have  felt  a 
moment's  pain  at  the  publication  of  some  of  those  effor 
sions  of  kindness,  in  which  they  are  sportively  men- 
tioned, have  been  removed  by  death ;  and  the  dismissal 
of  the  last,  and  to  him  the  dearest  of  all,  his  sister, 
while  it  has  brought  to  her  the  repose  she  sighed  for 
ever  since  she  lost  him,  has  released  his  biographer 
from  a  difficulty  which  has  hitherto  prevented  a  due 
appreciation  of  some  of  his  noblest  qualities.  Her 
most  lamentable,  but  most  innocent  agency  in  the 
event  which  consigned  her  for  life  to  his  protection, 
forbade  the  introduction  of  any  letter,  or  allusion  to 
any  incident,  which  might  ever,  in  the  long  and  dismal 
twilight  of  consciousness  which  she  endured,  shock  her 
by  the  recurrence  of  long  past  and  terrible  sorrows; 
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and  the  same  consideration  for  her  induced  the  sup* 
pression  of  every  passage  which  referred  to  the  malady 
with  which  she  was  through  life  at  intervals  afflicted. 
Although  her  death  had  removed  the  objection  to  a 
reference  to  her  intermittent  suffering,  it  still  left  a  mo- 
mentous question,  whether  even  then,  when  no  relative 
remained  to  be  affected  by  the  disclosure,  it  would  be 
right  to  unveil  the  dreadful  calamity  which  marked  one 
of  its  earliest  visitations,  and  which,  though  known  to 
most  of  those  who  were  intimate  with  the  surviving 
sufferers,  had  never  been  publicly  associated  with  their 
history.  When,  however,  I  reflected  that  the  truths 
while  in  no  wise  affecting  the  gentle  excellence  of  one 
of  them,  casts  new  and  solemn  lights  on  the  character 
of  the  other ;  that  while  his  frailties  have  received  an 
ample  share  of  that  indulgence  which  he  extended  to 
all  human  weaknesses,  their  chief  exciting  cause  has 
been  hidden;  that  his  moral  strength  and* the  extent 
of  his  sel^acrifice  have  been  hitherto  unknown  to  the 
world ;  I  felt  that  to  develope  all  which  is  essential  to 
the  just  appreciation  of  his  rare  excellence,  was  due 
both  to  him  and  to  the  public.  While  I  still  hesitated 
as  to  the  extent  of  disclosure  needfol  for  this  purpose, 
my  lingering  doubts  were  removed  by  the  appearance 
of  a  full  statement  of  the  melancholy  event,  with  all 
the  details  capable  of  being  collected  from  the  news* 
papers  of  the  time,  in  the  "  British  Quarterly  Review/* 
and  the  diffiision  of  the  passage,  extracted  thence, 
through  several  other  journals.  Afler  this  publication, 
no  doubt  could  remain  as  to  the  propriety  of  publishing 
the  letters  of  Lamb  on  this  event,  eminently  exalting 
the  characters  of  himself  and  his  sister,  and  enabling 
the  reader  to  judge  of  the  sacrifice  which  followed  it. 
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I  have  also  availed  myself  of  the  -opportomty  of 
mtroducing  some  letters,  the  objection  to  publishing 
which  has  been  obviated  by  the  same  great  healer. 
Time ;  and  of  adding  others  which  I  deemed  too  trivial 
for  the  public  eye,  when  the  whole  wealth  of  his  let- 
ters lay  before  me,  collected  by  Mr.  Moxon  from  the 
distinguished  correspondents  of  Lamb,  who  kindly  re- 
sponded to  his  request  for  permission  to  make  the  pub- 
lic sharers  in  their  choice  epistolary  treasures.  The 
appreciation  which  the  letters  already  published,  both 
in  this  country  and  in  America  —  perhaps  even  more 
remarkable  in  America  than  in  England  —  have  at- 
tained, and  the  intei*est  which  the  lightest  fragments 
of  Lamb's  correspondence,  which  have  accidentally  ap- 
peared in  other  quarters,  have  excited,  convince  me 
that  some  letters  which  I  withheld,  as  doubting  their 
worthiness  of  the  public  eye,  will  not  now  be  unwell 
come.  There  is,  indeed,  scarcely  a  note  —  a  wotefet— 
(as  he  used  to  call  his  very  little  letters)  Lamb  ever 
wrote,  which  has  not  some  tinge  of  that  quaint  sweet- 
ness, some  hint  of  that  peculiar  union  of  kindness  and 
whim,  which  distinguish  him  from  all  other  poets  and 
humorists.  I  do  not  think  the  reader  will  complain 
that — with  some  very  slight  exceptions,  which  personal 
c^ensiderations  still  render  necessary  —  I  have  made 
him  a  partaker  of  all  the  epistolary  treasures  which 
the  generosity  of  Lamb's  correspondents  placed  at  Mr. 
Moxon's  disposal. 

When  I  first  considered  the  materials  of  this  work, 
I  purposed  to  combine  them  with  a  new  edition  of  the 
foimer  volumes ;  but  the  consideration  that  such  a 
course  would  be  unjust  to  the  possessors  of  those  vol- 
umes induced  me  to  present  them  to  the  public  in  a 
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separate  form.  In  accomplishing  that  object,  I  have 
felt  the  diflBculty  of  connecting  the  letters  so  as  to  ren- 
der their  attendant  circumstances  intelligible,  without 
falling  into  repetition  of  passages  in  the  previous  biog- 
raphy. My  attempt  has  been  to  make  these  volumes 
subsidiary  to  the  former,  and  yet  complete  in  them- 
selves ;  but  I  fear  its  imperfection  will  require  much 
indulgence  from  the  reader.  The  italics  and  capitals 
used  in  printing  the  letters  are  always  those  of  the 
writer;  and  the  little  passages  sometimes  prefixed  to 
letters,  have  been  printed  as  in  the  originals. 

In  venturing  to  introduce  some  notices  of  Lamb's 
deceased  companions,  I  have  been  impelled  partly  by 
a  desire  to  explain  any  allusion  in  the  letters  which 
might  be  misunderstood  by  those  who  are  not  &miliar 
with  the  fine  vagaries  of  Lamb's  affection,  and  partly 
by  the  hope  of  giving  some  faint  notion  of  the  entire 
circle  with  which  Lamb  is  associated  in  the  recollection 
of  a  few  survivors. 

T.  N.  T. 

LosDQK,  JUJir,  1848. 
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UBTTER8    or    LAMB  TO    COLKBIDQR,    IN  '"BS    flPEDrO    AND 

8UMMKR  OF   1796. 

In  the  year  1795,  Charles  Lamb  resided  with  his 
&ther,  mother,  and  sister,  in  lodgings  at  No.  7,  Little 
Queen  Street,  Holbom.  The  father  was  rapidly  sink- 
ing into  dotage  ;  the  mother  suffered  under  an  infirm- 
ity which  deprived  her  of  the  use  of  her  limbs ;  and 
the  sister  not  only  undertook  the  office  of  daily  and 
nightly  attendance  on  her  mother,  but  sought  to  add 
by  needle-work  to  their  slender  resources.  Their  in- 
come then  consisted  of  an  annuity  which  Mr,  Lamb 
tlie  elder  derived  from  the  old  Bencher,  Mr.  Salt, 
whom  he  had  faithfiiUy  served  for  many  years; 
Charles's  salary,  which  being  that  of  a  clerk  of  three 
years*  standing  in  the  India  House,  could  have  been 
but  scanty ;  and  a  small  payment  made  for  board  by 
an  old  maiden  aunt,  who  resided  with  them.  In  this 
year.  Lamb,  being  just  twenty  years  of  age,  began  to 
write  verses  —  partly  incited  by  the  example  of  his  old 
friend,  Coleridge,  whom  he  regarded  with  as  much 
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reverence  as  affection,  and  partly  inspired  bj  an  attach- 
ment to  a  young  lady  residing  in  the  neighborhood  of 
Islington,  who  is  commemorated  in  his  early  verses  as 
"  the  fair-haired  maid."  How  his  love  {HX)spered  we 
cannot  ascertain ;  but  we  know  how  nobly  that  love, 
and  all  hope  of  the  earthly  blessings  attendant  on  such 
an  affection,  were  resigned  on  the  catastrophe  which 
darkened  the  following  year.  In  the  mean  time,  H" 
youth  was  lonely  — ^rendered  the  more  so  by  the  recol- 
lection of  the  society  of  Coleridge,  who  had  just  left 
London  —  of  Coleridge  iif  the  first  bloom  of  life  and 
genius,  unshaded  by  the  mysticism  which  it  afterwards 
glorified — full  of  boundless  ambition,  love,  and  hope  I 
There  was  a  tendency  to  insanity  in  his  family,  which 
had  been  more  than  once  developed  in  his  sister ;  and 
it  was  no  matter  of  surprise  that  in  the  dreariness  of 
his  solitude  it  fell  upon  him ;  and  that,  at  the  close  of 
the  year,  he  was  subjected  for  a  few  weeks  to  the  re- 
straint of  the  insane.  The  wonder  is  that,  amidst  all 
the  difficulties,  the  sorrows,  and  the  excitements  of  his 
succeeding  forty  years,  it  never  recurred.  Perhaps  the 
tnie  cause  of  this  remarkable  exemption — an  exemp- 
tion the  more  remarkable  when  his  afilictions  are  con- 
sidered in  association  with  one  single  frailty  —  will  be 
found  in  the  sudden  claim  made  on  his  moral  and 
intellectual  nature  by  a  terrible  exigency,  and  by  his 
generous  answer  to  that  claim ;  so  that  a  life  of  sel& 
sacrifice  was  rewarded  by  the  preservation  of  un- 
clouded reason. 

The  following  letter  to  Coleridge,  then  residing  a 
Bristol,  which  is  undated,  but  which  is  proved  by  cir 
cumstances  to  have  been  written  in  the  spring  of  1796 
and  which  is  probably  the  earliest  of  Lamb's  lettei 
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which  have  been  preserved,  contains  his  own  acconnt 
of  this  seizure.  Allusion  to  the  same  event  will  be 
perceived  in  two  letters  of  the  same  year,  after  which 
no  reference  to  it  appears  in  his  correspondence,  nor 
can  any  be  remembered  in  his  conversations  with  bin 
dearest  friends. 


rO  MB.  COLERIDGE. 

••179S. 

**Dear  C ,  make  yoursdf  perfectly  easy  about 

May.  I  paid  his  bill  when  I  sent  your  clothes.  I 
was  flush  of  money,  and  am  so  sdll  to  all  the  purposes 
of  a  single  life ;  so  give  yourself  no  ftuiher  concern 
about  it.  The  money  would  be  superfluous  to  me  if  I 
had  it. 

^^  When  Southey  becomes  as  modest  as  his  prede- 
cessor Milton,  and  publishes  his  Epics  in  duodecimo,  I 
will  read  *em ;  a  guinea  a  book  is  somewhat  exorbitant, 
nor  have  I  the  opportunity  of  borrowing  the  work. 
The  extracts  from  it  in  the  ^  Monthly  Review,'  and  the 
short  passages  in  your  *  Watchman,'  seem  to  me  much 
superior  to  anything  in  his  partnership  account  with 
Lovell.  Your  poems  I  shall  procure  forthwith.  There 
were  noble. lines  in  what  you  inserted  in  one  of  your 
numbers,  from  *  Religious  Musings ; '  but  I  thought 
them  elaborate.  I  am  somewhat  glad  you  have  given 
up  that  paper ;  it  must  have  been  dry,  unprofitable, 
and  of  *  dissonant  mood '  to  your  disposition.  I  wish 
VDu  success  in  all  your  rmdertakings,  and  am  glad  to 
hear  yoo  are  employed  about  the  ^  Evidences  of  Re- 
ligion.*   There  is  need  of  multiplying  such  books  a 

voun  7 
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hundredfold  in  this  philosophical  age,  to  prevent  con- 
verts to  atheism,  for  they  seem  too  tough  disputants  to 
meddle  with  afterwards. 

**  Le  Grice  is  gone  to  make  puns  in  Cornwall.  He 
has  got  a  tutorship  to  a  young  boy  living  with  his 
mother,  a  widow-lady.  He  will,  of  course,  initiate 
him  quickly  in  *  whatsoever  things  are  lovely,  honor- 
able, and  of  good  report.'  Coleridge!  I  know  not 
what  suffering  scenes  you  have  gone  through  at  Bris- 
tol. My  life  has  been  somewhat  diversified  of  late. 
The  six  weeks  that  finished  last  year  and  began  this, 
your  very  humble  servant  spent  very  agreeably  in  a 
mad-house,  at  Hoxton.  I  am  got  somewhat  rational 
now,  and  don't  bite  any  one.  But  mad  I  was  I  And 
many  a  vagary  my  imagination  played  with  me, 
enough  to  make  a  volume,  if  all  were  told.  My  son- 
nets I  have  extended  to  the  number  of  nine  since  I 
saw  you,  and  will  some  day  communicate  to  you.  I 
am  beginning  a  poem  in  blank  verse,  which,  if  I  finish, 
I  publish.  White  is  on  the  eve  of  publishing  (he  took 
the  hint  from  Vortigem)  '  Original  letters  of  Falstaff, 
Shallow,'  &c.,  a  copy  you  shall  have  when  it  comes 
out.  They  are  without  exception  the  best  imitations 
I  ever  saw.  Coleridge  I  it  may  convince  you  of  my 
regards  for  you  when  I  tell  you  my  head  ran  on  you  in 
my  madness,  as  much  almost  as  on  another  person, 
who  I  am  inclined  to  think  was  the  more  immediate 
cause  of  my  temporary  frenzy. 

♦*  The  sonnet  I  send  you  has  small  merit  as  poetry , 
out  you  will  be  curious  to  read  it  when  I  tell  you  it 
was  imtten  in  my  prison-house  in  one  of  my  lucid 
intervals. 
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TO  MT  SISTER. 

*If  ftom  my  Itps  some  angry  accents  felt, 

Peevish  complaint,  or  harsh  reproof  unkind, 

*Twa8  but  the  error  of  a  sickly  mind 
And  troubled  thoughts,  clouding  the  purer  welly 

And  waters  clear,  of  Reason ;  and  for  me 

Let  this  my  yerse  the  poor  atonement  be  — 

My  verse,  which  thou  to  praise  wert  e*er  inclined 

Too  highly,  and  irith  a  partial  eye  to  see 
Mo  blemish.    Thou  to  me  didst  ever  show 

Kindest  affection;  and  wouldst  oft-times  lend 

An  ear  to  the  desponding  love-sick  lay. 

Weeping  my  sorrows  with  me,  who  repay 
But  ill  the  mighty  debt  of  love  I  owe, 

Mary,  to  thee,  my  sister  and  my  friend* 

**With  these  lines,  and  with  that  sister's  kindest 

remembrances  to  C ,  I  conclude. 

"  Yours  sincerely,  Lamb." 

**  Your  *  Conciones  ad  Populum '  are  the  most  elo- 
quent politics  that  ever  came  in  my  way. 

"Write  when  convenient  —  not  as  a  task,  for  hero 
is  nothing  in  this  letter  to  answer. 

"We  cannot  send  our  remembrances  to  Mrs.  C, 
not  having  seen  her,  but  believe  me  our  best  good 
wishes  attend  you  both. 

"  My  civic  and  poetic  compliments  to  Southey  if  at 
Bristol;  —  why,  he  is  a  very  Leviathan  of  Bards  — 
the  small  minnow,  I !  '* 

In  the  spring  of  this  year,  Coleridge  proposed  the 
association  of  those  first  efforts  of  the  young  clerk  in 
the  India  House,  which  he  had  prompted  and  praised, 
with  his  own,  in  a  new  edition  of  his  Poems,  to  which 
Mr.  Charles  Lloyd  also  proposed  to  contribute.     The 


4- 

.  > 


100  LETTERS  TO  COLEBIDGE. 

following  letter  comprises  Sonnets  transmitted  to  Cole- 
ridge  for  this  purpose,  accompanied  by  remarks  so 
characteristic  as  to  induce  the  hope  that  the  reader  will 
forgive  the  introduction  of  these  small  gems  of  verse 
which  were  published  in  due  course,  for  the  sake  of 
the  original  setting. 


TO  MB.   COLEBIDGE. 

•1T9S. 

**  I  am  in  such  violent  pain  with  the  headache,  that 
I  am  fit  for  nothing  but  transcribing,  scarce  for  that. 
When  I  get  your  poems,  and  the  *  Joan  of  Arc,'  I  will 
exercise  my  presumption  in  giving  you  my  opinion  of 
'em.  The  mail  does  not  come  in  before  to-morrow 
(Wednesday)  morning.  The  following  Sonnet  was 
composed  during  a  walk  down  into  Hertfordshire  early 
in  last  summer :  — 

'*Tbe  Lord  of  Light  shakes  off  his  drowsyhed.^ 

Fresh  from  hii)  couch  up  springs  the  lusty  van, 

And  girds  himself  his  mighty  race  to  run; 
Meantime,  by  truant  love  of  rambling  led 
I  turn  my  back  on  thy  detested  walls. 

Proud  city,  and  thy  sons  I  leaye  behind 

A  selfish,  sordid,  money-getting  kind, 
Who  shut  their  ears  when  holy  Freedom  oalli* 
I  pass  not  thee  so  lightly,  humble  spire, 

That  mindest  me  of  many  a  pleasure  gene, 

Of  merrier  days,  of  Love  and  Islington, 
Kindling  anew  the  flames  of  past  desire; 

And  I  shall  muse  on  thee,  slow  journeying  on. 
To  the  green  plains  of  pleasant  Hertfordshire. 

*^  The  last  line  is  a  copy  of  Bowleses,  *  To  the  green 

^  **  Drowsyhed "  I  have  met  with,  I  think.  In  Spenser.  'Tis  an  old 
thhig,  but  It  rhymes  with  led,  and  rhymbig  ooven  a  multitude  of  Uoeniet 
»-  C.  Lamb*s  Manuscripts. 
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hamlet  in  the  peaceful  plain.'  Your*  ears  are  not  so 
very  fastidious ;  many  people  would  not  like  words  so 
prosaic  and  &miliar  in  a  Sonnet  as  Islington  and  Hert- 
fordshire. The  next  was  written  within  a  day  or  two 
of  the  last,  on  revisiting  a  spot  where  the  scene  was 
laid  of  my  first  Sonnet  *  that  mocked  my  step  with 
many  a  lonely  glade/ 

*  When  last  I  royed  these  winding  wood-walks  green, 
Green  winding  walks,  and  shady  pathways  sweet| 

Oft-times  woold  Anna  seek  the  silent  scene, 
Shroading  her  beauties  in  the  lone  retreat. 

Ko  more  I  hear  her  footsteps  in  the  shade; 
Her  image  only  in  these  pleasant  wa3rs 
Meets  me  self- wandering,  where  hi  happier  days 

I  held  free  converse  with  my  fair-haired  maid. 
I  passed  the  little  cottage  which  she  loved, 

The  cottage  which  did  once  my  all  contain; 

It  spake  of  days  that  ne*er  must  come  again; 
Spake  to  my  heart,  and  much  my  heart  was  moved. 

Kow  *  Fair  befkl  thee,  gentle  maid,'  said  I ; 

And  from  the  cottage  turned  me  with  a  sigh. 

**The  next  retains  a  few  lines  fi*om  a  Sonnet  of 
mine  which  you  once  remarked  had  no  ^  body  of 
thought '  in  it.  I  agree  with  you,  but  have  preserved 
a  part  of  it,  and  it  runs  thus.  I  flatter  myself  you 
will  like  it:  — 

**  A  timid  grace  sits  trembling  in  her  eye, 

As  loth  to  meet  the  nideness  of  men*s  sight; 
Yet  shedding  a  delicious  lunar  light, 

That  steeps  in  kind  oblivious  eestacy 

The  care-crazed  mind,  like  some  still  melody; 

Speaking  most  plain  the  thoughts  which  do  possess 
Her  gentle  sprite,  peace  and  meek  quietness. 

And  innocent  loves,*  and  maiden  purity: 
A  look  whereof  might  heal  the  cruel  smart 

Of  chaDged  friends;  or  Fortnne*s  wrongs  unkind; 

*  Cowley  uses  tliis  phrase  with  a  somewhat  dtfibrent  meaning.  I  BMOit, 
tores  of  natives,  friends,  &c.  —  C.  Lamb*s  Manuscripts 
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Might  to  tweet  deeds  of  mercj  move  the  heixt 
Of  him,  who  hatee  h\i  brethren  of  mankind: 
Torned  are  those  beams  from  me,  who  fondlj  yet 
Past  joys,  yain  loves,  and  buried  hopes  regret. 

♦*The  next  and  last  I  value  most  of  all.  *Twaa 
eomposed  close  upon  the  heels  of  the  last,  in  that  very 
wood  I  had  in  mind  when  I  wrote  —  *  Methinks  how 
dainty  sweet.* 

*  We  were  two  pretty  babes,  the  youngest  she, 
The  youngest,  and  the  loveliest  far,  I  ween, 
And  Innocence  her  name.    The  time  has  been 

We  two  did  love  each  other's  company; 
Time  was,  we  two  had  wept  to  have  been  apart i 
But  when,  with  show  of  seeming  good  begnil*df 
I  left  the  garb  and  manners  of  a  child, 

And  my  first  love  for  man*s  society, 
Defiling  with  the  world  my  virgin  heart— 

My  loved  compimion  dropt  a  tear,  and  fled. 

And  hid  in  deepest  shades  her  awful  head. 
Beloved !  who  can  tell  me  where  thou  art— 

In  what  delicious  Eden  to  be  found  — > 

That  I  may  seek  thee  the  wide  world  around? 

**  Since  writing  it,  I  have  found  in  a  poem  by  Hamit 
ton  of  Bangor,  these  two  lines  to  ^  Happiness.' 

Nun,  sober  and  devout,  where  art  thou  fled 
To  hide  in  shades  thy  meek  contented  head? 

Lines  eminently  beautiful ;  but  I  do  not  remember 
having  read  them  previously,  for  the  credit  of  my 
tenth  and  eleventli  lines.  Pamell  has  two  lines  (which 
probably  suggested  the  above)  to  ^  Contentment.' 

Whither,  ah !  whither  art  thou  fled 
To  hide  thy  meek  contented  *  head?    * 

*  An  odd  epithet  for  Ckmtentment  In  a  poet  so  poetical  as  PanelL  —  (X 
Lamb's  Manuscripts. 
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"  Cowley's  exquisite  *  Elegy  on  the  death  of  hia 
friend  Harrey/  suggested  the  phrase  of  ^  we  two/ 

Was  there  a  tree  that  did  not  know 
The  lore  betwixt  us  two? 

♦*  So  much  for  acknowledged  plagiarisms,  the  confes- 
rion  of  which  I  know  not  whether  it  has  more  of  van- 
ity or  modesty  in  it.  As  to  my  blank  verse,  I  am  so 
dismally  slow  and  sterile  of  ideas  (I  speak  from  my 
heart}  that  I  much  question  if  it  will  ever  come  to  any 
issue.  I  have  hitherto  only  hammered  out  a  few  inde- 
pendent, unconnected  snatches,  not  in  a  capacity  to  be 
sent.  I  am  very  ill,  and  will  rest  till  I  have  read  your 
poems,  for  which  I  am  very  thankful.  I  have  one 
more  favor  to  beg  of  you,  that  you  never  mention  Mr. 
May's  affidr  in  any  sort,  much  less  think  of  repaying. 
Are  we  not  flocci-nauci-what-d'ye-call-'em-ists  ?  We 
have  just  learned  that  my  poor  brother  has  had  a  sad 
accident,  a  large  stone  blown  down  by  yesterday's  high 
wind  has  bruised  his  leg  in  a  most  shocking  manner ; 
he  is  under  the  care  of  Cruikshanks.  Coleridge !  there 
are  10,000  objections  against  my  paying  you  a  visit 
at  Bristol ;  it  cannot  be  else ;  but  in  this  world  'tis 
better  not  to  think  too  much  of  pleasant  possibles, 
that  we  may  not  be  out  of  humor  with  present  in- 
sipids.  Should  anything  bring  you  to  London,  you 
will  recollect  No.  7,  Little  Queen  Street,  Holbom. 

"  I  shall  be  too  ill  to  call  on  Wordsworth  myself, 
but  will  take  care  to  transmit  him  his  poem,  when  I 
have  read  it.  I  saw  Le  Grice  the  day  before  his  de- 
parture, and  mentioned  incidentally  his  *  teaching  the 
young  idea  how  to  shoot.'  Knowing  him  and  the 
probability  there  is  of  people  having  a  pro})ensity  to 
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pun  in  his  company,  jou  will  not  wonder  that  we  both 
stumbled  on  the  same  pun  at  once,  he  eagerly  anticipat- 
.  ing  me,  —  ^  he  would  teach  him  to  shoot  I '  Poor  Le 
Grice  I  if  wit  alone  could  entitle  a  man  to  respect,  &c^ 
he  has  written  a  very  witty  little  pamphlet  lately^  satir- 
ical upon  college  declamations.  When  I  send  White's 
book,  I  will  add  that  I  am  sorry  there  should  be  any 
difference  between  you  and  Southey.  *  Between  yoa 
two  there  should  be  peace,'  tho'  I  must  say  I  have 
borne  him  no  good-will  since  he  spirited  you  away  fiom 
among  us.  What  is  become  of  Moschus  ?  You  sported 
some  of  his  sublimities,  I  see,  in  your  *  Watchman.* 
Very  decent  things.  So  much  for  to-night  from  your 
afflicted,  headachey,  sore-throatey,  humble  servant, 

"  a  Lamb." 

"  Tuesdoj/  night, — Of  your  *  Watchman,'  the  *  Review 
of  Burke '  was  the  best  prose.  I  augured  great  things 
from  the  first  number.  There  is  some  exquisite  poetry 
interspersed.  I  have  re-read  the  extract  from  the  ^  R&« 
ligious  Musings,'  and  retract  whatever  invidious  there 
was  in  my  censure  of  it  as  elaborate.  There  are  times 
when  one  is  not  in  a  disposition  thoroughly  to  relish 
good  writing.  I  have  re-read  it  in  a  more  fitvorable 
moment,  and  hesitate  not  to  pronounce  it  sublime.  If 
there  be  anything  in  it  approaching  to  tumidity  (which 
I  meant  not  to  infer;  by  elaborate  I  meant  simply 
labored),  it  is  the  gigantic  hyperbole  by  which  you 
describe  the  evils  of  existing  society;  *  snakes,  lions, 
hyenas,  and  behemoths,'  is  carrying  your  resentment 
beyond  bounds.  The  pictures  of  *•  The  Simoom,'  of 
*  Frenzy  and  Ruin,'  of  *  The  Whore  of  Babylon,'  and 
^  The  Cry  of  the  Foul  SpiriU  disherited  of  Earth»'  and 
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*  tLe  strange  beatitude '  which  the  good  man  shall  reo- 
ognize  in  heaven,  as  weji  as  the  particularizing  of  the 
children  of  wretchedness  (I  have  unconsciouslj  included 
every  part  of  it),  form  a  variety  of  uniform  excellence. 
I  hunger  and  thirst  to  read  the  poem  complete.  That 
ia  a  capital  line  in  jour  dxth  number. 

*  This  dark,  frieze-coated,  hoarse,  teeth-chattering  month.' 

Thej  are  exactly  such  epithets  as  Bums  would  have 
stumbled  on,  whose  poem  on  the  ploughed-up  daisy 
you  seem  to  have  had  in  mind.  Your  complaint,  that 
of  your  readers  some  thought  there  was  too  much, 
some  too  little  original  matter  in  your  numbers,  re- 
minds me  of  poor  dead  Parsons  in  the  ^  Critic'  *  Too 
little  incident!  Give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  sir,  there 
is  too  much  incident.'  I  had  like  to  have  forgot  thank- 
ing you  for  that  exquisite  little  morsel,  the  first  Scla- 
vonian  Song.  The  expression  in  the  second,  —  *  more 
happy  to  be  unhappy  in  hell ; '  is  it  not  very  quaint  ? 
Accept  my  thanks,  in  common  with  those  g£  all  who 
love  good  poetry,  for  *  The  Braes  of  Yarrow.'  I  con- 
gratulate you  on  the  enemies  you  must  have  made  by 
your  splendid  invective  against  the  barterers  in  human 
flesh  and  sinews.  Coleridge  I  you  will  rejoice  to  hear 
that  Cowper  is  recovered  from  his  lunacy,  and  is 
employed  on  his  translation  of  the  Italian,  &c.,  poems 
of  Milton  for  an  edition  where  Fuseli  presides  as  de- 
signer. Coleridge  I  to  an  idler  like  myself,  to  write 
and  receive  letters  are  both  very  pleasant,  but  I  Vtish 
not  to  break  in  upgn  your  valuable  time  by  expecting 
to  hear  very  frequently  from  you.  Reserve  that  obli- 
^tion  for  your  moments  of  lassitude,  when  you  have 
uothing  else  to  do  ;  for  your  loco-restive  and  all  your 
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idle  propensities,  of  course,  have 
ties  of  providing  for  a  family, 
ont  no  parcel ;  yet  this  is  Tue 
till  to-morrow,  for  a  niche  and  a 
criticisiiis.  By  the  way  I  hope 
own  only  copy  of  '  Joan  of  Arc 
return  it  immediately. 

"  Your  parcel  ii  come  ;  yott  h 


'*  Wordsworth's  poem  I  havt 
without  delight.     Poor  Lovell  I 
cuses  me  for  the  light  manner 
not  dreaming  of  his  death.     M; 
accumulated  troubles ;  God  Bene 
patience.     I  conjure  you  drean 
think  of  being  repaid ;  the  very 
ears.     I  have  read  all  your  *  E 
iminterTupted  feelings  of  profoi 
may  safely  rest  ^our  fame  on  i' 
things  are  what  I  have  befbr 
nothing  by  my  recollection  of  y 
'em,  for  I  too  bear  in  mind  '  t 
absent  friends,  and  can  occasio] 
ner  for  the  amusement  of  thos 
Your  impassioned  manner  of  r« 
any  time  to  mine  own  heart  : 
by'Standers.    I  rather  wish  you 
Chatterton  concluding  as  it  did 
of  unity.      The  conclusion  of 
ings,'  I  fear  will  entitle  you 
beloved  woman,  who  wisely  wil 
to  run  riot,  but  bids  you  walk  1.........^  .......  j^^  „„« 

The  very  last  words, '  I  exerdse  my  young  noviciate 
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thought  in  ministeries  of  heart-stirring  song,'  though 
now  new  to  me,  cannot  be  enough  admired.  To  spi 
politely,  they  are  a  well-tunied  compliment  to  Pool 
I  hasten  to  read  *  Joan  of  Arc,'  &c.  I  haye  read  y 
lines  at  the  beginning  of  second  book :  they  are  wor 
of  Milton ;  bnt  in  my  mind  yield  to  your  '  Reli^ 
Mnmigs.'  I  shall  read  the  whole  carefully,  and 
some  future  letter  take  the  liberty  to  particularize 
opinions  of  it.  Of  what  is  new  to  me  among  y 
po^ns  next  to  the  '  Musings,*  that  beginning  ' 
Pensive  Sara '  gave  me  most  pleasure :  the  lines  in 
just  alluded  to  are  most  exquisite ;  they  made  my  si 
and  self  smile,  as  conveying  a  pleasing  picture  of  i 
C.  checking  your  wild  wanderings,  which  we  wen 
fond  of  hearing  yon  indulge  when  among  ns.  It 
endeared  as  more  than  anythbg  to  your  good  li 
and  your  own  sel^rqtroof  that  follows  delighted 
'Tis  a  charming  poem  throughout  (you  have  well 
marked  that  charming,  admirable,  exquisite  are 
words  expressive  of  feelings  more  than  conveying 
ideas,  else  I  might  plead  very  well  want  of  room  in 
paper  as  excuse  for  generali^ng).  I  want  room  to 
you  how  we  are  charmed  with  your  verses  in  the  n 
ner  of  Spenser,  &c.  &c.  &c.  &c.  &c.  I  am  glad 
resume  the  *  Watchman.'  Change  the  name ;  li 
out  all  articles  of  news,  and  whatever  things  are  p 
liar  to  newspapers,  and  confine  yourself  to  ethics,  Vi 
criticism  —  or  rather  do  not  confine  yourself, 
your  plan  be  as  dlduse  as  the  '  Spectator,'  and 
uswer  for  it  the  work  prospers.  If  I  am  vain  enc 
>  think  I  can  be  a  contributor,  rely  on  my  inc 
ons.  Coleridge  I  in  reading  your  '  Religious  I 
igB,'  I  felt  a  transient  superiori^  over  you.    I 
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seen  PriestJy.  I  loye  to  see 
vritingB.  I  love  and  horn 
Too  WDold  be  charmed  with 
read  'em.  You  have  doubtl 
tive  of  the  doctrine  of  New 
work  of  his  in  answer  to  Ps 
ing  an  account  of  the  man, 
written  bj  Lindsej,  his  dean 
leading. 

"  Tuesday  eve.  —  Forgive 
too  brirf  for  all  I  could  wis 
comfiut,  and  all  that  are  < 
lores  and  best  good  wishes 


The  parcel  mentioned  in  i 
*'  Joan  rf  Are,"  and  a  reqi 
Lamb  would  freely  criticize 
their  aelectioti  and  correct 
volume.  The  replj  ia  cont 
ter  which,  written  on  aevei 
treme  top  of  the  first  page, 
introduction,  and  is  comprisi 
of  foolsc^. 

TO  MB.  CO 
"  With  '  Joan  of  Arc ' 
amazed ;  I  had  not  presum 
Boch  excellence  fi:vm  Sont! 
alone  sufficient  to  redeem  tl 
live  in  from  the  imputation 
were  there  no  snch  beings  ex 
Cowper,  and ;  fill  up  tl 
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I  say  nothing.  The  subject  is  well  chosen.  It  opens 
well.  To  become  more  particular,  I  will  notice  in  their 
order  a  few  passages  that  chiefly  stmck  me  on  perusal. 
Page  26,  *  Fierce  and  terrible  Benevolence ! '  is  a 
phrase  tuH  of  grandeur  and  originality.  The  whole 
context  made  me  feel  possessed^  even  like  Joan  her- 
self. Page  28,  *It  is  most  horrible  with  the  keen 
sword  to  gore  the  finely-fibred  human  firame,'  and  what 
follows,  pleased  me  mightily.  In  the  2nd  Book,  the 
first  forty  lines  in  particular  are  majestic  and  high- 
sounding.  Indeed  the  whole  vision  of  the  Palace  of 
Ambition  and  what  follows  are  supremely  excellent. 
Your  simile  of  the  Laplander,  *  By  Niemi's  lake,  or 
Balda  Zhiok,  or  the  mossy  stone  of  Solfar^Kappar,'  * 
will  bear  comparison  with  any  in  Milton  for  fulness 
of  drcnmstance  and  lofty-pacedness  of  versification. 
Southey's  similes,  though  many  of  'em  are  capital, 
are  all  inferior.  In  one  of  his  books,  the  simile  of 
the  oak  in  the  storm  occurs,  I  think,  four  times.  To 
return;  the  light  in  which  you  view  the  heathen 
deities  is  accurate  and  beautiful.  Southey's  personi* 
fications  in  this  book  are  so  many  fine  and  fiitdtless 
pictures.  I  was  much  pleased  with  your  manner  of 
accounting  for  the  reason  why  monarchs  take  delight 
in  war.  At  the  447  th  line  you  have  placed  Prophets 
and  Enthusiasts  cheek  by  jowl,  on  too  intimate  a 
footing  for  the  dignity  of  the  former.  Necessarian* 
like-speaking,  it  is  correct.  Page  98,  ^Dead  is  the 
Douglas  I  cold  thy  warrior  firame,  illustrious  Buchan,' 
&c.,  are  of  kindred  excellence  with  Gray's  *•  Cold  is 
Cadwallo's    tongue,'  Ac.      How  famously   the  Maid 

*  Lapland  monotains.    The  yorees  referred  to  are  pnblished  In  Hxk 
Oatoridge*B  Poem  ertiUed  **  The  Dettiny  of  Nations  i  a  Vision." 
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baffles  the  Doctors,  Seraphic  aii< 
aH  their  tnunpery  I '  Page  126 
appearances  of  the  Maid,  of  the 
leans  and  of  Tremouille,  are  Ail 
and  exquisite  melody  of  versifica 
cations  &om  line  303  to  309,  in  tl 
had  better  been  omitted ;  they  t 
and  only  encumber.  The  conve 
Conrade  hold  on  the  banks  of  tl 
beautiful.     Page  313,  the  conjei 

*  all  things  are  that  seem,'  is  o 
which  the  Poet  delights  to  admi 
creed,  by  the  way,  more  marvel! 
ever  Athanasius  dreamed  of.  P 
meniion  those  lines  ending  with 
gnawing  at  her  heart  1 '     Tliey  ar 

*  he  toiled  and  toiled,  of  toil  to  ree 
toil  and  never-ending  woe.'  Pag 
as  Hogarth  might  have  painted  hi 
passage  about  Love  (where  he  se 
jugal  love  with  creating  and  prt 
coniused,  and  sickens  me  with  i 
Bonifications;  else  that  ninth  B 
the  volume — an  exquisite  combin 
and  the  ternble :  I  liave  never 
translation,  but  such  I  conceive 
Danta  or  Aiiosto.  The  tenth  I 
guid.  On  the  whole,  consideiinj 
"^vith  the  poem  was  finished,  I  1 
infreqoency  of  weak  lines.  I  he 
verbose.  Joan,  I  think,  does 
Dunois  perhaps  the  same ;  Com 
anecdotes  interspersed  among  th. 
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mind  veiy  agreeably,  and  I  am  delighted  with  thn 
Dutnj  passages  of  simple  pathos  abounding  throng 
the  poem,  passages  .which  the  anther  of  '  Crazy  K 
might  have  written.  Has  not  Master  Sonthey  b; 
very  slightingly,  in  Us  preface,  and  dispara^ngl; 
Cowper's  Homer  ?  What  makes  him  reluctant  to 
Cowper  his  feme?  And  does  not  Southey  oso 
often  the  expletives  '  did,'  and  *  does  ? '  They  ! 
a  good  effect  at  times,  but  are  too  mconsiderablt 
rather  become  blemishes,  when  they  mark  a  style, 
the  whole,  I  expect  Soutbey  one  day  to  rival  Mil 
I  already  deem  him  equal  to  Cowper,  and  superio 
all  living  poets  besides.  What  says  Coleridge  ? 
*  Monody  on  Henderson '  is  immensely  good,  the  res 
that  little  volume  is  readable,  and  above  medioarity 
proceed  to  a  more  pleasant  task  ;  pleasant  because 
poems  are  yours ;  pleasant  because  you  impose  the 
on  me  ;  and  pleasant,  let  me  add,  because  it  will  co 
a  whimsical  importance  on  me,  to  sit  in  judgment  i 
your  rhymes.  First,  though,  let  me  thank  you  a, 
and  again,  in  my  own  and  my  sister's  name,  for  \ 
invitations ;  nothing  could  ^ve  us  more  pleasure  1 
to  come,  but  (were  there  no  other  reasons}  while 
brother's  leg  is  so  had  it  is  out  of  the  question.  1 
fellow^  he  is  very  feverish  and  lightr-headed,  but  Ci 
shanks  has  pronounced  the  symptoms  favorable, 
gives  us  every  hope  that  there  will  be  no  need  of 
putatioD  :  God  send  not  I  We  ai-e  necessarily  conf 
with  him  all  the  afternoon  and  evening  till  very  lat 
that  I  am  stealing  a  few  minutes  to  write  te  you. 

*'  Thank  you  for  your  frequent  letters ;  you  are 
only  correspondent,  and,  I  might  add,  the  only  in 
I  have  in  the  world.     I  go  nowhere,  and  have  no 
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qnaintance.  Slow  of  speech,  and  reserved  of  manners, 
no  one  seeks  or  cares  for  mj  society;  and  I  am  left 
alone.  Allen  calls  only  occasionally,  as  though  it  were 
a  duty  rather,  and  seldom  stays  ten  minutes.  Then 
judge  how  thankful  I  am  for  your  letters  I  Do  not, 
however,  burden  yourself  with  the  correspondence.  I 
trouble  you  again  so  soon,  only  in  obedience  to  your 
injunctions.  Complaints  apart,  proceed  we  to  our  task. 
I  am  called  away  to  tea ;  thence  must  wait  upon  my 
brother;  so  must  delay  till  to-morrow.  Farewell. 
Wednesday, 

"  Thursday.  —  I  will  first  notice  what  is  new  to  me. 
Thirteenth  page ;  ^  The  thrilling  tones  that  concentrate 
the  soul '  is  a  nervous  line,  and  the  six  first  lines  of 
page  14  are  very  pretty;  the  twenty-first  efiusion  a 
perfect  thing.  That  in  the  manner  of  Spenser  is  very 
sweet,  particularly  at  the  close :  the  thirty-fifth  efiusion 
is  most  exquisite ;  that  line  in  particular,  ^  And,  tran- 
quil, muse  upon  tranquillity.'  It  is  the  very  reflex 
pleasure  that  distinguishes  the  tranquillity  of  a  think- 
ing being  fix>m  that  of  a  shepherd,  a  modem  one  I 
would  be  understood  to  mean,  a  Damastas,  one  that 
keeps  other  people's  sheep.  Certainly,  Coleridge,  your 
letter  fi*om  Shurton  Bars  has  less  merit  than  most 
things  in  your  volume ;  personally  it  may  chime  in  best 
with  your  own  feelings,  and  therefore  you  love  it  best. 
It  has,  however,  great  merit.  In  your  fourth  epistle 
that  is  an  exquisite  paragraph,  and  fancy-full,  of  *  A 
stream  there  is  which  rolls  in  lazy  flow,'  &c.  &c.  *  Mur- 
murs sweet  undersong  'mid  jasmin  bowers '  is  a  sweet 
line,  and  so  are  the  three  next.  The  concluding  sim- 
ile is  fiur-fetched  —  ^tempest-honored'  is  a  quainUah 
phrase. 
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*^  Yofirs  is  a  poetical  family.  I  was  much  surprised 
and  pleased  to  see  the  signature  of  Sara  to  that  elegant 
composition,  the  fifth  epistle.  I  dare  not  criticize  the 
^  Religious  Musings ; '  I  like  not  to  select  anj  part, 
where  all  is  excellent.  I  can  only  admire,  and  thank 
you  for  it  in  the  name  of  a  Christian,  as  well  as  a  lover 
of  good  poetry ;  only  let  me  ask,  is  not  that  thought 
and  those  words  in  Young,  '  stands  in  the  sun '  — or  is 
it  only  such  as  Young,  in  one  of  his  better  moments^ 
might  have  writ? — 

*  Belieye  fhoa,  0  mj  soul. 
Life  18  a  vision  siudowy  of  truth ; 
And  yice,  and  angaitth,  and  the  wonny  graTt, 
Shapes  of  a  dream !  * 

I  thank  you  for  these  lines  in  the  name  of  a  necessar 
rian,  and  for  what  foUows  in  next  paragraph,  in  the 
.  name  of  a  child  of  fancy.  After  all,  you  cannot,  nor 
ever  will,  write  anything  with  which  I  shall  be  so 
delighted  as  what  I  have  heard  yourself  repeat.  You 
came  to  town,  and  I  saw  you  at  a  time  when  your 
heart  was  yet  bleeding  with  recent  wounds.  Like 
yourself,  I  was  sore  galled  with  disappointed  hope; 
you  had 

*  many  an  holy  lay 

That,  mourning,  soothed  the  mourner  on  his  way;* 

^*  I  had  ears  of  sympathy  to  drink  them  in,  and  they 
yet  vibrate  pleasant  on  the  sense.  When  I  read  in 
your  little  volume,  your  nineteenth  e£fusion,  or  the 
twenty-eighth  or  twenty-ninth,  or  what  you  call  the 
*  Sigh,'  I  think  I  hear  you  again.  I  imagine  to  myself 
the  little  smoky  room  at  the  Salutation  and  Cat,  where 
we  have  sat  together  through  the  winter  nights,  be- 
guiling the  cares  of  life  with  Poesy.     When  you  left 

VOL.  n.  8 
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London,  I  felt  a  dismal  void  in  mj  heart.  I  found 
myself  cat  off,  at  one  and  the  same  time,  firom  two 
most  dear  to  me.  *  How  blest  with  ye  the  path  could 
I  have  trod  of  quiet  life  1  *  In  your  conversation  you 
had  blended  so  many  pleasant  fancies  that  they  cheated 
me  of  my  grief.  But  in  your  absence  the  tide  of 
melancholy  rushed  in  again  and  did  its  worst  mischief 
by  overwhelming  my  reason.  I  have  recovered,  bul 
feel  a  stupor  that  makes  me  indifferent  to  the  hopes 
and  fears  of  this  life.  I  sometimes  wish  to  introduce  a 
religious  turn  of  mind,  but  habits  are  strong  things, 
and  my  religious  fervors  are  confined,  alas!  to  "some 
fleeting  moments  of  occasional  solitary  devotion.  A 
correspondence,  opening  with  you,  has  roused  me  a 
little  from  my  lethargy  and  made  me  conscious  of  exists 
ence.  Indulge  me  in  it :  I  will  not  be  very  trouble- 
some I  At  some  future  time  I  wiU  amuse  you  with 
an  account,  as  full  as  my  memory  will  permit,  of  the 
strange  turn  my  frenzy  took.  I  look  back  upon  it  at 
times  with  a  gloomy  kind  of  envy ;  for,  while  it  lasted,  I 
had  many,  many  hours  of  pure  happiness.  Dream  not, 
Coleridge,  of  having  tasted  all  the  grandeur  and  wild- 
ness  of  fancy  till,  you  have  gone  mad  I  All  now  seems 
to  me  vapid,  comparatively  so.  Excuse  this  selfish 
digression.  Your  *  Monody '  is  so  superlatively  excel- 
lent, that  I  can  only  wish  it  perfect,  which  I  can't  help 
feeling  it  is  not  quite.  Indulge  me  in  a  few  conject- 
ures ;  what  I  am  going  to  propose  would  make  it  more 
compressed,  and,  I  think,  more  energic,  though  I  am 
sensible  at  the  expense  of  many  beautifiil  lines.  Let  it 
begin  '  *  Is  this  the  land  of  song-ennobled  line  ? '  and 
proceed  to  *  Otway's  famished  form ; '  then,  *  Thee 
Chatterton/  to  *  blaze  of  Seraphim ; '  then,  *  clad  in 
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Nature's  rich  array/  to  *  orient  day ; '  then,  *  but  soon 
the  scathing  lightnmg/  to  ^  blight^  land ; '  tlien  *  sub- 
lime of  thought,'  to  ^  his  bosom  glows ; '  then 

*  But  soon  upon  his  poor  unsheltered  head 
Did  Penary  her  sickly  mildew  shed ; 
And  soon  are  fled  the  charms  of  early  grace, 
And  joy's  wild  gleams  that  lightened  o*er  his  face.* 

Then  *  youth  of  tumultuous  soul '  to  *  sigh,'  as  before. 
The  rest  may  all  stand  down  to  ^  gaze  upon  the  waves 
below.'  What  follows  now  may  come  next  as  detached 
yerses,  suggested  by  the  Monody,  rather  than  a  part  of 
it.     They  are,  indeed,  in  themselves,  very  sweet : 

*  And  we,  at  sober  eve,  wonld  round  thee  throng, 
Hanging  enraptured  on  thy  stately  songl  * 

m  particular,  perhaps.  If  I  am  obscure,  you  may  un- 
derstand me  by  counting  lines :  I  have  proposed  omit- 
ting twenty-four  lines :  I  feel  that  thus  compressed  it 
would  gain  energy,  but  think  it  most  likely  you  will 
not  agree  with  me ;  for  who  shall  go  about  to  bring 
opinions  to  the  bed  of  Procrustes,  and  introduce  among 
the  sons  of  men  a  monotony  of  identical  feelings  ?  I 
only  propose  with  diffidence.  Reject  you,  if  you  please, 
with  as  little  remorse  as  you  would  the  color  of  a  coat 
or  the  pattern  of  a  buckle,  where  our  fancies  differed. 

"The  *  Pixies'  is  a  perfect  thing,  and  so  are  the 
*  Lines  on  the  Spring,'  page  28.  The  '  Epitaph  on  an 
In&nt,'  like  a  *  Jack-o'-lanthom,  has  danced  about  (or 
like  Dr.  Forster's  scholars)  out  of  the  '  Morning  Chron- 
icle '  into  the  *  Watchman,'  and  thence  back  into  your 
collection.  It  is  very  pretty,  and  you  seem  to  think 
BO,  but,  maybe,  have  o'erlooked  its  chief  merit,  that 
of  filling  up  a  whole  page.  I  had  once  deemed  sonnets 
of  unrivalled  use  that  way,  but  your  Epitaphs  I  find. 
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he  more  difliise.  '  Edmund '  atill  holds  its  place 
g  your  best  versea.  *  Ah  I  Mr  delights '  to  *  ixnea 
I,'  in  your  Poem  called  '  Ahsence,'  recall  (none 

forcibly)  to  my  mind  the  tones  in  which  t/ou  r^ 

it,  I  will  not  notice,  in  this  tedious  (to  yon) 
ler,  verses  which  ha.ve  been  so  long  delightful  to 
nd  which  you  already  know  my  opinion  of.  Of 
ind  are  Bowles,  Priestly,  and  that  most  exquisite 
most  Bowles-like  of  all,  the  nineteenth  evasion, 
luld  have  better  ended  with  '  agony  of  care  :  *  the 
last  lines  are  obvious  and  onnecessary,  and  yoa 

not  now  make  fourteen  lines  of  it ;  now  it  is 
listened  from  a  Sonnet  to  an  Kffiision.  Schiller 
t  have  written  the  twentieth  efiusion :  'tis  worthy 
m  in  any  sense.  I  waa  glad  to  meet  with  those 
you  sent  me,  when  my  sister  was  so  ill ;  I  had 
he  copy,  and  I  felt  not  a  little  proud  at  seeing  my 
I  in  your  verse.     The  complaint   of  Ninathoroa 

stanza  in  particular)  b  the  best,  or  only  good  im- 
n,  of  Ossian  I  ever  saw  — your  '  Restless  Gale '  _ 
ited.  '  To  an  Infant,'  is  most  sweet ;  is  not  *  fi>od- 
though,  very  harsh?  Would  not  'dulcet'  finut 
B  harsh,  or  some  other  friendly  bi-syllable?  In 
lund,'  '  Fren^  I  fierce-eyed  child '  is  not  so  well 
ranlic,'  though  that  is  an  epithet  adding  noth- 
0  the  meaning.  Slander  couching  was  better  than 
.tting.'     In  the  *  Man  of  Ross  *  it  aaa  a  better  line 


■  If  'Math  tbia  roof  thir  w 
as  it  stands  now.  Time  nor  nothing  can  recon- 
ne  to  the  concluding  five  lines  of  '  Kosciusko : ' 
t  anything  you  will  but  sublime.  In  my  twelfth 
on  I  had  rather  have  seen  what  I  wrote  myself 
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tliOTigli  they  bear  no  comparison  with  jour  exquisite 
lines  — 

'  On  rose-Ieafd-beds  amid  yoar  foery  bowers,*  &o. 

"  I  love  my  sonnets  because  they  are  the  reflected 
images  of  my  own  feelings  at  different  times.  To  in- 
stance,  in  the  thirteenth  — 

'  How  reason  reeled,*  &o., 

are  good  lines,  but  must  spoil  the  whole  with  me,  who 
know  it  is  only  a  fiction  of  yours,  and  that  the  *  rude 
dashings '  did  in  fact  not  *  rock  me  to  repose.'  I  grant 
the  same  objection  applies  not  to  the  former  sonnet ; 
but  still  I  love  my  own  feelings ;  they  are  dear  to 
memory,  though  they  now  and  then  wake  a  sigh  or  a 
tear.  *  Thinking  on  divers  things  foredone,'  I  charge 
you,  Coleridge,  spare  my  ewe-lambs;  and  though  a 
gentleman  may  borrow  six  lines  in  ah  epic  poem  (I 
'  should  have  no  objection  to  borrow  five  hundred,  and 
without  acknowledging),  still,  in  a  sonnet,  a  personal 
poem,  I  do  not  *  ask  my  friend  the  aiding  verse ; '  I 
would  not  wrong  your  feelings,  by  proposing  any  im- 
provements  (did  I  think  myself  capable  of  suggesting 
'em)  in  such  personal  poems  as  *Thou  bleedest,  my 
poor  heart,'  —  'od  so,  —  I  am  caught — I  have  already 
done  it;  but  that  simile  I  propose  abridging,  would 
not  change  the  feeling  or  introduce  any  alien  ones. 
Do  you  understand  me  ?  In  the  twenty-eighth,  how- 
ever, and  in  the  *  Sigh,'  and  that  composed  at  Ch^ve- 
don,  things  that  come  from  the  heart  direct,  not  by  the 
medium  of  the  frncy,  I  would  not  suggest  an  altera- 
tion. When  my  blank  verse  is  finished,  or  any  long 
fimcy  poem,  *propino  tibi  alterandum,  cut-up-andum, 
abridgandum,'  just  what  you  will  with  it ;  but  spar« 
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m  J  ewe-Iambs  I  That  to  *•  Mrs.  Siddons,'  now,  joa 
were  welcome  to  improve,  if  it  had  been  worth  it ;  but 
I  say  unto  yon  again,  Coleridge,  spare  my  ewe-lambs  I 
I  must  confess  were  they  mine,  I  should  omit,  in  edir 
tione  secunddy  effusions* two  and  three, .because  satirici 
and  below  the  dignity  of  the  poet  of  ^  Religious  Mua* 
ings,'  fifth,  seventh,  half  of  the  eighth,  that  *  Written 
in  early  youth,'  as  far  as  ^  thousand  eyes,'  —  though  I 
part  not  unreluctantly  with  that  lively  line  — 

'  Chaste  joyftoce  dancing  in  her  bright  bine  ejrea,* 

and  one  or  two  more  just  thereabouts.  But  I  would 
substitute  for  it  that  sweet  poem  called  ^  KecoUection,' 
in  the  fifth  number  of  the  *  Watchman,'  better,  I  think, 
than  the  remainder  of  this  poem,  though  not  differing 
materially :  as  the  poem  now  stands  it  looks  altogether 
confused  ;  and  do  not  omit  those  lines  upon  the  ^  E^ly 
Blossom,'  in  your  sixth  number  of  the  ^Watchman;' 
and  I  would  omit  the  tenth  effusion,  or  what  would  do 
better,  alter  and  improve  the  last  four  lines.  In  &ct,  I 
suppose,  if  they  were  mine,  I  should  not  omit  'em ;  but 
your  verse  is,  for  the  most  part,  so  exquisite,  that  I  like 
not  to  see  aught  of  meaner  matter  mixed  with  it.  For- 
give my  petulance,  and  oft;en,  I  fear,  ill-founded  crit- 
icisms, and  forgive  me  that  I  have,  by  this  time,  made 
your  eyes  and  head  ache  with  my  long  letter ;  but  I 
cannot  forego  hastily  the  pleasure  and  pride  of  thua 
conversing  with  you.  You  did  not  tell  me  whether  I 
was  to  include  the  ^  Conciones  ad  Fopulum '  in  my 
remarks  on  your  poems.  They  are  not  unirequently 
sublime,  and  I  think  you  could  not  do  better  than  to 
turn  'cm  into  verse  —  if  you  have  nothing  else  to 
do.    A ,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  is  a  confirmed  Atheist ; 
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S— — ,  a  cold-hearted,  well-bred,  coneeited  disciple  of 
Godwin,  does  him  no  good. 

"  How  I  sympathize  with  you  on  the  dull  duty  of 

a  reviewer,  and  heartOy  damn  with  you  Ned  E 

and  the  Frosodist.  I  shall,  however,  wait  impatiently 
for  the  articles  in  the  *  Critical  Review,'  next  month, 
because  they  are  i/ours.  Young  Evans  (W.  Evans,  a 
branch  of  a  family  you  were  once  so  intimate  with)  is 
come  into  our  ofBce,  and  sends  his  love  to  you  I  Cole- 
ridge I  I  devoutly  wish  that  Foitune,  who  has  made 
qport  with  you  so  long,  may  play  one  freak  more,  throw 
you  into  London,  or  some  spot  near  it,  and  there  snu^ 
ify  you  for  life.  'Tis  a  selfish,  but  natural  wish  for  me, 
cast  as  I  am  ^  on  life's  wide  plain,  friendless.'  Are  you 
acquainted  with  Bowles  ?  I  see  by  his  last  Elegy 
(written  at  Bath),  you  are  near  neighbors.  Tkur^ 
day. 

*^  I  do  not  know  that  I  entirely  agree  with  you  m 
your  stricture  upon  my  sonnet  *  To  Innocence.'  To 
men  whose  hearts  are  not  quite  deadened  by  their  com- 
merce with  the  world,  innocence  (no  longer  familiar) 
becomes  an  awiul  idea.  So  I  felt  when  I  wrote  it. 
Tour  other  censures  (qualified  and  sweetened,  though, 
with  praises  somewhat  extravagant)  I  perfectly  coin- 
cide with  ;  yet  I  choose  to  retain  the  word  *  lunar '  — 
indulge  a  lunatic'  in  his  loyalty  to  his  mistress  the 
moon  I  I  have  just  been  reading  a  most  padietic  copy 
of  verses  on  Sophia  Pringle,  who  was  hanged  and  burnt 
for  coining.  One  of  the  strokes  of  pathos  (which  are 
very  many,  all  somewhat  obscure),  is  *  She  lifted  up 
her  guilty  forger  to  heaven.'  A  note  explains,  by 
♦forger,'  her  right  hand,  Vith  which  she  forged  or  coined 
the  base  metal.     For  pathos  read  bathos      You  hav« 


•I  ' 


■4 


120  LETTEBS  TO  COLERIDGE. 

put  me  out  of  conceit  with  my  blank  verse  bj  j^mt 
^  Religious  Musings.'  I  think  it  will  come  to  nothing. 
I  do  not  like  'em  enough  to  send  'em.  I  have  just 
been  reading  a  book,  which  I  may  be  too  partial  to,  as 
it  was  the  delight  of  my  childhood  ;  but  I  will  recom* 
mend  it  to  you ;  —  it  is  Izaak  Walton's  *  Complete 
Angler.'  All  the  scientific  part  you  may  omit  in  read- 
ing. The  dialogue  is  very  simple,  full  of  pastoral 
beauties,  and  will  charm  you.  Many  pretty  old  verses 
are  interspersed.  This  letter,  which  would  be  a  week's 
work  reading  only,  I  do  not  wish  you  to  answer  it  in 
less  than  a  month.  I  shall  be  richly  content  with  a 
letter  from  you  some  day  early  in  July ;  though,  if  you 
get  anyhow  settled  before  then,  pray  let  me  know  it 
immediately  ;  'twould  give  me  such  satisfaction.  Con- 
cerning the  Unitarian  chapel,  the  salary  is  the  only 
scruple  that  the  most  rigid  moralist  would  admit  as 
valid.  Concerning  the  tutorage,  is  not  the  salary  low, 
and  absence  from  your  family  unavoidable  ?  London  is 
the  only  fostering  soil  for  genius.  Nothing  more  occurs 
just  now ;  so  I  will  leave  you,  in  mercy,  one  small 
white  spot  empty  below,  to  repose  your  eyes  upon, 
fatigued  as  they  must  be,  with  the  wilderness  of  words 
they  have  by  this  time  painfully  travelled  through. 
God  love  you,  Coleridge,  and  prosper  you  through  life; 
though  mine  will  be  loss  if  your  lot  is  to  be  cast  at 
Bristol,  or  at  Nottingham,  or  anywhere  but  London* 

Our  loves  to  Mrs.  C- . 

"  0.  L. 

"Friday^  10(&  June,  1796.** 

Coleridge,  settled  in  his  melancholy  cottage,  invited 
Lamb  to  visit  him.     The  hope  —  the  expectation-— 
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the  disappointment,  are  depicted  in  the  following  letter 
written  in  the  summer  of  the  eventftd  year  1796. 


TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

*•  July  l8t,  1796. 

^  The  first  moment  I  can  come  I  will ;  but  my  hopes 
of  coming  yet  a  while,  yet  hang  on  a  ticklish  thread. 
The  coach  I  come  by  is  immaterial,  as  I  shall  so  easily, 
by  your  direction,  find  ye  out.  My  mother  is  grown 
BO  entirely  helpless  (not  having  any  use  of  her  limbs} 
that  Mary  is  necessarily  confined  from  ever  sleeping 
out,  she  being  her  bedfellow.  She  thanks  you  though, 
and  will  accompany  me  in  spirit.  Most  exquisite  are 
the  lines  from  Withers.  Your  own  lines,  introductory 
to  your  poem  on  *  Self,'  run  smoothly  and  pleasurably, 
and  I  exhort  you  to  continue  'era.  What  shall  I  say 
to  your  'Dactyls?'  They  are  what  you  would  call 
good  per  se^  but  a  parody  on  some  of  'em  is  just  now 
suggesting  itself,  and  you  shall  have  it  rough  and  un- 
licked ;  I  mark  with  figures  the  lines  parodied :  — 

4.  —  Sorely  your  Dactyls  do  drag  along  limp-footed. 
6.  —  Sad  is  the  measure  that  hangs  a  clog  ronnd  *6m  so. 
6. '-  Meagre  and  laogaid,  proclaiming  its  wretchedness. 

1.  —  Weary,  unsatisfiedf  not  a  little  Bick  of  'em. 

11.  —  Cold  is  my  tired  heart,  I  have  no  charity. 

2.  —  Piilnfully  travelling  thus  over  the  mgged  road. 
7...  0  begone,  measure,  half  Latin,  half  English,  then. 

12.  —  Dismal  your  Dactyls  are,  God  help  ye,  rhyming  ones* 

*'  I  possibly  may  not  come  this  fortnight ;  therefore, 
all  thou  hast  to  do  is  not  to  look  for  me  any  particular 
day,  only  to  write  word  immediately,  if  at  any  time 
you  quit  Bristol,  lest  I  come  and  Taffy  be  not  at  home. 
I  hope  I  can  come  in  a  day  or  two  ;  but  young  S        » 
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of  my  office,  is  suddenly  taken  ill  in  this  Teiy  nick  of 
time,  and  I  must  officiate  for  him  till  ho  can  come  to 
work  again :  had  the  knave  gone  sick,  and  died,  and 
been  buried  at  any  other  time,  philosophy  might  have 
afforded  one  comfort,  but  just  now  I  have  no  patience 
with  him.  Quarles  I  am  as  great  a  stranger  to  as  I 
was  to  Withers,  I  wish  you  would  try  and  do  some^ 
thing  to  bring  our  elder  bards  into  more  general  &me. 
I  writhe  with  indignation  when,  in  books  of  criticism', 
where  commonplace  quotation  is  heaped  upon  quotas 
tion,.I  find  no  mention  of  such  men  as  Massinger,  or 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  men  with  whom  succeeding 
dramatic  writers  (Otway  alone  excepted)*  can  bear  no 
manner  of  comparison.  Stupid  Knox  hath  noticed 
none  of  'em  among  his  extracts. 

"  Thursday.  —  Mrs.  C can  scarce  guess  how  she 

has  gratified  me  by  her  very  kind  letter  and  sweet  little 
poem.  I  feel  that  I  should  thank  her  in  rhyme,  but 
she  must  take  my  acknowledgment,  at  present,  in  plain 
honest  prose.  The  uncertainty  in  which  I  yet  stand, 
whether  I  can  come  or  no,  damps  my  spirits,  reduces 
me  a  degree  below  prosaical,  and  keeps  me  in  a  sus- 
pense that  fluctuates  between  hope  and  fear.  Hope  is 
a  charming,  lively,  blue-eyed  wench,  and  I  am  always 


*■  An  exertion  he  certainly  wonld  not  haye  made  a  few  yean  after* 
wards;  for  he  used  to  mention  two  pretty  lines  in  the  **  Orphan,** 

*'  Sweet  as  the  sbeplierd^s  pipe  upon  the  moantsini, 
With  all  his  fleeej  flock  at  fted  beside  him,** 

M  a  redeeming  passage  amidst  mere  stage  trickeries.  The  great  merit 
which  lies  in  the  construction  of  "  Venice  Preserved/'  was  not  in  his 
line  of  appreciation;  and  he  thought  Thomson's  reference  to  Otway'i 
ladies^ 

— — ^—  "  poor  Monimia  moans,  • 
And  Belridera  poors  her  soul  in  Iotv,** 

worth  both  heroines. 
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glad  of  her  company,  but  could  dispense  with  the  vis- 
itor she  brings  with  her  —  her  younger  sister,  Fear,  a 
^white-livered,  hly-cheeked,  bashful,  palpitating,  awk- 
ward hussy,  that  hangs,  like  a  green  girl,  at  her  sister's 
apron-strings,  and  will  go  with  her  whithersoever  she 
goes.  For  the  life  and  soul  of  me,  I  could  not  improve 
diose  lines  in  your  poem  on  the  Prince  and  Princess, 
so  I  changed  them  to  what  you  bid  me,  and  left  'em  at 
Perry's.*  I  think  'em  altogether  good,  and  do  not  see 
why  you  were  solicitous  about  any  alteration.  I  have 
not  yet  seen,  but  will  make  it  my  business  to  see,  to- 
day's  *  Chronicle,'  for  your  verses  on  Home  Tooke» 
Dyer  stanza'd  him  in  one  of  the  papers  t'other  day, 
but,  I  think,  unsuccessfully.  Tooke's  friends  meeting 
was,  I  suppose,  a  dinner  of  condolence.f  I  am  not 
sorry  to  find  you  (for  all  Sara)  immersed  in  clouds  of 
smoke  and  metaphysics.  You  know  I  had  a  sneaking 
kindness  for  this  last  noble  science,  and  you  taught  me 
some  smattering  of  it.  I  look  to  become  no  mean  pro- 
ficient under  your  tuition.  Coleridge,  what  do  you 
mean  by  saying  you  wrote  to  me  about  Plutarch  and 
Porphyry  ?  I  received  no  such  letter,  nor  remember 
a  syllable  of  the  matter,  yet  am  not  apt  to  forget  any 
part  of  your  epistles,  least  of  all,  an  injunction  like 
that.  I  will  cast  about  for  'em,  tho'  I  am  a  sad  hand 
to  know  what  books  are  worth,  and  both  these  wor- 
thy gentlemen  are  alike  out  of  my  line.  To-morrow  I 
shall  be  less  suspensive,  and  in  better  cue  to  write,  so 
good-bye  at  present. 


•  Some  **occastoDal'*  yeTses  of  Coleridge*!  written  to  order  for  the 
Moming  Chronicle. 

t  This  WAS  just  mftei  the  Westmiuster  Election  in  which  Mr.  Took* 
WM  defeated. 
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^  Friday  Evening,  —  That  execmblo  aristocrat  and 

knave  R has  given  me  an  absolute  refusal  of  leave. 

The  poor  man  cannot  guess  at  my  disappointment.     Is  - 
it  not  hard,  'this  dread  dependence  on  the  low-bred 
mind  ?'     Continue  to  write  to  me  tho',  and  I  must  be 
content     Our  loves  and  best  good  wishes  attend  upon 
you  both.  Lamb. 

**  S did  return,  but  there  are  two  or  three  more 

^1  and  absent,  which  was  the  plea  for  revising  me.  I 
shall  never  have  heart  to  ask  for  holidays  again.  The 
man  next  him  in  office,  C  ,  furnished  him  with  the 
objections.  ^  C.  Lamb." 

The  little  copy  of  verses  in  which  Lamb  commem- 
orated and  softened  his  disappointment,  bearing  date 
(a  most  unusual  circumstance  with  Lamb),  5th  July, 
1796,  was  enclosed  in  a  letter  of  the  following  day, 
which  refers  to  a  scheme  Coleridge  had  formed  of  set- 
tling in  London  on  an  invitation  to  share  the  Editor- 
ship of  the  "  Morning  Chronicle."  The  poem  includes 
a  lamentation  over  a  fantastical  loss  —  that  of  a  draught 
of  the  Avon  '^ which  Shakspeare  drank;"  somewhat 
strangely  confounding  tlie  Avon  of  Stratford  with  that 
of  Bristol.  It  may  be  doubted  whether  Shakspeare 
knew  the  taste  of  the  waves  of  one  Avon  more  than 
of  the  other,  or  whether  Lamb  would  not  have  found 
more  kindred  with  the  world^s  poet  in  a  glass  of  sack, 
than  in  the  water  of  either  stream.  Coleridge  must 
have  enjoyed  the  misplaced  sentiment  of  his  friend,  for 
he  was  singularly  destitute  of  sympathy  with  local  asso- 
ciations, which  he  regarded  as  interfering  with  the  pure 
and  simple  impression  of  great  deeds  or  thoughts ;  de* 
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Special  interest  to  the  Pass  of  Thennopylse ; 
stead  of  subscribing  to  purchase  "  Shakspeare'a 
"  would  scarcely  bare  admitted  the  peculiar 
f  of  the  spot  which  enshrines  his  asbes. 

TO  SARA  AND  HER  SAMUEL. 

"  Wu  It  ao  hard  *  thing?  — I  did  hot  uk 
A  fl«et[Dg  bolidaf.    Od«  little  week. 
Or  haplf  Cvo,  bad  boanded  my  reqaett. 

Wbat,  If  the  jaded  steer,  who  etl  itij  long 

Had  borne  tbe  heat  and  labor  of  the  ptongh. 

When  evening  came,  and  ber  iweet  cooling  hour, 

Shonid  nek  to  treepeu  on  a  neij(ht>ar  copM, 

Where  greener  herbxge  waved,  or  clearer  sCrsami 

Invited  him  to  alake  bla  burning  thirst? 

That  mail  wers  crabbed,  who  should  aa?  blm  nayi 

That  man  were  chnrliab,  who  ahoald  drive  him  IhenMt 

A  bleaainit  ligihC  upon  your  beadi,  j-e  good, 

Ye  hoipitable  palri  I  may  not  come. 

To  catch  on  Clifden't  heighta  the  anmmer  gnle) 

I  may  not  come,  a  pilgrim,  to  the  bank* 

or  Avon,  lucid  alream,  to  laala  the  wave 

Which  Shakapeare  drank,  oar  Britlib  Haticoot 

Or  with  mine  eye  Intent  on  RodolilTe  towert, 

To  masfl  in  tears  on  that  mytteriout  yoatb, 

Cruelly  alighted,  who  to  London  walla, 

In  evil  bour,  aliaped  ilia  diaaatrona  ooarae. 

Complaint  begone;  begone,  unkind  reprooft 
Take  up,  my  aong,  take  up  a  merrier  atrain, 
For  yet  again,  and  lo  1  from  Avon'i  valet 
Aoolber  'minstrel'  comeihl    Yonth  endear'd, 
God  and  good  angels  guide  thee  on  thy  way, 
And  gentler  fbrtuiiea  wait  the  ft'Ienda  I  love. 

"  C.  L." 

letter  accompanying  these  verses  begins  cheep* 
bus: 

"hat  can  I  do  till  joa  send  word  wbat  priced  and 
house  you  should  like?     Islington,  possibly,  yon 
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would  not  like  ;  to  me  'tis  classical  ground.  Enight9« 
bridge  is  a  desirable  situation  for  the  air  of  the  parks  | 
St.  George's  Fields  is  convenient  for  its  contiguity  to 
the  Bench.  Choose  I  But  are  you  really  coming  to 
town  ?  The  hope  of  it  has  entirely  disarmed  my  petty 
disappointment  of  its  nettles,  yet  I  rejoice  so  much  on  my 
own  account,  that  I  fear  I  do  not  feel  enough  pure  sat- 
isfaction on  yours.  Why,  surely,  the  joint  editorship  of 
the  *  Chronicle '  must  be  a  very  comfortable  and  secure 
living  for  a  man.  But  should  not  you  read  French,  or 
do  you  ?  and  can  you  write  with  sufficient  moderation, 
as  'tis  called,  when  one  suppresses  the  one  half  of  what 
one  feels  or  could  say  on  a  subject,  to  chime  in  the 
better  with  popular  lukewarmness  ?  White's  *  Letters* 
are  near  publication  ;  could  you  review  'em  or  get  'em 
reviewed  ?  Are  you  not  connected  with  the  *  Critical 
Review?'  His  frontispiece  is  a  good  conceit  —  Sir 
John  learning  to  dance  to  please  Madam  Page,  in  dress 
of  doublet,  &c.,  from  the  upper  half,  and  modem  pantar 
loons  with  shoes,  &c.,  of  the  eighteenth  century,  from 
the  lower  half;  and  the  whole  work  is  ftill  of  goodly 
quips  and  rare  fancies,  ^  all  defUy  masqued  like  hoar 
antiquity '  —  much  superior  to  Dr.  Kenrick's  *  Fal- 
BtafF's  Wedding,'  which  you  have  seen.  A some- 
times laughs  at  superstition,  and  religion,  and  the  like. 
A  living  fell  vacant  lately  in  the  gift  of  the  Hospital: 
White  informed  him  that  he  stood  a  fair  chance  for  it. 
He  scrupled  and  scrupled  about  it,  and  at  last,  to  use  hia 
own  words,  '  tampered '  with  Godwin  to  know  whether 
the  thing  was  honest  or  not.     Godwin  said  nay  to  it, 

and  A rejected  the  living  1     Could  the  blindest 

poor  papist  have  bowed  more  servilely  to  his  priest  or 
casmst?  Why  sleep  the  ^  Watchman's '  answers  to  that 
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Godwin  ?  I  beg  you  wiU  not  delay  to  alter,  if  you 
mean  to  keep  those  last  lines  I  sent  you.  Do  that  and 
read  these  for  your  pains :  — 

TO  THE  POET  COWPER. 

*  Cowper,  I  thank  mj  God  that  thou  art  healM! 
Thine  was  the  sorest  malady  of  all; 
And  I  am  sad  to  think  that  it  should  light 
Upon  the  worthy  head !    Bat  thou  art  healed. 
And  thou  art  yet,  we  trust,  the  destined  man. 
Born  to  reanimate  the  lyre,  whose  chords 
Have  slumber' d,  and  have  idle  lain  so  long; 
To  the  immortal  sounding  of  whose  strings 
Did  Milton  frame  the  stately-pac^d  verse; 
Among  whose  wires  with  light  finger  playing. 
Our  elder  bard,  Spenser,  a  gentle  name. 
The  lady  Muses*  dearest  darling  child, 
Elicited  the  deftest  tunes  yet  heard 
In  hall  or  bower,  taking  the  delicate  ear 
Of  Sidney  and  his  peerless  Maiden  Queen. 

Thou,  then,  take  up  the  mighty  epic  strain, 
Cowper,  of  England's  Bards,  the  wisest  and  the  best 

1796. 

*^  I  have  read  your  climax  of  praises  in  those  three 
Beviews.  These  mighty  spouters  out  of  panegyric 
waters  have,  two  of  'em,  scattered  their  spray  even 
upon  me,  and  the  waters  are  cooling  and  refreshing. 
Prosaically,  the  Monthly  reviewers  have  made  indeed 
a  large  article  of  it,  and  done  you  justice.  The  Crit- 
ical have,  in  their  wisdom,  selected  not  the  very  best 
specimens,  and  notice  not,  except  as  one  name  on  the 
muster-roll,  the  ^  Religious  Musings.'  I  suspect  Master 
Dyer  to  have -been  the  writer  of  that  article,  as  the  sub- 
stance of  it  was  the  very  remarks  and  the  very  language 
he  used  to  me  one  day.  I  fear  you  will  not  accord 
entirely  with  my  sentiments  of  Cowper,  as  eocjjressed 
above  (perhaps  scarcely  just) ;  but  the  poor  gentleman 
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has  jost  recovered  from  his  lunacies,  and  that  begets 
pity,  and  pity  love,  and  love  admiration ;  and  then  it 
goes  hard  with  people  but  they  lie  I  Have  you  read 
the  ballad  called  ^  Leonora,'  in  the  second  number  of 
the  *  Monthly  Magazine  1 '  If  you  have  1111  There  is 
another  fine  song,  from  the  same  author  (Burger),  in 
the  third  number,  of  scarce  inferior  merit;  and  (vastly 
below  these)  there  are  some  happy  specimens  of  Eng- 
lish hexameters,  in  an  imitation  of  Ossian,  in  the  fifth 
number.  For  your  Dactyls  —  I  am  soriy  you  are 
so  sore  about  'em  —  a  very  Sir  Fretful  1  In  good 
troth,  the  Dactyls  are  good  Dactyls,  but  their  measure 
is  nought.  Be  not  yourself  ^half  anger,  half  agony,' 
if  I  pronounce  your  darling  lines  not  to  be  the  best 
you  ever  wrote  in  all  your  life — you  have  written 
much. 

**'  Have  a  care,  good  Master  Poet,  of  the  Statute  de 
CoTUumdid.  What  do  you  mean  by  calling  Madame 
Mara,  —  harlot  and  naughty  things?*  The  goodness 
of  the  verse  would  not  save  you  in  a  court  of  justice. 
But  are  you  really  coming  to  town?  Coleridge,  a 
gentleman  called  in  London  lately  from  Bristol,  and 
inquired  whether  there  were  any  of  the  £Eimily  of  a 
Mr.  Chambers  living :  this  Mr.  Chambers,  he  said,  had 
been  the  making  of  a  friend's  fortune,  who  wished  to 
make  some  return  for  it.  He  went  away  without  see- 
ing her.  Now,  a  Mrs.  Reynolds,  a  very  intimate  friend 
of  ours,  whom  you  have  seen  at  our  house,  is  the  only 
daughter,  and  all  that  survives,  of  Mr.  Chambers ;  and 


*' I  detest 


These  scented  rooms,  where,  to  a  gaudy  throng, 
Heaves  the  proad  hariot  her  distended  breast 
Id  intdcaoios  of  laboriouB  song.'* 

JJnM  eompoted  in  a  Qmeerl  JSoom,  fly  &  H  C 
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a  very  little  supply  would  be  of  service  to  her,  for  she 
married  very  unfortunately,  and  has  parted  with  her 
husband.  Pray  find  out  this  Mr.  Pember  (for  that 
was  the  gentleman's  friend's  name)  ;  he  is  an  attorney, 
and  lives  at  Bristol.  Find  him  out,  and  acquaint  him 
with  the  circumstances  of  the  case,  and  offer  to  be  the 
medium  of  supply  to  Mrs.  Reynolds,  if  he  chooses  to 
make  her  a  present.  She  is  in  very  distressed  circum- 
stances. Mr.  Pember,  attorney,  Bristol.  Mr..  Cham- 
bers lived  in  the  Temple ;  Mrs.  Reynolds,  his  daughter, 
was  my  school-mistress,  and  is  in  the  room  at  this  pres 
ent  writing.  This  last  circumstance  induced  me  to 
write  so  soon  again.  I  have  not  further  to  add.  Our 
loves  to  Sara.     Thursday.  C.  Lamb**' 


CHAPTER  II. 


LETTERS  or  LAMB  TO  COLERIDGE,  CHIEFLY  RELATIKQ  TO 
THE  DEATH  OF  MRS.  LAMB,  AND  MISS  LAMB'S  SUBSEQUENT 
CONDITION. 

The  autumn  of  1796  found  Lamb  engaged  all  the 
morning  in  task-work  at  the  India  House,  and  all  the 
evening  in  attempting  to  amuse  his  &ther  by  playing 
cribbage ;  sometimes  snatching  a  few  minutes  for  his 
only  pleasure,  writing  to  Coleridge  ;  whilo  Miss  Lamb 
was  worn  down  to  a  state  of  extreme  nervous  misery, 
by  attention  to  needlework  by  day,  and  to  her  mother 
by  night,  until  the  insanity,  which  had  been  mani- 
fested more  than  once,  broke  out  into  frenzy,  which, 
on  Thursday,  22nd  of  September,  proved  &tal  to  her 
you  u.  9 
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mother.  The  following  account  of  the  proceedings  on 
tlie  inquest,  copied  from  the  "  Times "  of  Monday, 
26th  September,  1796,  supplies  the  details  of  this  terri- 
ble calamity,  doubtless  with  accuracy,  except  that  it 
would  seem,  from  Lamb's  ensuing  letter  to  Coleridge, 
that  he^  and  not  the  landlord,  took  the  knife  fix>m  the 
unconscious  hand. 

"  On  Friday  afternoon,  the  coroner  and  a  jury  sat 
on  the  body  of  a  lady  in  the  neighborhood  of  Hol- 
bom,  who  died  in  consequence  of  a  wound  from  her 
daughter  the  preceding  day.  It  appeared,  by  the  cti- 
dence  adduced,  that,  while  the  fiimily  were  preparing 
for  dinner,  the  young  lady  seized  a  case-knife  lying  on 
the  table,  and  in  a  menacing  manner  pursued  a  little 
girl,  her  apprentice,  round  the  room.  On  the  calls  of 
her  infirm  mother  to  forbear,  she  renounced  her  first 
object,  and,  with  loud  shrieks,  approached  her  parent. 
The  child,  by  her  cries,  quickly  brought  up  the  land- 
lord of  the  house,  but  too  late.  The  dreadful  scene 
presented  to  him  the  mother  lifeless,  pierced  to  the 
heart,  on  a  chair,  her  daughter  yet  wildly  standing 
over  her  with  the  fatal  knife,  and  the  old  man,  her 
father,  weeping  by  her  side,  himself  bleeding  at  the 
forehead  from  the  effects  of  a  severe  blow  he  received 
from  one  of  the  forks  she  had  been  madly  hurling 
about  the  room. 

^^  For  a  few  days  prior  to  this,  the  family  had  ob- 
served some  symptoms  of  insanity  in  her,  which  had  so 
much  increased  on  the  Wednesday  evening,  that  h^ 
brother,  early  the  next  morning,  went  to  Dr.  Pitcaim, 
but  that  gentleman  was  not  at  home. 

^^  It  seems  the  young  lady  had  been  once  before 
deranged. 
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The  jiny,  of  course,  brought  in  their  verdict -— 

The  following  is  Lamb's  account  of  the  event  to 
Coleridge :  — 

«  September  27th,  1796. 

**  My  dearest  Friend,  —  White,  or  some  of  my 
friends,  or  the  public  papers,  by  this  time  may  have 
informed  you  of  the  terrible  calamities  that  have  fallen 
on  our  fitmily.  I  will  only  give  you  the  outlines :  — 
My  poor  dear,  dearest  sister,  in  a  fit  of  insanity,  has 
been  the  death  of  her  own  mother.  I  was  at  hand 
only  time  enough  to  snatch  the  knife  out  of  her  grasp. 
She  is  at  present  in  a  mad-house,  from  whence  I  fear 
she  must  be  moved  to  an  hospital.  God  has  preserved 
to  me  my  senses,  —  I  eat,  and  drink,  and  sleep,  and 
have  my  judgment,  I  believe,  very  sound.  My  poor 
&ther  was  slightly  wounded  and  I  am  left  to  take  care 
of  him  and  my  aunt.  Mr.  Norris,  of  the  Blue-coat 
School,  has  been  very  very  kind  to  us,  and  we  have 
no  other  friend ;  but,  thank  God,  I  am  very  calm  and 
composed,  and  able  to  do  the  best  that  remains  to  do. 
Write  as  religious  a  letter  as  possible,  but  no  mention 
of  what  is  gone  and  done  with.     With  me  ^  the  former 

*  A  statement  nearly  similar  to  this  vill  be  found  in  several  other  jour- 
nals of  the  day,  and  in  the  **  Annual  Register'*  for  the  year.  The  ^  True 
Briton  "  adds :  —  "It  appears  she  had  been  before,  in  the  earlier  part  of 
her  life,  deranged,  from  the  harassing  fatigues  of  too  much  business.  As 
lier  carriage  towards  her  mother  had  always  been  affectionate  in  the  ex- 
treme, it  is  believed  her  increased  attachment  to  her,  as  her  iciirmltiea 
called  for  it  by  day  and  by  night,  caused  her  loss  of  reason  at  this  time. 
It  hflis  been  stated  in  some  of  the  morning  papers  that  she  has  an  insane 
brother  in  confinement;  but  this  is  without  foundation."  None  of  the 
accounts  give  the  names  of  the  sufferers :  but  in  the  index  to  the  '*  Annual. 
Befltister,"  the  anonymous  account  Lb  referred  to  with  Mrs.  Lamb's  name. 
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things  are  passed  away/  and  I  have  something  more  to 
do  than  to  feel. 

"  God  Almighty  have  us  all  in  his  keeping. 

"  C.  Lamb. 

"Mention  nothing  of  poetiy.  I  have  destroyed 
every  vestige  of  past  vanities  of  that  kind.  Do  as 
you  please,  hut  if  you.  publish,  publish  mine  (I  give 
firee  leave)  without  name  or  initial,  and  never  send  me 
a  book,  I  charge  you. 

"  Your  own  judgment  will  convince  you  not  to  take 
any  notice  of  this  yet  to  your  dear  wife.  You  look 
after  your  family, —  I  have  my  reason  and  strength 
left  to  take  care  of  mine.  I  charge  you,  don't  think 
of  coming  to  see  me.  Write.  I  will  not  see  you  if 
you  come.     God  Almighty  love  you  and  all  of  us. 

"C.  Lamb." 

After  the  inquest.  Miss  Lamb  was  placed  in  an 
Asylum,  where  she  was,  in  a  short  time,* restored  to 
reason.     The  following  is  Lamb's  next  letter:  — 


TO  MB.  COLERIDGE. 

«  October  Srd,  17M. 

My  dearest  Friend,  —  Your  letter  was  an  inesti 
mable  treasure  to  me.  It  will  be  a  comfort  to  you, 
I  know,  to  know  that  our  prospects  are  somewhat 
brighter.  My  poor  dear,  dearest  sister,  the  unhappy 
and  unconscious  instrument  of  the  Almighty's  judg- 
ments on  our  house,  is  restored  to  her  senses;  to  a 
dreadftil  sense  and  recollection  of  what  has  past,  avrfiil 
to  her  mind  and  impressive  (as  it  must  be  to  the  end 


(( 
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of  life),  but  tempered  with  religious  resignation  and 
the  reasonings  of  a  sound  judgment,  which,  in  this 
early  stage,  knows  how  to  distinguish  between  a  deed 
committed  in  a  transient  fit  of  frenzy,  and  the  terrible 
guilt  of  a  mother's  murder.  I  have  seen  her,  I  found 
her,  this  morning,  calm  and  serene  ;  far,  very  very  far 
from  an  indecent  forgetful  serenity;  she  has  a  most 
afiectionate  and  tender  concern  for  what  has  happened. 
Indeed,  from  the  beginning,  frightfril  and  hopeless  as 
her  diadtder  seemed,  I  had  confidence  enough  in  her 
Itrength  of  mind  and  religious  principle,  to  look  for- 
ward to  a  time  when  even  she  might  recover  tranquil- 
li^.  God  be  praised,  Coleridge,  wonderfrd  as  it  is  to 
tell,  I  have  never  once  been  otherwise  than  collected 
and  calm  ;  even  on  the  dreadfrd  day,  and  in  the  midst 
of  the  terrible  scene,  I  preserved  a  tranquillity  which 
by-standers  may  have  construed  into  indifference  —  a 
tranquillity  not  of  despair.  Is  it  folly  or  sin  in  me  to 
say  that  it  was  a  religious  principle  that  7no8t  supported 
me  ?  I  allow  much  to  other  favomble  circumstances. 
I  felt  that  I  had  something  else  to  do  than  to  regret. 
On  that  first  evening,  my  aunt  was  lying  insensible,  to 
all  appearance  like  one  dying,  —  my  fiither,  with  his 
poor  forehead  plastered  over,  from  a  wound  he  had  re- 
ceived from  a  daughter  dearly  loved  by  him,  and  who 
loved  him  no  less  dearly,  —  my  mother  a  dead  and 
murdered  corpse  in  the  next  room  —  yet  was  I  won- 
derfully supported.  I  closed  not  my  eyes  in  sleep  that 
night,  but  lay  without  terrors  and  without  despair.  I 
have  lost  no  sleep  since.  I  had  been  long  used  not  tc 
rest  in  things  of  sense,  —  had  endeavored  after  a  com- 
prehension of  mind,  unsatisfied  with  the  ^  ignorant  pres- 
ent time,'  and  tJds  kept  me  up.    I  had  the  whole  weight 
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of  the  family  thrown  on  me ;  for  my  brother,  little  dis- 
posed (I  speak  not  without  tenderness  for  hun)  at  any 
time  to  take  care  of  old  age  and  infirmities,  had  now, 
with  his  bad  leg,  an  exemption  from  such  duties,  and  I 
was  now  left  alone.  One  little  incident  may  serve  to 
make  you  understand  my  way  of  managmg  my  mind. 
Within  a  day  or  two  after  the  fetal  one,  we  dressed 
for  dinner  a  tongue  which  we  had  had  salted  for  some 
weeks  in  the  house.  As  I  sat  down,  a  feeling  like  re- 
morse struck  me ;  —  this  tongue  poor  Mary  got  for  me, 
and  can  I  partake  of  it  now,  when  she  is  fer  away  ? 
A  thought  occurred  and  relieved  me,  —  if  I  give  in  to 
this  way  of  feeling,  there  is  not  a  chair,  a  room,  an 
object  in  our  rooms,  that  will  not  awaken  the  keenest 
grie& ;  I  must  rise  above  such  weaknesses.  I  hope  this 
was  not  want  of  true  feeling.  I  did  not  let  this  carry 
me,  though,  too  fer.  On  the  very  second  day,  (I  date 
from  the  day  of  horrors,)  as  is  usual  in  such  cases, 
there  were  a  matter  of  twenty  people,  I  do  think,  sup- 
ping in  our  room ;  they  prevailed  on  me  to  eat  vnth 
them  (for  to  eat  I  never  refiised).  They  were  all 
making  merry  in  the  rooml  Some  had  come  from 
friendship,  some  from  busy  curiosity,  and  some  from 
interest ;  I  was  going  to  partake  with  them  ;  when  my 
recollection  came  that  my  poor  dead  mother  was  lying 
in  the  next  room — the  very  next  room  ;  —  a  mother 
who,  through  life,  wished  nothing  but  her  children's 
welfare.  Indignation,  the  rage  of  grief,  something  like 
remorse,  rushed  upon  my  mind.  In  an  VLgony  of  emo- 
tion I  found  my  way  mechanically  to  the  adjoining 
room,  and  fell  on  my  knees  by  the  side  of  her  coffin, 
asking  forgiveness  of  heaven,  and  sometimes  of  her,  for 
forgetting  her  so  soon.     Tranquillity  returned,  and  it 
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was  the  oidj  violent  emotion  that  mastered  me,  and  I 
think  it  did  me  good. 

^^  I  mention  these  things  because  I  hate  conceal- 
ment, and  love  to  give  a  faithiiil  journal  of  what  passes 
within  me.     Our  friends  have  been  very  good.     Sam 
Le  Grice,  who  was  then  in  town,  was  with  me  the 
three  or  four  first  days,  and  was  as  a  brother  to  me, 
gave  up  every  hour  of  his  time,  to  the  very  hurting  of 
his  health  and  spirits,  in  constant  attendance  and  hu- 
moring my  poor  father ;  talked  with  him,  read  to  him, 
played  at  cribbage  with  him  (for  so  short  is  the  old 
man's  recollection,  that  he  was  playing  at  cards,  as 
though  nothing  had  happened,  while  the  coroner's  in- 
quest was  sitting  over  the  way !)     Samuel  wept  ten- 
derly when  he  went  away,  for  his  mother  wrote  him  a 
very  severe  letter  on  his  loitering  so  long  in  town,  and 
he  was  forced  to  go.     Mr.  Norris,  of  Christ's  Hospital, 
has  been  as  a  father  to  me  —  Mrs.  Norris  as  a  mother ; 
though  we  had  few  claims  on  them.     A  gentleman, 
brother  to  my  godmother,  firom  whom  we  never  had 
right  or  reason  to  expect  any  such  assistance,  sent  my 
fether  twenty  pounds ;  and  to  .crown  all  these  'God's 
blessings  to  our  £imily  at  such  a  time,  an  old  lady,  a 
cousin  of  my  father  and  aunt's,  a  gentlewoman  of  for- 
tune, is  to  take  my  aunt  and  make  her  comfortable 
for  the  short  remainder  of  her  days.     My  aunt  is  re- 
covered, and  as  well  as  ever,  and  highly  pleased  at 
thoughts  of  going  —  and  has  generously  given  up  the 
inti^rest  of  her  Uttle  money  (which  was  formerly  paid 
my  father  for  her  board)  wholly  and  solely  to  my 
sister's  use.     Reckoning  this,  we  have.  Daddy  and  I, 
for  our  two  selves  and  an  old  maid-servant  to  look  after 
him,  when  I  am  out,  which  will  be  necessary,  170Z.  or 
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ISOL  rather  a-year,  out  of  which  we  can  spare  501.  or 
QOL  at  least  for  Mary  while  she  stays  at  Islington, 
where  she  must  and  shall  stay  during  her  Other's  life, 
for  his  and  her  comfort.  I  know  John  will  make 
speeches  about  it,  but  she  shall  not  go  into  an  hospital. 
The  good  lady  of  the  mad-house,  and  her  daughter,  an 
elegant,  sweet-behaved  young  lady,  love  her,  and  are 
taken  with  her  amazingly ;  and  I  know  from  her  own 
mouth  she  loves  them,  and  longs  to  be  with  them  as 
much.  Poor  thing,  they  say  she  was  but  the  other 
morning  saying,  she  knew  she  must  go  to  Bethlem  for 
life ;  that  one  of  her  brothers  would  have  it  so,  but  the 
other  would  wish  it  not,  but  be  obliged  to  go  with  the 
stream ;  that  she  had  often  as  she  passed  Bethlem 
thought  it  likely,  *  here  it  may  be  my  fate  to  end  my 
days,'  conscious  of  a  certain  flightiness  in  her  poor 
head  oftentimes,  and  mindftil  of  more  than  one  severe 
illness  of  that  natiure  before.  A  legacy  of  100?.  which 
my  father  will  have  at  Christmas,  and  this  20L  I  men- 
tioned before,  with  what  is  in  the  house,  will  much 
more  than  set  us  clear.  If  my  father,  an  old  servant- 
maid, 'and  I,  can't  live,  and  live  comfortably,  on  130Z. 
or  120L  a-year,  we  ought  to  bum  by  slow  fibres  ;  and  I 
almost  would,  that  Mary  might  not  go  into  an  hospitaL 
Let  me  not  leave  one  unfavorable  impression  on  your 
mind  respecting  my  brother.  Since  this  has  happened, 
ho  has  been  very  kind  and  brotherly ;  but  I  fear  for 
his  mind,  —  he  has  taken  his  ease  in  tlie  world,  and  ii 
not  fit  himself  to  struggle  with  difHculties,  nor  has 
much  accustomed  himself  to  throw  himself  into  thei 
way ;  and  I  know  his  language  is  already,  *  Charles 
you  must  take  care  of  yourself,  you  must  not  abridge 
yourself  of  a  single  pleasure  you  have  been  used  to. 
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£c.  &c,j  and  in  that  style  of  talking.  But  you,  a 
necessarian,  can  respect  a  difference  of  mind,  and  love 
what  is  amiable  in  a  character  not  perfect.  He  has 
been  very  good,  —  but  I  fear  for  his  mind.  Thank 
God,  I  can  unconnect  myself  with  him,  and  shall  man- 
age all  my  father's  moneys  in  future  myself,  if  I  take 
charge  of  Daddy,  which  poor  John  has  not  even  hinted 
a  wish,  at  any  future  time  even,  to  share  with  me. 
The  lady  at  this  mad-house  assures  me  that  I  may  dis- 
miss immediately  both  doctor  and  apothecary,  retaining 
occasionally  a  composing  draught  or  so  for  a  while; 
and  there  is  a  less  expensive  establishment  in  her  house, 
where  she  will  only  not  have  a  room  and  nurse  to  her- 
self, for  50L  or  guineas  a-year  —  the  outside  would  be 
60Z.  —  you  know,  by  economy,  how  much  more  even 
I  shall  be  able  to  spare  for  her  comforts.  She  will,  I 
&ncy,  if  she  stays,  make  one  of  the  family,  rather  than 
of  the  patients ;  and  the  old  and  young  ladies  I  like 
exceedingly,  and  she  loves  dearly ;  and  they,  as  the 
saying  is,  take  to  her  very  extraordinarily,  if  it  is  ex- 
traordinary that  people  who  see  my  sister  should  love 
her.  Of  all  the  people  I  ever  saw  in  the  world,  my 
poor  sister  was  most  and  thoroughly  devoid  of  the  least 
tincture  of  selfishness.  I  will  enlarge  npon  her  quali- 
ties, poor  dear,  dearest  soul,  in  a  future  letter,  for  my 
own  comfort,  for  I  understand  her  thoroughly;  and, 
if  I  mistake  not,  in  the  most  tiying  situation  that  a 
human  being  can  be  found  in,  she  will  be  foimd  (I 
speak  not  with  sufficient  humility,  I  fear,  but  humanly 
and  foolishly  speaking),  she  will  be  found,  I  trust,  uni- 
formly great  and  amiable.  God  keep  her  in  her  present 
mind,  to  whom  be  thanks  and  praise  for  all  His  dispen- 
sations to  mankind  I  C. '  Lamb." 
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"  These  mentioned  good  fortnn 
prospects  had  ahnost  brought  my  m 
treme,  the  verj  opposite  to  despair, 
of  making  myself  too  happy.  Yotu 
back  to  a  view  of  things  which  I  ha 
the  beginning.  I  hope  (for  Mary 
bat  I  hope  that  /  shall  through  li 
recoUection,  nor  a  fainter  impression 
pened  than  I  have  now.  "Tis  not 
meant  by  the  Almighty  to  be  receiv 
be  serious,  circimispect,  and  deeplj 
life ;  and  by  such  means  may  both 
ness  in  ftitnre,  if  it  so  please  the  Al: 

"  Send  me  word  how  it  fitres  wi' 
it,  your  letter  was,  and  will  be,  an  L 
to  me.  You  have  a  view  of  wha 
manda  of  me,  like  my  own  view, 
one. 

"Coleridge,  contintie  to  write; 
offend  me  by  talking  of  sending  mi 
and  on  my  soul,  we  do  not  want 
both. 

"  I  will  write  again  ray  soon, 
rectly." 

As  Lamb  Kcovered  from  the 
calamity,  he  found  comfort  in  gent 
friend  on  that  imbecility  of  purpc 
the  development  of  his  mighty  genii 
commencing  with  this  office  of  frier 
to  the  condition  of  that  sufferer,  wl 
him  the  more  because  others  shrani 
her. 
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TO  ME.  OOLEBIDGE. 

»  October  ITth, 
•*My  dearest  Friend,  —  I  grieve  from  my  ver 
to  observe  you  in  your  plans  of  life,  veering 
from  this  hope  to  the  other,  and  settling  nowhen 
it  on  untoward  fatalky  (speaking  humanly)  that 
this  for  you  —  a  stubborn,  irresistible  concurrem 
events  —  or  lies  the  fault,  as  I  iear  it  does,  in 
own  mind  ?  You  seem  to  be  taking  up  spl 
echemes  of  fortune  only  to  lay  them  down  again 
your  fortunes  are  an  t^WM  fatuua  that  has  been 
ducting  yon,  in  thought,  from  Lancaster  Court,  Si 
to  someivhere  near  Matlock ;  then  jumping  acn 
Dr.  Somebody's,  whose  son's  tutor  you  were  lik' 
be ;  and,  would  to  God,  the  dancing  demon  wiaj 
duet  you  at  last,  in  peace  and  comfort,  to  the  '  lifi 
labors  of  a  cottager.'  You  see,  from  the  above 
ward  playfulness  of  fancy,  that  my  spirits  are  not 
depressed.  I  should  ill  deserve  God's  blessing,  y 
nnce  the  late  terrible  event,  have  come  down  in  i 
upon  as,  if  I  indulged  regret  or  querulousness. 
continues  serene  and  cheerful.  I  have  not  by 
little  letter  she  wrote  to  me ;  for,  though  I  se 
almost  every  day,  yet  we  delight  to  write  to  one  8 
er,  for  we  can  scarce  see  each  other  bnt  in  con 
with  some  of  the  people  of  the  house.  I  have  n< 
letter  by  me,  but  will  quote  from  memory  wha 
wrote  in  it :  'I  have  no  bad  terrifying  dreams, 
midnight,  when  I  happen  to  awake,  the  nurse  sle 
by  the  side  of  me,  with  the  noise  of  the  poor  mac 
pie  around  me,  I  have  no  fear.     The  spirit  o 
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mother  seems  to  descend  and  smile  npon  me,  and  bid 
me  live  to  enjoy  the  life  and  reason  which  the  Al- 
mighty has  given  me.  I  shall  see  her  again  in  heaven ; 
she  will  then  understand  me  better.  My  grandmother, 
too,  will  understand  me  better,  and  will  then  say  no 
more,  as  she  used  to  do,  ^  Polly,  what  are  those  poor 
crazy  moythered  brains  of  yours  thinking  of  always  ?  " 
Poor  Mary  I  my  mother  indeed  never  understood  her 
right  She  loved  her,  as  she  loved  us  all,  with  a  moth- 
er's love ;  but  in  opinion,  in  feeling,  and  sentiment,  and 
disposition,  bore  so  distant  a  resemblance  to  her  daugh- 
ter, that  she  never  understood  her  right ;  never  could 
believe  how  much  she  loved  her ;  but  met  her  caresses, 
her  protestations  of  filial  affection,  too  frequently  with 
coldneiss  and  repulse.  Still  she  was  a  good  another. 
God  forbid  I  should  think  of  her  but  Tmst  respectfully, 
most  affectionately.  Yet  she  would  always  love  my 
brother  above  Mary,  who  was  not  worthy  of  one  tenth 
of  that  affection  which  Mary  had  a  right  to  claim. 
But  it  is  my  sister's  gratifying  recoUection,  that  every 
act  of  duty  and  of  love  she  could  pay,  every  kindness 
(and  I  speak  true,  when  I  say  to  the  hurting. of  her 
health,  and  most  probably  in  great  part  to  the  derange- 
ment of  her  senses),  through  a  long  course  of  infirm- 
ities and  sickness,  she  could  show  her,  she  ever  did.  I 
will,  some  day,  as  I  promised,  enlarge  to  you  upon  my 
sister's  excellences;  'twill  seem  like  exaggeration,  but 
I  will  do  it.  At  present,  short  letters  suit  my  state  of 
mind  best.  So  take  my  kindest  wishes  for  your  com- 
fort and  establishment  in  life,  and  for  Sara's  welfare 
and  comforts  with  you.  God  love  you.  Grod  love  us 
alL 

**C.  Lamb.' 
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Miss  Lamb's  gradual  restoration  to  comfort,  and  her 
brother's  earnest  watchfulness  over  it,  are  illustrated  in 
the  following  fragment  of  a  letter :  — 


C4 


TO  MB.  COLERIDGE. 

*'  October  28th,  1796. 

I  have  satisfaction  in  being  able  to  bid  you  rejoice 
with  me  in  my  sister's  continued  reason,  and  composed- 
ness  of  mind.  Let  us  both  be  thankful  for  it.  I  con- 
tinue to  visit  her  very  frequently,  and  the  people  of  the 
house  are  vastly  indulgent  to  her ;  she  is  likely  to  be 
as  comfortably  situated  in  all  respects  as  those  who  pay 
twice  or  thrice  the  sum.  They  love  her,  and  she  loves 
them,  and  makes  herself  very  useAil  to  them.  Be- 
nevolence sets  out  on  her  journey  with  a  good  heart, 
and  puts  a  good  &ce  on  it,  but  is  apt  to  limp  and  grow 
feeble,  unless  she  calls  in  the  aid  of  self-interest,  by 
way  of  crutch.  In  Mary's  case,  as  far  as  respects  those 
she  is  with,  'tis  well  that  these  principles  are  so  likely 
to  cooperate.  I  am  rather  at  a  loss  sometimes  for 
books  for  her,  —  our  reading  is  somewhat  confined, 
and  we  have  nearly  exhausted  our  London  library. 
She  has  her  hands  too  full  of  work  to  read  much,  but 
a  little  she  must  read,  for  reading  was  her  daily  bread." 

Two  months,  though  passed  by  Lamb  in  anxiety  and 
labor,  but  cheered  by  Miss  Lamb's  continued  possession 
of  reason,  so  far  restored  the  tone  of  his  mind,  that  his 
interest  in  the  volume  which  had  been  contemplated  to 
introduce  his  first  verses  to  the  world,  in  association 
with  those  of  his  friend,  was  enkindled  anew.  While 
ehenshing  the  hope  of  reunion  with  his  sister,  and  pain- 
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fully  wresting  liis  leisure  hours  from  poetry  and  Cole- 
ridge to  amuse  the  dotage  of  his  father,  he  watched 
over  his  own  returning  sense  of  enjoyment  with  a  sort 
of  holy  jealousy,  apprehensive  lest  he  should  forget  too 
soon  the  terrible  visitation  of  Heaven.  At  this  time 
he  thus  writes:  — 


TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

"  December  ted,  1798. 

**I  have  delayed  writing  thus  long,  not  having  by 
me  my  copy  of  your  poems,  which  I  had  lent.  I  am 
not  satisfied  with  all  your  intended  omissions.  Why 
omit  40,  63,  84?  above  all,  let  me  protest  strongly 
against  your  rejecting  the  '  Complaint  of  Ninathoma,* 
86.  The  words,  I  acknowledge,  are  Ossian's,  but  you 
have  added  to  them  the  *  music  of  Caril.'  If  a  vicari- 
ous substitute  be  wanting,  sacrifice  (and  'twill  be  a 
piece  of  self-denial  too),  the  **Epitaph  on  an  In&nt,' 
of  which  its  author  seems  so  proud,  so  tenacious.  Or, 
if  your  heart  be  set  on  perpetuating  the  four-line  won- 
der, I'll  tell  you  what  to  do ;  sell  the  copyright  of  it  at 
once  to  a  country  statuary ;  commence  in  this  manner 
Death's  prime  poetp-laureate ;  and  let  your  verses  be 
adopted  in  every  village  round,  instead  of  those  hitherto 
fiunousones:  — 

*  Affliotions  sore  long  time  I  bore, 
Physiciaxis  were  in  vain.*  * 

^^  I  have  seen  your  last  veiy  beautiful  poem  in  the 

*Thi8  epitaph,  which,  notwithstanding  Lamb's  gentle  banter,  oooii' 
pied  an  entire  page  In  the  bools,  is  curious — **a  miracle  instead  of  wit** 
—  for  it  is  a  commonpUtct  of  Coleridge,  who,  investing  ordinary  things 
with  a  dreamy  splendor,  or  weighing  them  down  with  accumulated 
Ihought,  has  rarely  if  ever  written  a  stanza  so  smoothly  vapid -*iO  d»* 


■ 
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•  Monthly  Magazine : '  write  thus,  and  you  most  gener- 
ally have  written  thus,  and  I  shall  never  quarrel  with 
you  about  simplicity.     With  regard  to  my  lines  — 

'  Laugh  all  that  weep,*  &o. 

I  would  willingly  sacrifice  them ;  but  my  portion  of 
the  volume  is  so  ridiculously  little,  that,  in  honest 
truth,  I  can't  spare  them :  as  things  are,  I  have  very 
slight  pretensions  to  participate  in  the  title-page. 
White's  book  is  at  length  reviewed  in  the  Monthly; 
was  it  your  doing,  or  Dyer's,  to  whom  I  sent  him  ? 

—  or,  rather,  do  you  not  write  in  the  Critical  ?  —  for  I 
observed,  in  an  article  of  this  month's,  a  line  quoted 
out  of  that  sonnet  on  Mrs.  Siddons, 

'  With  eager  wondering,  and  pertnrb'd  delight.' 

And  a  line  from  that  sonnet  would  not  readily  have 
occurred  to  a  stranger.  That  sonnet,  Coleridge,  brings 
afresh  to  my  mind  the  time  when  you  wrote  those  on 
Bowles,  Priestly,  Burke  ; — 'twas  two  Christmases  ago, 
and  in  that  nice  little  smoky  room  at  the  Salutation, 
which  is  even  now  continually  presenting  itself  to  my 
recollection,  with  all  its  associated  train  of  pipes,  to- 
bacco, egg-hot,  welsh-rabbits,  metaphysics,  and  poetry. 

—  Are  we  never  to  meet  again  ?  How  differently  I  am 
drcimistanced  now  I     I  have  never  met  witli  any  one 

—  never  shall  meet  with  any  one  —  who  could  or  can 
compensate  me  for  the  loss  of  your  society.     I  have 

^d  of  merit  or  offence  —  (unlem  it  be  an  offence  to  make  fcd%  do  duty 
M  a  verb  activ))  as  the  following  :  — 

**  Sre  sin  could  blight  or  aomm/kdtf 
Death  eame  with  friendly  oare; 
The  opening  bud  to  Heaven  oonTey'd 
And  bade  it  blOMom  thfen.** 


■<si 


m  LETTERS  TO 

no  one  to  ta]k  all  these  i 
friends,  I  lack  books  to  s 
these  complaints  ill  become 
present  sitnation,  prospects, 
what  they  were  but  two 
months!  O  my  fnend,  I  a 
tlie  awfol  lessons  then  pri 
mo  of  them ;  remind  me  of 
with  me  when  you  do  write 
heart  I  thank  yon,  for  your 
She  is  quite  well,  bat  must 
with  us  yet  a  good  while.  ] 
at  present,  it  would  hurt  hei 
them  to  be  together:  secon 
world's  good  report,  for,  I  i 
whenever  that  event  takes  p 
one  man  has  pressed  it  on 
perpetual  confinement ;  wha 
or  the  necessity  of  such  an 
you  ?  I  am  starving  at  the  ] 
o'clock  without  my  dinner,  s 
be,  almost  all  the  week.  I 
wearied,  quite  faint,  and  thf 
who  will  not  let  me  enjoy  a 
conform  to  my  situation,  i 
most  part,  not  unthankful. 

**  I  am  got  home  at  last,  ai 
cribbage,  have  got  my  &thei 
with  difficulty  got  it,  for  w 
playing  any  more,  he  ver 
won't  play  with  me,  you 
home  at  all.'  The  argumei 
I  set  to  afresh.    I  told  you 
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,  neither  do  I  quite  coincide  with  jou  ii 
aiTangements.  I  have  not  time  to  point  out  a  1 
and  I  suppose  some  self-associations  of  your  own 
detennined  their  place  as  they  now  stand, 
beginning,  indeed,  with  the  '  Joan  of  Arc '  Ii 
coincide  entirely  with.  I  love  a  splendid  ontst 
magnificent  portico,  —  and  the  diapason  is  ) 
When  I  read  the  '  Religious  Musings,'  I  think 
poor,  how  unelevated,  unorigind,  my  hlank  ve 
— '  Laugh  all  that  weep,'  especially,  where  the  s 
demanded  a  grandeur  of  conception ;  and  I  ask 
business  they  hare  among' yours  7  but  friondship  < 
eth  a  multitude  of  defects,  t  want  some  loppings 
in  the  'Chatterton ;'  it  wants  but  a  little  to  mi 
rank  among  the  finest  irregular  lyrics  I  ever 
Hare  you  time  and  inclination  to  go  to  work  u 
—  or  is  it  too  late  —  or  do  you  think  it  needs  i 
Don't  reject  those  verses  in  one  of  your  '  Watch 
'  Dear  native  brook,'  &c. ;  nor  I  think  those  last 
you  sent  me,  in  which  '  all  effortless '  is  witliout 
to  be  preferred  to  'inactive.'  If  I  am  writing 
than  ordinarily  dully,  'tis  that  I  am  stupefied  i 
toothache.  Hang  it  I  do  not  omit  48,  52,  ant 
what  yon  do  retain,  though,  call  sonnets,  for  hei 
sake,  and  not  efiiisions.  Sp;te  of  your  ingenious  f 
patioo  of  ridicule  in  your  preface,  the  five  last  lir 
50  are  too  good  to  be  lost,  the  rest  is  not  much  \ 
My  tooth  becomes  importunate  —  I  must  finish, 
pray,  write  to  me :  if  you  knew  with  what  an  ai 
of  joy  I  open  such  a  long  packet  as  you  last  sen 
you  would  not  grudge  ^ving  a  few  minutes  noi 
then  to  this  intercourse  (the  only  inUrcourse  ] 
*re  two  shall  ever  Have)  —  this  conversation  with 
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friend  —  snch  I  boast  to  be  called.  God  love  you  and 
yours .  Write  me  when  you  move,  lest  I  direct  wrong. 
Has  Sara  no  poems  to  publish  ?  Those  lines,  129,  are 
probably  too  light  for  the  volume  where  the  '  Religious 
Musings '  are,  but  I  remember  some  very  beautiful 
lines,  addressed  by  somebody  at  Bristol  to  somebody  in 
London.     God  bless  you  once  more.      Thursday  fdghJL 

"C.  Lamb." 


In  another  letter,  about  this  time  (December,  1796), 
Lamb  transmitted  to  Coleridge  two  Poems  for  the  vol- 
ume—  one  a  copy  of  verses  "  To  a  Young  Lady  going 
out  to  India,"  which  were  not  inserted,  and  are  not 
worthy  of  preservation ;  the  other,  entitled,  "  The 
Tomb  of  Douglas,"  which  was  inserted,  and  which 
he  chiefly  valued  as  a  memorial  of  his  impression  of 
Mrs.  Siddons'  acting  in  Lady  Randolph.  The  follow- 
ing passage  closes  the  sheet. 

"  At  Ifength  I  have  done  with  verse-making ;  not 
that  I  relish  other  people's  poetry  less ;  theirs  comes 
from  'em  without  effort,  mine  is  the  difficult  operation 
of  a  brain  scanty  of  ideas,  made  more  difficult  by  dis- 
use. I  have  been  reading  '  The  Task '  with  fi^esh  de- 
light. I  am  glad  you  love  Cowper :  I  could  forgive 
a  man  for  not  enjoying  Milton,  but  I  would  not  call 
that  man  my  fnend  who  should  be  offended  with  the 
*  divine  chit-chat  of  Cowper.'  Write  to  me.  God 
love  you  and  yours.  C.  L." 

The  following,  of  10th  December,  1796,  illustrates 
Lamb's  almost  wayward  admiration  of  his  only  friend^ 
and  a  feeling  —  how  temporary  with  him  I  -^  of  vexa- 
tion with  the  imperfect  sympathies  of  his  elder  brotlier. 
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TO  MB.  COLEBIDOB. 


*'  Ton  sent  me  some  very  sweet  lines  relati 
Bams,  but  it  was  at  a  time  when  in  my  high); 
tated  and  perhaps  somewhat  distorted  state  of  m 
thought  it  a  duty  to  read  'em  hastily  and  bum  'ei 
burned  all  my  own  verses  ;  all  my  book  of  ex 
from  'Beaumont  and  Fletcher'  and  a  thousand  soi 
I  bumed  a  little  journal  of  my  foolish  passion  wl 
had  a  long  time  kept  — 


I  almost  bumed  all  your  letters,  —  I  did  as  bad, 
*em  to  a  friend  to  keep  out  of  my  brother's 
should  he  come  and  make  inquisition  into  our  ps 
for  much  as  he  dwelt  upon  your  conversation, 
yon  were  among  us,  and  delighted  to  be  with  y 
has  been  his  fashion  ever  since  to  depreciate  an 
you  down, — yon  were  the  cause  of  my  madness- 
and  your  damned  foolish  sensibility  and  melanclK 
and  be  lamented  with  a  true  brotlierly  feeling 
we  ever  met,  even  as  the  sober  citizen,  when  h! 
went  astray  upon  the  mountains  of  Parnassus,  I 
to  have  *  cursed  wit  and  Poetry  and  Pope.'  I 
wrong,  but  no  matter.  Tliese  letters  I  lent  to  a 
to  be  out  of  the  way,  for  a  season,  but  I  have  cl 
them  in  vain,  and  shall  not  cease  to  regret  theii 
Your  packets,  posterior  to  the  date  of  my  misfor 
commencing  with  that  valuable  consolatory  epistl 
STcry  day  accumulating  —  they  are  sacred  things 


The  following  long  letter,  bearing  date  on  th 
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Bide,  5tli  January,  1797,  is  addressed  to  Mr.  Coleridge 
at  Stowey,  near  Bridgewater,  whither  he  had  removed 
from  Bristol,  to  enjoy  the  society  and  protection  of  his 
friend  Mr.  Poole.  The  original  is  a  curious  specimen 
of  clear  compressed  penmanship ;  being  contained  in 
three  sides  of  a  sheet  of  foolscap. 


TO  MR.  COLERroGE. 

**  Sunday  morning,  —  You  cannot  surely  mean  to 
degrade  the  Joan  of  Arc  into  a  po1>-girl.  You  are  not 
going,  I  hope,  to  annex  to  that  most  splendid  orna- 
ment of  Southey's  poem  all  this  cock-and-a-bull  story 
of  Joan,  the  publican's  daughter  of  Neufchatel,  with 
the  lamentable  episode  of  a  wagoner,  his  wife,  and  six 
children.  The  texture  will  be  most  lamentably  dispro- 
portionate. The  first  forty  or  fifty  lines  of  these  ad- 
denda are,  no  doubt,  in  their  way,  admirable,  too  ;  but 
many  would  prefer  the  Joan  of  Southey, 

'  On  mightiest  deeds  to  brood 
Of  shadowy  vRstness,  such  as  made  my  heart 
Throb  fast;  anon  I  paused,  and  in  a  state 
Of  half  expectance  listened  to  the  wind;' 

'  They  wondered  at  me,  who  had  known  me  onoe 
A  cheerful  careless  damsel ; ' 

*Thee3re, 
That  of  the  circling  throng  and  of  the  visible  world 
Unseeing,  saw  the  shapes  of  holy  phantasy ; ' 

1  see  nothing  in  your  description  of  the  Maid  equal 
to  these.  There  is  a  fine  originality  certainly  in  those 
lines— *- 

'  For  she  had  lived  In  this  bod  world 
As  in  a  place  of  tombs. 
And  Umcbed  not  the  pollotioDB  of  the  dead  * 
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but  your  *  fierce  rivacity '  is  a  faint  copy  of  the  *  fierce 
and  terrible  benevolence '  of  Southey ;  added  to  this, 
that  it  will  look  like  rivalship  in  yon,  and  extort  a  comr 
parison  with  Southey,  —  I  think  to  your  disadvantage. 
And  the  lines,  considered  in  themselves  as  an  addition 
to  what  you  had  before  written,  (strains  of  a  far  higher 
mood,)  are  but  such  as  Madame  Fancy  loves  in  some 
of  her  more  famiUar  moods,  at  such  times  as  she  has 
met  Noll  Goldsmith,  and  walked  and  talked  with  him, 
calling  him  ^  old  acquaintance.'  Southey  certainly  has 
no  pretensions  to  vie  with  you  in  the  sublime  of  poo- 
try  ;  but  he  tells  a  plain  tale  better  than  you.  I  will 
enumerate  some  woful  blemishes,  some  of  'em  sad 
deviations  firom  that  simplicity  which  was  your  aim. 

•  Hailed  who  might  be  near '  (the  *  canvas-coverture 
moving,'  by  the  by,  is  laughable)  ;  *  a  woman  and  six 
children '  (by  the  way,  —  why  not  nine  children  ?  It 
would  have  been  just  half  as  pathetic  again)  :  ^  statues 
of  sleep  they  seemed ' :  *  frostp-mangled  wretch ' :  '  green 
putridity ' :  '  hailed  him  immortal '  (rather  ludicrous 
again) :  *  voiced  a  sad  and  simple  tale '  (abominable !) : 

*  unprovendered ' :  *  such  his  tale ' :  *  Ah  1  suffering  to 
the  height  of  what  was  suffered'  (a  most  insufferable 
line) :  *  amazements  of  affright ' :  '  the  hot  sore  brain 
attributes  its  own  hues  of  ghastliness  and  torture' 
(what  shocking  confusion  of  ideas)  I 

^^  In  these  delineations  of  common  and  natural  feel- 
ings, in  the  familiar  walks  of  poetry,  you  seem  to 
resemble  Montauban  dancing  with  Roubign^'s  tenants, 
^miLch  of  Mb  native  loftiness  remained  in  the  execution.^ 

"  I  was  reading  your  *  Religious  Musings '  the  other 
day,  and  sincerely  I  think  it  the  noblest  poem  in  the 
language,  next  after  the  ^  Paradise  Lost,'  and  even  tliat 
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was  not  made  the  vehicle  of  such  grand  truths.  *  There 
is  one  mind/  &c.,  down  to  *  Almighty's  throne,*  are 
without  a  rival  in  the  whole  compass  of  my  poetical 
reading. 

*  Stands  In  the  sun,  and  with  no  partial  gaze, 
Views  all  creation.' 

I  wish  I  could  have  written  those  lines.  I  rejoice  that 
I  am  able  to  relish  them.  The  loftier  walks  of  Pindus 
are  your  proper  region.  There  you  have  no  compeer 
in  modem  times.  Leave  the  lowlands,  unenvied,  in 
possession  of  such  men  as  Cowper  and  Southey.  Thus 
am  I  pouring  balsam  into  the  wounds  I  may  have  been 
inflicting  on  my  poor  friend's  vanity. 

"  In  your  notice  of  Southey's  new  volume  you  omit 
to  mention  the  most  pleasing  of  all,  the  *  Miniature*— 

•There  were 
Who  formed  high  hopes  and  flattering  ones  of  thee, 
Young  Robert ! ' 

'  Spirit  of  Spenser  I  —  was  the  wanderer  wrong?  * 

**  Fairfax  I  have  been  in  quest  of  a  long  time.  John- 
son, in  his  ^Life  of  Waller,'  gives  a  most  delicious 
specimen  of  him,  and  adds,  in  the  true  manner  of  that 
delicate  critic,  as  well  as  amiable  man,  ^  It  may  be  pre- 
sumed that  this  old  version  will  not  be  much  read  after 
the  elegant  translation  of  my  friend,  Mr.  Hoole.'  I 
endeavored  —  I  wished  to  gain  some  idea  of  Tasso  from 
this  Mr.  Hoole,  the  great  boast'  and  ornament  of  the 
India  House,  but  soon  desisted.  I  found  him  more 
vapid  than  smallest  small  beer  ^  sun-vinegared.'  Your 
•  Dream,'  down  to  that  exquisite  line  — 

'  I  can*t  tell  half  hto  adventure^,* 

18  a  moRt  happy  resemblance  </  Chaucer.     The  re» 
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malnder  is  so  so.  The  best  line,  I  think,  is,  *  He 
belong'd,  I  believe,  to  the  witch  Melancholy.'  By  the 
way,  when  will  our  volume  come  out  ?  Don't  delay  it 
till  you  have  written  a  new  Joan  of  Arc.  Send  what 
letters  you  please  by  me,  and  in  any  way  you  choose, 
single  or  double.  The  India  Company  is  better  adapted 
to  answer  the  cost  than  the  generality  of  my  friend's 
correspondents  —  such  poor  and  honest  dogs  as  John 
Thelwall,  particularly.  I  cannot  say  I  know  Colson, 
at  least  intimately;  I  once  supped  with  him  and  Allen; 
I  think  his  manners  very  pleasing.  I  will  not  tell  you 
what  I  think  of  Lloyd,  for  he  may  by  chance  come  to 
see  this  letter,  and  that  thought  puts  a  restraint  on  me. 
I  cannot  think  what  subject  would  suit  your  epic 
genius;  some  philosophical  subject,  I  conjecture,  in 
which  shall  be  blended  the  sublime  of  poetry  and  of 
science.  Your  proposed  *  Hymns '  will  be  a  fit  pre- 
paratory study  wherewith  'to  discipline  your  young 
novitiate  soul.'  I  grow  dull ;  I'll  go  walk  myself  out 
of  my  dulness. 

**  Sunday  rdght.  —  You  and  Sara  are  very  good  to 
think  so  kindly  and  so  favorably  of  poor  Mary ;  I  would 
to  God  all  did  so  too.  But  I  very  much  fear  she  must 
no%  think  of  coming  home  in  my  father's  lifetime.  It  is 
very  hard  upon  her ;  but  our  circumstances  are  peculiar, 
and  we  must  submit  to  them.  God  be  praised  she  is 
so  well  as  she  is.  She  bears  her  situation  as  one  who 
has  no  right  to  complain.  My  poor  old  aunt,  whom 
you  have  seen,  the  kindest,  goodest  creature  to  me 
when  I  was  at  school;  who  used  to  toddle  there  to 
bring  me  good  things,  when  I,  school-boy  like,  only 
despised  her  for  it,  and  used  to  be' ashamed  to  see  her 
some  and  sit  herself  down  on  the  old  coal-hole  steps  as 
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joQ  went  into  the  old  graminar-: 
apron,  and  bring  out  her  basin, 
she  had  caased  to  be  saved  foi 
creature  is  now  lying  on  her  deati 
to  think  on  her  deplorable  state 
received  on  that  onr  evil  day,  fi 
completely  recovered,  I  impute  h 
poor  thing,  she  is  glad  she  is  cc 
me.     I  was  always  her  favorite: 

<  Mo  mttBT  friendnbip  a'n  cu 


"  Lloyd  has  kindly  left  me,  ft 
Woolman.'  You  have  read  it. 
Will  you  excuse  one  short  extrs 
not  have  escaped  you.  — '  Small  I 
mind  is  sufficient.  How  happy  is 
a  little,  to  live  in  humility,  and  I 
breathes  out  this  language  —  A1 
am  almost  ashamed  to  patch  up  : 
laneous  sort  —  but  I  please  myseli 
anything  from  me  will  be  accep! 
rather  impatient,  childlslily  so,  to 
to  the  same  common  volume.  S< 
does  come  out ;  two  will  be  enoi 
■^but  two  better.  I  have  a  d 
when  in  town,  you  were  talking  < 
as  a  most  prolific  subject  for  a  lor 
adopt  it,  Coleridge  ?  —  there  wou! 
nation.  Or  the  description  (froi 
suppose)  of  an  Utopia  in  one  of  t 
Cot  instance.)     Or  a  Five  Days' 
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illustrate,  in  sensible  imagery,  Hartley's  five  Motives 
to  Conduct :  —  1.  Sensation  ;  2.  Imagination  ;  8.  Am- 
bition ;  4,  Sympathy ;  6.  Theopathy  :  —  First.  Ban* 
quets,  music,  &c.,  effeminacy, — and  their  insufficiency. 
Second,  *  Beds  of  hyacinth  and  roses,  where  young 
Adonis  oft  reposes ; '  *  Fortunate  Isles ; '  *  The  pagan 
Elysium,'  &c. ;  poetical  pictures ;  antiquity  as  pleasing 
to  the  fancy  ;  —  their  emptiness  ;  madness,  &c.  Third. 
Warriors,  Poets ;  some  famous  yet,  more  forgotten ; 
their  fame  or  oblivion  now  alike  indifferent;  pride, 
vanity,  &c.  Fourth.  All  manner  of  pitiable^tories,  in 
Spenser-like  verse ;  love ;  friendship,  relationship,  &c« 
F{fth.  Hermits;  Christ  and  his  apostles;  martyrs; 
heaven,  &c.  An  imagination  like  yours,  from  these 
scanty  hints,  may  expand  into  a  thousand  great  ideas, 
if  indeed  you  at  all  comprehend  my  scheme,  which  I 
scarce  do  myself. 

"  Monday  Tnom.  —  *  A  London  letter  —  Ninepence 
half-penny  I '  Look  you,  master  poet,  I  have  remorse 
as  well  as  another  man,  and  my  bowels  can  so>md  upon 
occasion.  But  I  must  put  you  to  this  charge,  for  I 
cannot  keep  back  my  protest,  however  ineffectual, 
against  the  annexing  your  latter  lines  to  those  former 
— this  putting  of  new  wine  into  old  bottles.  This  my 
duty  done,  I  will  cease  from  writing  till  you  invent 
some  more  reasonable  mode  of  conveyance.  Well 
may  the  *  ragged  followers  of  the  Nine  1 '  set  up  for 
flocci-nauci-what-do-you-call-'em-ists  I  and  I  do  not 
wonder  that  in  their  splendid  visions  of  Utopias  in 
America,  they  protest  against  the  admission  of  those 
ye^btcM^omplexioned,  copper-coloveA^  ti^Ai^livered  gen- 
tlemen, who  never  proved  themselves  their  friends ! 
Don't  you  think  your  verses  on  a  ^  Young  Ass '  tou 
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a  companion  for  the  '  Reli^ous  MoMngs?*— • 
drel  monarch,'  alter  that ;  and  the  '  Man  of 
:9  scarce  admissible,  as  it  now  stands,  curtailed 
lirer  half:  reclaim  i^  property  from  the  '  Cha^ 

which  it  does  bai  ■fnOumber,  and  it  will  be  • 
:le  poem.  I  hope  you  expunge  great  part  of  the 
;es  in  the  new  edition .  that,  in  particular,  most 
ed,  unfounded,   impudMiit  assertion,   that   Mr. 

is  indebted  for  his  stuvj  to  Loch  Lomond,  a 
by  Bruce  t  I  have  read  the  latter.  I  scarce 
ron  have.     Scarce  anythifig  a  common  to  them 

The  author  of  the  '  PleaHurM  of  Memory '  waa 
lat  hurt,  Dyer  says,  by  the  otj^usatfon  of  nn- 
lity.  He  never  saw  the  poent.  I  long  to  read 
oem  on  Bums  —  I  retain  so  uididuoct  a  mem- 
it  In  what  shape  and  how  does  it  come  into 
^  As  you  leave  off  writing  poeny  oil  you  finish 
lymns,  I  suppose  you  print,  now.  all  you  have 

yoo.  You  have  scarce  enough  unpimted  to 
.  second  volume  with  Lloyd?  Tell  m«  ali  about 
hat  is  become  of  Cowper  ?  Lloyd  told  nio  <rf 
erses  on  his  mother.  If  you  have  tbem  by  joa, 
;nd  'em  me.  I  do  no  love  him  I  Never  niind 
erit.  May  be  /may  like  'em,  as  your  taste  and 
0  not  always  exactly  ideniifjf.     Youra, 

"C.  Laub/' 

after  the  date  of  this  letter,  death  released  the 
from  his  state  of  imbecility,  and  the  son  from 
u-isome  duties.  With  his  life,  the  annuity  hb 
rived  from  the  old  bencher  he  had  served  so 
ly,  ceased ;  while  the  aunt  continued  to  linger 
th  Lamb  in  his  cheerless  lodging.     His  sister 
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8ti]l  remained  in  confinement  in  the  asylum  to  which 
she  had  been  consigned  on  her  mother's  death  —  per- 
fectly sensible  and  calm,  —  and  he  was  passionately 
desirous  of  obtaining  her  liberty.  The  surviving  mem- 
bers of  the  &mily,  especially  his  brother  John,  who  en- 
joyed a  fair  income  in  the  South  Sea  House,  opposed 
her  discharge  ; — and  painful -doubts  were  suggested  by 
the  authorities  of  the  parish,  where  the  terrible  occur- 
rence happened,  whether  they  were  not  bound  to  insti' 
tute  proceedings,  which  must  have  placed  her  for  life 
at  the  disposition  of  the  Crown,  especially  as  no  med- 
ical assurance  could  be  given  against  the  probable  re- 
currence of  dangerous  ^nzy.  But  Charles  came  to 
her  deliverance ;  he  satisfied  all  the  parties  who  had 
power  to  oppose  her  release,  by  his  solemn  engagement 
that  he  would  take  her  under  his  care  for  life  ;  and  he 
kept  his  word.  Whether  any  communication  with  the 
Home  Secretary  occurred  before  her  release,  I  have 
been  imable  to  ascertain ;  it  was  the  impression  of  Mr. 
Lloyd,  from  whom  my  own  knowledge  of  the  circum 
stances,  which  the  letters  do  not  ascertain,  was  derived, 
that  a  communication  took  place,  on  which  a  similar 
pledge  was  given ;  at  all  events,  the  result  was,  that 
she  left  the  asylum  and  took  up  her  abode  for  life  with 
her  brother  Charles.  For  her  sake,  at  the  same  time, 
he  abandoned  all  thoughts  of  love  and  marriage ;  and 
with  an  income  of  scarcely  more  than  lOOL  a  year,  de- 
rived from  his  clerkship,  aided  for  a  little  while  by  the 
old  aunt's  small  annuity,  set  out  on  the  journey  of  life 
at  twenty-two  years  of  age,  cheerfully,  with  his  bo- 
loved  companion,  endeared  to  him  the  more  by  her 
strange  calamity,  and  the  constant  apprehension  of  a 
recurrence  of  the  malady  which  had  caused  it  I 
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CHAPTER  m. 

[1797  to  1800.] 

LETTRBS    TO    COLERIDGE    AND    MANNING    IN    LAMB'S    FIRST 
TEARS  OF  LIFE  WITH  HIS   SISTER. 

The  anxieties  of  Lamb's  new  position  were  assuaged 
during  the  spring  of  1797,  bj  firequent  communications 
with  Coleridge  respecting  the  anticipated  volume,  and 
by  some  additions  to  his  own  share  in  its  pages.  He 
was  also  cheered  by  the  company  of  Lloyd,  who^ 
having  resided  for  a  few  months  with  Coleridge,  at 
Stowey,  came  to  London  in  some  perplexity  as  to  his 
future  course.  Of  this  visit  Lamb  speaks  in  the  follow- 
ing letter,  probably  written  in  January.  It  contains 
some  verses  expressive  of  his  delight  at  Lloyd's  visit, 
which,  although  afterwards  inserted  in  the  volume,  are 
so  well  fitted  to  their  fi^mework  of  prose,  and  so  in- 
dicative of  the  feelings  of  the  writer  at  this  crisis  of 
his  life,  that  I  may  be  excused  for  presenting  them 
with  the  context. 


TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

"  lT9r. 

**  Dear  Col,  —  You  have  learned  by  this  time,  with 
surprise,  no  doubt,  that  Lloycl  is  with  me  in  town. 
The  emotions  I  felt  on  his  coming  so  unlooked-for,  are 
not  ill  expressed  in  what  follows,  and  what,  if  you  do 
not  object  to  them  as  too  personal,  and  to  the  world 
obscure,  or  otherwise  wanting  in  worth,  I  should  wish 
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to  make  a  part  of  onr  little  volume.  I  shall  be  sony 
if  that  volume  comes  out,  as  it' necessarily  must  do, 
nnless  you  print  those  very  school-boy-ish  verses  I  sent 
you  on  not  getting  leave  to  come  down  to  Bristol  last 
summer.  I  say  I  shall  he  sorry  that  I  have  addressed 
you  in  nothing  which  can  appear  in  our  joint  volume ; 
so  frequently,  so  habitually,  as  you  dwell  in  my 
thoughts,  'tis  some  wonder  those  thoughts  came  never 
yet  in  contact  with  a  poetical  mood.  But  you  dwell  in 
my  heart  of  hearts,  and  I  love  you  in  all  the  naked 
honesty  of  prose.  God  bless  you,  and  all  your  little 
domestic  circle  —  my  tenderest  remembrances  to  your 
beloved  Sara,  and  a  smile  and  a  kiss  from  me  to  your 
dear  dear  little  David  Hardey.  The  verses  I  refer  to 
above,  slightly  amended,  I  have  sent  (forgetting  to  ask 
your  leave,  tho'  indeed  I  gave  them  only  your  initials), 
to  the  '  Monthly  Magazine,'  where  they  may  possibly 
appear  next  month,  and  where  I  hope  to  recogniae 
your  poem  on  Bums. 

TO  CHARLES  LLOYD,  AN  UNEXPECTED  YISTTOB. 

Alone,  obfloure,  without  a  friend, 

A  oheerless,  solltiuy  thing, 
Why  seeks  my  Lloyd  the  stranger  ont? 

What  oflfering  can  the  stranger  bring 

Of  social  scenes,  home-bred  delights, 

That  him  in  aught  compensate  may 
For  Stowey*8  pleasant  winter  nights, 

For  loves  and  friendships  far  away. 

In  brief  oblivion  to  forego 

Friends,  such  as  thine,  so  justly  dear. 
And  be  awhile  with  me  content 

To  stay,  a  kindly  loiterer,  here? 

For  this  a  gleam  of  random  joy 
flath  flush*d  zhy  unaccustomed  ohMk| 


<• 
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i  nd,  with  an  o*er-ohiirged  bursting  baaiti 
I  feel  the  thanks,  I  cannot  speak. 

O I  sweet  are  all  the  Muse's  lays, 
And  sweet  the  charm  of  matin  bird  — > 

'Twas  long,  since  these  estranged  ears 
The  sweeter  voice  of  friend  had  heard. 

The  voice  hath  spoke:  the  pleasant  sonndi 
In  memory's  ear,  in  after  time 

Shall  live,  to  sometimes  rouse  a  tear, 
And  sometimes  prompt  an  honest  riiyma. 

For  when  the  transient  charm  is  fled, 
And  when  the  little  week  is  o*er, 

To  cheerless,  friendless  solitude 
When  I  return,  as  heretofore  — 

Long,  long,  within  my  aching  heart 
r^  The  grateful  sense  shall  cherishM  be| 

ril  think  less  meanly  of  myself. 
That  Lloyd  will  sometimes  think  on  ma. 


**  O  Coleridge,  would  to  God  you  were  in  London 
with  us,  or  we  two  at  Stowey  with  you  all.  Lloyd 
takes  up  his  abode  at  the  Bull  and  Mouth  Inn ;  the 
Cat  and  Salutation  would  have  had  a  charm  more 
forcible  for  me.  0  noctes  coenceque  DeumI  Anglice 
—  Welch  rabbits,  punch,  and  poesy.  Should  you  be 
induced  to  publish  those  very  school-boy-ish  verses, 
print  'em  as  they  will  occur,  if  at  all,  in  the  *  Monthly 
Magazine;'  yet  I  should  feel  ashamed  that  to  you  I 
wi^ote  nothing  better :  but  they  are  too  personal,  and 
almost  trifling  and  obscure  withal.  Some  lines  of 
mine  to  Cowper  were  in  last  '  Monthly  Magazine ;  * 
thay  have  not  body  of  thought  enough  to  plead  for  the 
retaining  of  'em.     My  sister's  kind  love  to  you  all. 

**C.  Lahb." 

It  would  seem,  from  the  following  fragment  of  a 
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letter  of  7th  April,  1797,  that  Lamb,  at  first,  toe 
Bmall  lodging  for  his  sister  apart  from  hlj  own  — 
Boon  to  be  for  life  onlted. 


TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 
"  By  the  way,  Lloyd  may  have  told  you  about 
sister.  I  told  him.  If  not,  I  have  taken  her  oui 
her  confinement,  and  taken  a  room  for  her  at  Hacki 
and  spend  my  Sundays,  holidays,  Ac,  with  her. 
boards  herself.  In  one  little  half  year's  illness,  an< 
such  an  illness  of  such  a  nature  and  of  such  co 
quences  I  to  get  her  out  into  the  world  again,  wi 
prospect  of  her  never  being  so  ill  agiun — 'this  h 
be  ranked  not  among  the  common  blessings  of  Pi 
idence." 

The  next  letter  to  Coleridge  begins  with  a  transc 
of  Lamb's  Poem,  entitled  "  A  Vision  of  Repentani 
which  was  inserted  in  the  Addenda  to  the  volume, 
is  preserved  among  bis  collected  poems,  and  thus  j 
raeds: 

TO  MB.  COLERIDGE. 

"  April  IBth,  IT 
"  The  above  yon  will  please  to  print  immedia 
before  the  blank  verse  fragments.  Tell  me  if  you 
it.  I  fear  the  latter  half  is  unequal  to  the  former 
pails  of  which  I  think  you  will  discover  a  delicac} 
■encilling  not  quite  un-Spenser-Hke.  The  latter  1 
ims  at  the  measure,  but  has  failed  to  attain  the  po 
t  Milton  in  his '  Comus,'  and  Fletcher  in  that  exi 
te  thing  ycleped  tlie  '  Faithful  Shepherdess,'  wl 
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J  botb  lue  eigbt^yllable  lines.  But  this  latter  half 
s  finished  in  great  haste,  and  as  a  task,  not  from  that 
lulse  -which  affects  the  name  of  inspiration. 
'  By  the  way,  I  have  lit  upon  Fairfax's  '  Godfrey  of 
lien,'  for  half-a-crown.  Rejoice  with  me. 
'  Poor  dear  Lloyd !  I  had  a  letter  from  him  yester- 
' ;  hia  state  of  mind  is  truly  alarming.  He  has,  by 
own  confession,  kept  a  letter  of  mine  unopened 
ee  weeks,  afraid,  he  saya,  to  open  it  lest  I  should 
ak  upbraidingly  to  him  ;  and  yet  this  very  letter  of 
le  was  in  answer  to  one,  wherein  he  informed  me 
t  an  alarming  illness  had  alone  prevented  him  from 
ting.  You  wiil  pray  with  me,  I  know,  for  his  re- 
eiy,  for  surely,  Coleridge,  an  exquisiteness  of  feel- 
like this  must  border  on  derangement.  But  I  love 
1  more  and  more,  and  will  not  give  up  the  hope  of 
speedy  recovery,  as  ho  tells  me  he  is  under  Dr. 
rwin'a  regimen." 

'God  bless  us  all,  and  shield  us  from  insani^,  which 
the  sorest  malady  of  all.' 
'  My  kind  love  to  yom*  wife  and  child. 

"0.  Lajuk 
'  Pray  write  now." 

\.6  Bummer  advanced,  Lamb  discerned  a  hope  of 
ipensation  for  the  disappointment  (£  last  year,  by 
isit  to  Coleridge,  and  thus  expressed  his  wishes. 

Poor  Cbarlu  Lloydl  These  npptshcnsions  *erfl  udly  i«iliicd.  D» 
Tu  of  the  moat  melancholy  kind  thickened  over  hta  latter  day> — yet 
lii  admimble  inlelleol  free  Tor  the  floeit  procasses  orasTent  rwisoiiip 
time  when,  like  Conper,  he  believed  liiniMlf  [he  eBpeoJal  snbjncl 
Da  wrath,  be  could  bear  liia  part  in  tlia  moat  lublle  disquUtion 
tioDB  o(  religioD,  morsh,  and  poetrjr,  with  ihe  niceit  accnncj  of  p. 
iOD  and  tha  moat  eiemplnry  candor;  and,  alUr  aa  aigument  oT  b<nu 
•t,  vitb  ■  fUut  amile,  to  hia  own  daiptdrt 


LETTERS  TO  COLEBIDGE.  161 

TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

*^I  discern  a  possibility  of  mj  paying  you  a  visit 
next  week.  May  I,  can  I,  shall  I,  come  so  soon? 
Have  yon  room  for  me,  leisure  for  me,  and  are  yon 
all  pretty  well?  Tell  me  all  this  honestly  —  imme- 
diately. And  by  what  day-cosLch  could  I  come  soon- 
est and  nearest  to  Stowey  ?  A  few  months  hence  may 
suit  you  better ;  certainly  me  as  well.  If  so,  say  so. 
I  long,  I  yearn,  with  all  the  longings  of  a  child  do  I 
desire  to  see  you,  to  come  among  you — to  see  the 
young  philosopher,  to  thank  Sara  for  her  last  year's 
invitation  in  person  — to  read  your  tragedy  — to  read 
over  together  our  little  book  —  to  breathe  fresh  air — 
to  revive  in  me  vivid  images  of  *  Salutation  scenery.** 
There  is  a  sort  of  sacrilege  in  my  letting  such  ideas 

slip  out  of  my  mind  and  memory.     Still  that  R 

remaineth  —  a  thorn  in  the  side  of  Hope,  when  she 
would  lean  towards  Stowey.  Here  I  will  leave  off,  for 
I  dislike  to  fill  up  this  paper,  which  involves  a  question 
so  connected  with  my  heart  and  soul,  with  meaner 
matter  or  subjects  to  me  less  interesting.  I  can  talk, 
as  I  can  think,  nothing  else.     Thursday. 

**C.  Lamb.** 

The  visit  was  enjoyed ;  the  book  was  published ; 
and  Lamb  was  once  more  left  to  the  daily  labors  of  the 
India  House  and  the  unceasing  anxieties  of  his  home. 
His  feelings,  on  the  recurrence  of  the  season,  which 
had,  last  year,  been  darkened  by  his  terrible  calamity, 
pnll  be  understood  from  the  first  of  two  pieces  of  blank 
verse,  which  fill  the  two  first  sheets  of  a  letter  to  Cole- 
idge,  wntten  under  an  apprehension  of  some  neglect 

TOL.  n.  11 


162  LETTERS  TO  COLERIDGE. 

on  the  part  of  his  fiiend,  which  had  its  cause  in  no 
estrangement  of  Coleridge's  affections,  but  in  the  vicis- 
ntudes  of  the  imaginative  philosopher's  fortune  and  the 
constancy  of  his  daj-dreamings. 

WRITTEN  A  TWELVEMONTH- AFTER  THE  EVENTS. 

[IHdajf  next,  OoUridgt,  u  the  day  on  which  my  mother  died,] 

Alas!  how  am  I  changed  1  where  be  the  tears, 
The  sobs,  and  forc'd  suspenfitons  of  the  breath. 
And  all  the  dull  desertions  of  the  heart 
With  which  I  hung  o*er  my  dear  mother*s  corse? 
Where  be  the  blest  subsidings  of  the  storm 
Within;  the  sweet  resignedness  of  hope 
Drawn  heavenward,  and  strength  of  filial  love, 
In  which  I  bowM  me  to  my  Father*8  will? 
My  God  and  my  Redeemer,  keep  not  thou 
«  My  heart  in  brute  and  sensual  thanklessness 

Seal*d  up,  oblivious  ever  of  that  dear  grace, 
And  health  restored  to  my  long -loved  friend. 
Long  lov*d,  and  worthy  known  1    Thou  didst  not  kMp 
Her  son)  in  death.     0  keep  not  now,  my  Lord, 
Thy  servants  in  far  worse  —  in  sptrituaJ  death 
And  darkness  —  blacker  than  those  feared  shadowa 
0*  the  valley  all  must  tread.    Lend  us  thy  baUns, 
Thou  dear  Physician  of  the  sin-sick  soul, 
And  heal  onr  cleansed  bosoms  of  the  wounds 
With  which  the  world  hath  pierc'd  us  thro*  andthio*! 
Give  us  new  flesh,  new  birth;  Elect  of  heaven 
May  we  become,  in  thine  election  sure 
Contain*  d,  and  to  one  purpose  steadfast  drawn  — 
Car  souls^  salvation. 

Thou  and  I,  dear  ftiend, 
With  filial  recognition  sweet,  shall  know 
One  day  the  face  of  our  dear  mother  in  heaven, 
And  her  remembered  looks  of  love  shall  greet 
With  answering  looks  of  love,  her  placid  smilea 
Meet  with  a  smile  as  placid,  and  her  hand 
With  drops  of  fondness  wet,  nor  fear  repulse.* 

Be  witness  for  me,  Lord,  I  do  not  ask 
Those  days  of  vanity  to  return  again, 

•  [Note  in  the  margin  of  MS.]    ''  This  is  almost  lltanU  from  ft  MItr  €f 
my  sister's  —  less  than  a  year  ago.*' 
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(Nor  fitting  me  to  ask,  nor  thee  to  give), 

Vain  lores,  and  **  wanderings  with  a  fair-hair*d  maldi** 

(Child  of  the  dust  as  I  am,)  who  so  long 

My  foolish  heart  steepM  in  idolatry, 

And  creature-loves.    Forgive  it,  0  mj  Maker! 

If  in  a  mood  of  grief,  I  sin  almost 

In  sometimes  brooding  on  the  days  long  past, 

(And  from  the  grave  of  time  wishing  them  back,) 

Days  of  a  mother's  fondness  to  her  child  — 

Her  little  one !    Oh,  where  be  now  those  sports 

And  infant  play-games?    Where  the  joyoos  troopt 

Of  children,  and  the  haunts  I  did  so  love? 

0  my  companions !  0  ye  loved  names 
Of  friend,  or  playmate  dear,  gone  are  ye  now« 
Gone  divers  ways;  to  honor  and  credit  some; 
And  some,  I  fear,  to  ignominy  and  shame?* 

1  only  am  left,  with  unavailing  grief 
One  parent  dead  to  mourn,  and  see  one  live 
Of  all  life's  joys  bereft,  and  desolate: 
Am  left,  witii  a  few  friends,  and  one  above 

I  The  rest,  found  faithful  in  a  length  of  years, 

j  Contented  as  I  may,  to  bear  me  on, 

T'  the  not  unpeacefnl  evening  of  a  day 

Made  black  by  morning  storms. 

"  The  following  I  wrote  when  I  had  returned  from 
C.  Uoyd,  leaving  him  behind  at  Burton,  with  Southey. 
To  understand  some  of  it,  you  must  remember  that  at 
that  time  he  was  very  much  perplexed  in  mind. 

A  stranger,  and  alone,  I  past  those  scenes 
We  past  so  late  together;  and  my  heart 
Felt  something  like  desertion,  as  I  look'd 
Around  me,  and  the  pleasant  voice  of  friend 
Was  absent,  and  the  cordial  look  was  there 
No  more,  to  smile  on  me.    I  thought  on  Lloyd  — 
All  he  had  been  to  me !    And  now  I  go 
Again  to  mingle  with  a  world  impure; 
With  men  who  make  a  mock  of  holy  things, 
Mistaken,  and  of  man*s  best  hope  think  scorn. 
The  world  does  much  to  warp  the  heart  of  man; 

41  [Kote  In  the  margin  of  MS.]    **  Alluding  to  some  of  my  old  play 
fUIowa  being,  llterajly,  *on  the  town,*  and  some  otherwise  wretuked." 
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And  I  maj  aometimos  join  its  idiot  laugh  i 
Of  this  I  now  complain  not    Deal  with  me. 
Omniscient  Father,  as  tliou  jndgest  best. 
And  in  thy  season  soften  thou  my  heart. 
I  pray  not  for  myself:  I  pray  for  him 
Whose  Bonl  is  sore  perplexed.    Shine  thon  on  htan, 
Father  of  lights !  and  in  the  difficolt  paths 
Make  plain  his  way  before  him :  his  own  thougbta 
'  May  he  not  think  —  his  own  ends  not  parsne— 
So  shall  he  best  perferm  thy  will  on  earth. 
Greatest  and  Best,  Thy  will  be  ever  oars  I 

**  The  former  of  tliese  poems  I  wrote  with  nnnsnal 
celerity  t'other  morning  at  ofBce.  I  expect  you  to  like 
it  better  than  anything  of  mine ;  Lloyd  does,  and  I  do 
myself. 

"  You  use  Lloyd  very  ill,  never  writing  to  him,  I 
tell  you  again  that  his  b  not  a  mind  with  which  you 
should  play  tricks.  He  deserves  more  tenderness  from 
you. 

"  For  myself,  I  must  spoil  a  little  passage  of  *  Beau 
mont  and  Fletcher '  to  adapt  it  to  my  feelings :  — 

*  I  am  prouder 
That  I  was  once  your  friend,  tho*  now  forgot, 
Than  to  have  had  another  true  to  me.* 

If  you  don't  write  to  me  now,  as  I  told  Lloyd,  I  shall 
get  angry,  and  call  you  hard  names  —  Manchineel  and 
I  don't  know  what  else.  I  wish  you  would  send  me 
my  greatrcoat.  The  snow  and  the  rain  season  is  at 
hand,  and  I  have  but  a  wretched  old  coat,  once  my 
father's,  to  keep  'em  off,  and  that  is  transitory. 

'  When  time  drives  flocks  from  field  to  fold. 
When  ways  grow  foul  and  blood  gets  cold,* 

I  shall  remember  where  I  left  my  coat.  Meet  emblem 
wilt  thou  be,  old  Winter,  of  a  friend's  neglect  —  cold, 
cold,  cold !  C.  Lamb.** 
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The  following  lines,  which  Lamb  transmitted  to  his 
new  friend  Southey,  bespeak  the  remarkable  serenity 
with  which,  when  the  first  shock  was  over  and  the 
duties  of  life-long  love  arranged,  Lamb  was  able  to 
contemplate  the  victim  of  his  sister's  frenzy.* 

Thoa  8hotild*5t  have  longer  lived,  and  to  the  grftTO 
Have  peacefully  pone  down  in  full  old  Af!;e; 
Th}'  children  would  have  tended  thy  gray  hairs. 
We  might  have  sat,  as  we  have  often  done, 
By  our  flre-«ide,  and  talkM  whole  nights  away, 
Old  time,  old  friends,  and  old  events  recalling, 
With  many  a  circumstance  of  trivial  note, 
To  memory  dear,  and  of  importance  grown. 
How  shall  we  tell  them  in  a  stranger^  earl 

A  wayward  son  oft-times  was  I. to  thee; 

And  yet,  in  all  our  little  bickerings, 

Domestic  jars,  there  was  I  know  not  what 

Of  tender  feeling  that  were  ill  ezchangM 

For  this  world's  chilling  friendships,  and  their  imilaa 

Familiar,  whom  the  heart  calls  strangers  stUL 

A  heavy  lot  hath  he,  most  wretched  man. 

Who  lives  the  last  of  nil  his  family! 

He  looks  around  him,  and  his  eye  discerns 

The  face  of  the  stranger;  and  his  heart  is  sick. 

Man  of  the  world,  what  can'st  thou  do  for  him? 

Wealth  is  a  burden  which  he  could  not  bear; 

Mirth  a  strange  crime,  the  which  he  dares  not  act; 

And  generous  wines  no  cordial  to  his  soul. 

For  wounds  like  his,  Christ  is  the  only  cure.  '« 

Go!  preach  thou  to  him  of  a  world  to  come,  .7^ 

Where  friends  shall  meet  and  know  each  other*8  fkcet  ;i 

Say  less  than  this,  and  say  it  to  the  winds.  ^.Si 

*  These  lines  are  now  first  introduced  in  this  Edition  —  becoming 
known  to  the  Editor  by  their  publication  in  the  first  volume  of  **  Southey's 
Life  and  Correspondence,"  p.  825,  where  they  appear  in  a  letter  firom 
Southey  to  Mr.  Wynn.  The  Biographer  courteously  adds,  that  they  would 
have  been  sent  to  the  Editor,  but  that  they  were  not  observed  till  after  tht 
kmblication  of  the  First  Edition  of  these  Memorials. 
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An  addition  to  Lamb^s  household  cares  is  thus  men- 
tioned in  a  letter 

TO  MB.  COLERIDGE. 

**  December  lOth,  1797. 

"  In  truth,  Coleridge,  I  am  perplexed,  and  at  times 
almost  cast  down.  I  am  beset  with  perplexities.  The 
old  hag  of  a  wealthy  relation,  who  took  my  aunt  off 
our  hands  in  the  beginning  of  trouble,  has  found  out 
that  she  is  *  Indolent  and  mulish,'  I  quote  her  own 
words,  and  that  her  attachment  to  us  is  so  strong  that 
she  can  never  be  happy  apart.  The  lady,  with  delicate 
irony,  remarks,  that  if  I  am  not  an  hypocrite,  I  shall 
rejoice  to  receive  her  again  ;  and  that  it  will  be  a 
means  of  making  me  more  fond  of  home  to  have  so 
dear  a  friend  to  come  home  to  I  The  fact  is,  she  is 
jealous  of  my  aunt's  bestowing  any  kind  recollections 
on  us,  while  she  enjoys  the  patronage  of  her  roof.  She 
says  she  finds  it, inconsistent  with  her  own  'ease  and 
tranquillity,'  to  keep  her  any  longer ;  and,  in  fine,  sum- 
mons me  to  fetch  her  home.  Now,  much  as  I  should 
rejoice  to  transplant  the  poor  old  creature  from  the 
chilling  air  of  such  patronage,  yet  I  know  how  strait- 
ened we  are  already,  how  unable  already  to  answer  any 
demand  which  sickness  or  any  extraordinary  expense 
may  make.  I  know  this,  and  all  unused  as  I  am  to 
struggle  with  perplexities,  I  am  somewhat  nonplussed, 
to  say  no  woree.  This  prevents  me  from  a  thorough 
relish  of  what  Lloyd's  kindness  and  yours  have  fur- 
nished me  with.  I  thank  you  though  from  my  heart, 
and  feel  myself  not  quite  alone  in  the  earth." 

In  1798,  Coleridge  seemed  to  attain  a  settled  home 
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by  accepting  an  invitation  to  become  the  minister  of  a 
Unitarian  congregation  at  Shrewsbury ;  a  hope  of  short 
duration.  The  following  letter  was  addressed  by  Lamb 
to  him  at  this  time  as  "  S.  T.  Coleridge  "  — .as  if  the 
Mr.  were  dropped  and  the  "  Reverend "  not  quite 
adopted —  "  at  the  Reverend  A.  Rowe's,  Shrewsbury, 
Shropshire."  The  tables  are  turned  here  ;  —  Lamb, 
instead  of  accusing  Coleridge  of  neglect,  takes  the 
charge  to  himself,  in  deep  humility  of  spirit,  and  re- 
gards the  efiect  of  Miss  Lamb's  renewed  illnesses  on 
his  mind  as  inducing  indifference,  with  an  affecting 
self-jealousy. 

TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

**  January  28th,  1708. 

"  Ton  have  writ  me  many  kind  letters,  and  I  have 
answered  none  of  them.  I  don't  deserve  your  atten- 
tions. An  unnatural  indifference  has  been  creeping  on 
me  since  my  last  misfortunes,  or  I  should  have  seized 
the  first  opening  of  a  correspondence  with  you^  To 
you,  I  owe  much,  under  God.  In  my  brief  acquaint- 
ance with  you  in  London,  your  conversations  won  me 
to  the  better  cause,  and  rescued  me  from  the  polluting 
spirit  of  the  world.  I  might  have  been  a  worthless 
character  without  you ;  as  it  is,  I  do  possess  a  certain 
improvable  portion  of  devotional  feelings,  tho'  when 
I  view  myself  in  the  light  of  divine  truth,  and  not 
according  to  the  common  measures  of  human  judg« 
ment,  I  am  altogether  corrupt  and  sinful.  This  is  no 
cant*    I  am  very  sincere. 

^^  These  last  afBictions,  Coleridge,  have  fiuled  to 
soften  and  bend  my  will.  They  found  me  unprepared. 
My  former  calamities  produced  in  me  a  spirit  of  humi)- 


1 


168  LETTERS  TO  COLEKIDGE. 

ity  and  a  spirit  of  prayer.  I  thought  they  had  snfft* 
ciently  disciplined  me  ;  but  the  event  ought  to  humble 
me ;  if  6od*s  judgments  now  fail  to  take  away  from 
me  the  heart  of  stone,  what  more  grievous  trials  ought 
I  not  to  expect  ?  I  have  been  very  querulous,  impa- 
tient under  the  rod  —  full  of  little  jealousies  and  heart- 
burnings.—  I  had  wellnigh  quarrelled  with  Charles 
Lloyd  —  and  for  no  other  reason,  I  believe,  than  that 
the  good  creature  did  all  he  could  to  make  me  happy. 
The  truth  is,  I  thought  he  tried  to  force  my  mind  firom 
its  natural  and  proper  bent ;  he  continually  wished  me 
to  be  from  home,  he  was  drawing  me  from  the  consid- 
eration of  my  poor  dear  Mary's  situation,  rather  than 
assisting  me  to  gain  a  proper  view  of  it  with  religious 
consolations.  I  wanted  to  be^left  to  the  tendency  of 
my  own  mind,  in  a  solitary  state,  which,  in  times  past, 
I  knew  had  led  to  quietness  and  a  patient  bearing  of 
the  yoke.  He  was  hurt  that  I  was  not  more  constantly 
with  him,  but  he  was  living  with  White,  a  man  to 
whom  I  had  never  been  accustomed  to  impart  my 
dearegt  feeUngSy  tho'  from  long  habits  of  friendliness, 
and  many  a  social  and  good  quality,  I  loved  him  very 
much*  I  met  company  there  sometimes  —  indiscrimi- 
nate company.  Any  society  almost,  when  I  am  in 
affliction,  is  sorely  painful  to  me.  I  seem  to  breathe 
more  freely,  to  think  more  collectedly,  to  feel  more 
properly  and  calmly,  when  alone.  All  these  things  the 
good  creature  did  with  the  kindest  intentions  in  the 
world,  but  they  produced  in  me  nothing  but  soreness 
and  discontent.  I  became,  as  he  complained,  ^jaun- 
diced '  towards  him  •  .  .  but  he  has  forgiven  me  —  and 
his  smile,  I  hope,  will  draw  all  such  humoiB  £rom  me. 
I  am  recovering,  God  be  praised  for  it,  a  healthiness  of 
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miiid»  something  like  calmness  —  bnt  I  want  more  re- 
ligion—I  am  jealous  of  human  helps  and  leanings 
places.  I  rejoice  in  your  good  fortunes.  May  God  at 
the  last  settle  you  1  —  You  have  had  many  and  painful 
trials ;  humanly  speaking  they  are  going  to  end ;  but 
we  should  rather  pray  that  discipline  may  attend  us 

thro'  the  whole  of  our  lives A  careless  and  a 

dissolute  spirit  has  advanced  upon  me  with  large  strides 
— pray  God  that  my  present  afflictions  may  be  sancti- 
fied to  me  I  Mary  is  recovering ;  but  I  see  no  opening 
yet  of  a  situation  for  her ;  your  invitation  went  to  my 
very  heart,  but  you  have  a  power  of  exciting  interest, 
of  leading  all  hearts  captive,  too  forcible  to  admit  of 
Mary's  being  with  you.  I  consider  her  as  perpetually 
on  the  brink  of  madness.  I  think,  you  would  almost 
make  her  dance  within  an  inch  of  the  precipice ;  she 
must  be  with  duller  fencies  and  cooler  intellects.  I 
know  a  young  man  of  tliis  description,  who  has  suited 
her  these  twenty  years,  and  may  live  to  do  so  still,  if  we 
are  one  day  restored  to  each  other.  In  answer  to  your 
suggestions  of  occupation  for  me,  I  must  say  that  I  do 
not  think  my  capacity  altogether  suited  for  disquisitions 

of  that  kind I  have  read  little,  I  have  a  very 

weak  memory,  and  retain  little  of  what  I  read;  am 
unused  to  compositions  in  which  any  methodizing  is 
required ;  but  I  thank  you  sincerely  for  the  hint,  and 
shall  receive  it  as  far  as  I  am  able,  that  is,  endeavor  to 
engage  my  mind  in  some  constant  and  innocent  pursuit. 
I  know  my  capacities  better  than  you  do. 

^'  Accept  my  kindest  love,  and  believe  me  yours,  aa 
ever*  C.  L." 

At  this  time,  the  only  literaiy  man  whom  Lamb 
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knew  in  London  was  George  Dyer,  who  liad  been 
noted  as  an  accomplished  scholar,  in  Lamb's  earlj 
childhood,  at  Christ's  Hospital.  For  him  Lamb  cher- 
ished all  the  esteem  that  his  guileless  simplicity  of 
character  and  gentleness  of  nature  could  inspire ;  in 
these  qualities  the  friends  were  akin ;  but  no  two  men 
could  be  more  opposite  than  they  were  to  each  other, 
in  intellectual  qualifications  and  tastes  —  Lamb,  in  all 
things  original,  and  rejoicing  in  the  quaint,  the  strange, 
the  extravagant;  Dyer,  the  quintessence  of  learned 
commonplace ;  Lamb  wildly  catching  the  most  evanes- 
cent spirit  of  wit  and  poetry ;  Dyer,  the  wondering  dis- 
ciple of  their  established  forms.  Dyer  officiated  as  a 
revering  High  Priest  at  the  Altar  of  the  Muses — such 
as  they  were  in  the  staid,  antiquated  trim  of  the  closing 
years  of  the  eighteenth  century,  before  they  formed 
sentimental  attachments  in  Germany,  or  flirted  with 
revolutionary  France,  or  renewed  their  youth  by  drink- 
ing the  Spirit  of  the  Lakes.  Lamb  esteemed  and  loved 
him  so  well,  that  he  felt  himself  entitled  to  make  sport 
with  his  peculiarities  ;  but  it  was  as  Fielding  might 
sport  with  his  own  idea  of  Parson  Adams ;  or  Gold- 
smith with  his  Dr.  Primrose.  The  following  passage 
occurs  in  a  letter  of  28th  November,  1798,  addressed-— 


TO  MR.  SOUTHEY. 

"  I  showed  my  *  Witch,'  and  *  Dying  Lover,*  to 
Dyer  last  night,  but  George  could  not  comprehend 
how  that  could  be  poetry  which  did  not  go  upon  ten 
feet,  as  George  and  his  predecessors  had  taught  it  to 
do;  so  George  read  me  some  lectures  on  the  distin« 
guishing  qualities  of  the  Ode,  the  Epigram,  and  tha 
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Epic,  and  went  home  to  illustrate  his  doctrine,  by 
correcting  a  proof  sheet  of  his  own  Lyrics.  George 
writes  odes  where  the  rhymes,  like  fashionable  man 
and  wife,  keep  a  comfortable  distance  of  six  or  eight 
lines  apart,  and  calls  that  *  observing  the  laws  of  verse.' 
George  tells  you,  before  he  recites,  that  you  must  listen 
with  great  attention,  or  you'll  miss  the  rhymes.  I  did 
so,  and  found  them  pretty  exact.  George,  speaking 
of  the  dead  Ossian,  exclaimeth,  *  Dark  are  the  poet's 
eyes.'  I  humbly  represented  to  him  that  his  own 
eyes  were  dark,  and  many  a  living  bard's  besides,  and 
recommended '  Clos'd  are  the  poet's  eyes.'  But  that 
would  not  do.  I  found  there  was  an  antithesis  be- 
tween the  darkness  of  his  eyes  and  the  splendor  of  his 
genius ;  and  I  acquiesced." 

The  following  passage  on  the  same  subject  occurs  in 
a  letter  about  the  same  time,  addressed 


TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

**  Now  I  am  on  the  subject  of  poetry,  I  must  an- 
nounce to  you,  who,  doubtless,  in  your  remote  part 
of  the  island,  have  liot  heard  tidings  of  so  great  a  bless- 
ing, that  George  Dyer  hath  prepared  two  ponderous 
volumes  ftdl  of  poetry  and  criticism.      They  impend 
over  the  town  and  are  threatened  to  fall  in  the  winter. 
The  first  volume  contains  every  sort  of  poetry,  except 
•personal  satire,  which    George,  in   his   truly  original 
rospectus,  renounceth  forever,  whimsically  foisting  the 
itention  in  between  the  price  of  his  book  and  the  pro- 
osed  number  of  subscribers.     (If  I  can,  I  will  get  you 
I  copy  of  his  JiandbUl.^     He  has  tried  his  vein  in  every 


^  ^- 
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species  besides — the  Spenserian,  Thomsonian,  Masonie 
and  Akensidish  more  especially.  The  second  volume 
is  all  criticism ;  wherein  he  demonstrates  to  the  entire 
satisfaction  of  the  literary  world,  in  a  way  that  must 
silence  all  reply  forever,  that  the  Pastoral  was  intro- 
duced by  Theocritus  and  polished  by  Virgil  and  Pope 
—  that  Gray  and  Mason  (who  always  hunt  in  couples 
in  George's  brain)  have  a  good  deal  of  poetical  fire  and 
true  lyric  genius  —  that  Cowley  was  ruined  by  excess 
of  wit  (a  warning  to  all  modems)  —  that  Charles 
Lloyd,  Charles  Lamb,  and  William  Wordsworth,  in 
later  days,  have  struck  the  true  chords  of  poesy,  O 
George,  George  I  with  a  head  uniformly  wrong,  and 
a  heart  uniformly  right,  that  I  had  power  and  might 
equal  to  my  wishes :  then  would  I  call  the  gentary  c£ 
thy  native  island,  and  they  should  come  in  troops, 
flocking  at  the  sound  of  thy  prospectus-trumpet,  and 
crowding  who  shall  be  first  to  stand  in  thy  list  of  sub- 
scribers I  I  can  only  put  twelve  shillings  into  thy 
pocket  (which,  I  will  answer  for  them,  'will  not  stick 
there  long),  out  of  a  pocket  almost  as  bare  as  thine. 
Is  it  not  a  pity  so  much  fine  writing  should  be  eiused  ? 
But,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  began  to  scent  that  I  was  gelr 
ting  into  that  sort  of  style  which  Longinus  and  Dio- 
nysius  Harlicamassus  aptly  call  ^  the  affected.* " 

Lamb's  apprehensions  of  the  recurrence  of  his  sister's 
malady  were  soon  realised.  An  old  maid-servant  who 
assisted  her  in  the  lodging  became  ill ;  Miss  Lamb  in- 
cessantly watched  the  death-bed  ;  and  just  as  the  pooi 
creature  died,  was  again  seized  with  madness.  Lamb 
placed  her  under  medical  care ;  and,  left  alone,  wroto 
the  following  short  and  miserable  letter :  — 
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TO  HB.  COLEBIDGE. 

'•Hay  12th,  1800. 

♦*My  ilear  Coleridge, — I  don't  know  why  I  write, 
except  from  the  propensity  misery  has  to  tell  her 
griefs.  Hetty  died  on  Friday  night,  about  eleven 
o'clock,  after  eight  days'  illness ;  Mary,  in  consequence 
of  fatigue  and  anxiety,  is  fallen  ill  again,  and  I  was 
obliged  to  remove  her  yesterday.  I  am  left  alone  in 
a  house  with  nothing  but  Hetty's  dead  body  to  keep 
me  company.  To-morrow  I  bury  her,  and  then  I 
shall  be  quite  alone,  with  nothing  but  a  cat,  to  remind 
me  that  the  house  has  been  ftiU  of  living  beings  like 
myself.  My  heart  is  quite  sunk,  and  I  don't  know 
where  to  look  for  relief.  Mary  will  get  better  again, 
but  her  constantly  being  liable  to  such  relapses  is 
dreadful ;  nor  is  it  the  least  of  our  evils  that  her  case 
and  all  our  story  is  so  well  known  around  us.  We 
are  in  a  manner  marked.  Excuse  my  troubling  you, 
but  I  have  nobody  by  me  to  speak  to  me.  I  slept  out 
last  night,  not  being  able  to  endure  the  change  and 
the  stillness.  But  I  did  not  sleep  well,  and  I  must 
come  back  to  my  own  bed.  I  am  going  to  try  and 
get  a  friend  to  come  and  be  with  me  to-morrow.  I 
am  completely  shipwrecked.  My  head  is  quite  bad.  I 
almost  wish  that  Mary  were  dead.  —  God  bless  you. 
Love  to  Sara  and  Hartley. — Monday, 

"  C.  Lamb.'* 

The  prospect  of  obtaining  a  residence  more  suited  to 
the  peculiar  exigencies  of  his  situation  than  that  which 
ne  then  occupied  at  Pentonville,  gave  Lamb  comfort, 
which  he  expressed  in  the  following  short  letter: - 
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TO  MB.  MANNING. 

"1800. 

*^Dear  Manning,  —  I  feel  myself  unable  to  thank 
jrou  sufficiently  for  your  kind  letter.  It  was  doubly 
acceptable  to  me,  both  for  the  choice  poetry  and  the 
kind  honest  prose  which  it  contained.  It  was  just  such 
a  letter  as  I  should  have  expected  from  Manning. 

"  I  am  in  much  better  spirits  than  when  I  wrote 
last.  I  have  had  a  very*  eligible  offer  to  lodge  with  a 
£riend  in  town.  He  will  have  rooms  to  let  at  mid- 
summer, by  which  time  I  hope  my  sister  will  be  well 
enough  to  join  me.  It  is  a  great  object  to  me  to  live 
in  town,  where  we  shall  be  much  more  private^  and  to 
quit  a  house  and  a  neighborhood  where  poor  Mary's 
disorder,  so  frequently  recurring,  has  made  us  a  sort 
of  marked  people.  We  can  be  nowhere  private  except 
in  the  midst  of  London.  We  shall  be  in  a  family 
where  we  visit  very  frequently  ;  only  my  landlord  and 
I  have  not  yet  come  to  a  conclusion.  He  has  a  partner 
to  consult.  I  am  still  on  the  tremble,  for  I  do  not 
know  where  we  could  go  into  lodgings  that  would  not 
be,  in  many  respects,  highly  exceptionable.  Only  God 
send  Mary  well  again,  and  I  hope  all  will  be  well ! 
The  prospect,  such  as  it  is,  has  made  me  quite  happy. 
I  have  just  time  to  tell  you  of  it,  as  I  know  it  wiU 
give  you  pleasure.  —  Farewell. 

"  C.  Lamb." 


This  hope  was  accomplished,  as  appears  from  the 
following  letter:  — 
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TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

"1300. 

♦•  Dear  Coleridge,  —  Soon  after  I  wrote  to  you  last, 
an  oflfer  was  made  me  by  Gutch  (you  must  remember 
him,  at  Christ's,  —  you  saw  him,  slighUy,  one  day  with 
Thomson  at  our  house)  —  to  come  and  lodge  with 
him,  at  his  house  in  Southampton  Buildings,  Chancery 
Lane.  This  was  a  very  comfortable  offer  to  me,  the 
rooms  being  at  a  reasonable  rent,  and  including  the 
use  of  an  old  servant,  besides  being  infinitely  prefer- 
able to  ordinary  lodgings  in  our  case,  as  you  must  peiv 
ceive.  As  Gutch  knew  all  our  story  and  the  perpetual 
liability  to  a  recurrence  in  my  sister's  disorder,  prob- 
ably to  the  end  of  her  life,  I  certainly  think  the  offer 
very  generous  and  very  friendly.  I  have  got  three 
rooms  (including  servant)  under  842.  a  year.  Here 
I  soon  found  myself  at  home  ;  and  here,  in  six  weeks 
after,  Mary  was  well  enough  to  join  me.  So  we  are 
once  more  settled.  I  am  afraid  we  are  not  placed  out 
of  the  reach  of  future,  interruptions.  But  I  am  deter- 
mined .to  take  what  snatches  of  pleasure  we  can  be- 
tween the  acts  of  our  distressful  drama I  have 

passed  two  days  at  Oxford,  on  a  visit  which  I  have 
long  put  off,  to  Gutch's  family.  The  sight  of  the  Bod- 
leian Library,  and,  above  all,  a  fine  bust  of  Bishop 
Taylor,  at  All  Souls',  were  particularly  gratifying  to 
me ;  unluckily,  it  was  not  a  fitmily  where  I  could  take 
Mary  with  me,  and  I  am  afraid  there  is  something  of 
dishonesty  in  any  pleasures'  I  take  without  her.  She 
never  goes  anywhere.  I  do  not  know  what  I  can  add 
to  this  letter.  I  hope  you  are  better  by  this  time ;  and 
I  desire  to  be  affectionately  remembered  to  Sara  and 
Hartley. 
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^*  I  expected  before  this  to  have  had  tidings  of  an- 
other little  philosopher.  Lloyd's  wife  is  on  tiie  point 
of  favoring  the  world. 

^'  Have  you  seen  the  new  edition  of  Bums  ?  his 
posthumous  works  and  letters  ?  I  have  only  been  able 
to  procure  the  first  volume,  which  contains  his  life  — 
very  confusedly  and  badly  written,  and  interspersed 
with  dull  pathological  and  medical  discussions.  It  is 
written  by  a  Dr.  Currie.  Do  you  know  the  well- 
meaning  doctor?    Alas,  ne  suixn*  tUtra  crepidam! 

"  I  hope  to  bear  again  from  you  very  soon.  God- 
win is  gone  to  Ireland  on  a  visit  to  Grattan.  Before 
he  went  I  passed  much  time  with  him,  and  he  has 
showed  me  particular  attention :  N.  B.  A  thing  I 
much  like.  Your  books  are  all  safe :  only  I  have  not 
thought  it  necessary  to  fetch  away  your  last  batch, 
which  I  understand  are  at  Johnson's,  the  bookseller, 
who  has  got  quite  as  much  room,  and  will  take  as 
much  care  of  them  as  myself —  and  you  can  send  for 
them  immediately  from  him. 

"  I  wish  you  would  advert  to  a  letter  I  sent  you  at 
Grrassmere  about  Christabel,  and  comply  with  my 
^est  contained  therein. 

^  Love  to  all  friends  round  Skiddaw. 

♦*  0.  Lajcb.'* 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

[1800  to  1805.] 

MISGELLANBOUS  LETTERS  TO  MANNING,  COLERIDGE,  AND 

WORDSWORTH. 

It  woald  seem  from  the  letters  of  1800,  that  the 
natural  determination  of  Lamb  **  to  take  what  pleasure 
be  could  between  the  acts  of  his  distressful  drama," 
had  led  him  into  a  wider  circle  of  companionship,  and 
had  prompted  sallies  of  wilder  and  broader  mirth, 
which  afterwards  softened  into  delicacy,  retaining  all 
its  whim.  The  following  passage,  which  concludes  a 
letter  to  Manning,  else  occupied  with  merely  personal 
details,  proves  that  his  apprehensions  for  the  diminution 
of  his  reverence  for  sacred  things  were  not  wholly  un- 
founded ;  while,  amidst  its  grotesque  expressions,  may 
be  discerned  the  repugnance  to  the  philosophical  infi- 
delity of  some  of  his  companions  he  retained  through 
life.  The  passage  may,  perhaps,  be  regarded  as  a  sort 
of  desperate  compromise  between  a  wild  gayety  and 
religious  impressions  obscured  but  not  effaced ;  and 
intimating  lus  disapprobation  of  infidelity,  with  a  mel« 
ancholy  sense  of  his  own  unworthiness  seriously  to 
express  it. 

TO  MB.  MANNING. 

**  Coleridge  inquires  after  you  pretty  often.  I  wish 
to  be  the  pandar  to  bring  you  together  again  once  be- 
fore I  die.  When  we  die,  you  and  I  must  part ;  the 
sheep,  you  know,  take  the  right  hand,  and  the  goats 

TOI*  II.  12 
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the  left.  Sixipped  of  its  allegory,  70a  must  know,  the 
sheep  are  /,  and  the  Apostles  and  tlie  Martyrs,  and  the 
Popes,  and  Bishop  Taylor  and  Bishop  Horsley,  and 
Coleridge,  &c.  &c. ;  the  goats  are  the  Atheists  and 
the  Adulterers,   and    dumb  dogs,   and   Godwin   and 

M g,  and  that  Thyestaean  crew  —  yaw  I   how 

my  saintship  sickens  at  the  idea  I 

^^You  shall  have  my  play  and  the  Falstaff  letters 
in  a  day  or  two.  I  will  write  to  Lloyd  by.  this  day's 
post. 

^^God  bless  you.  Manning.  Take  my  trifling  09 
trifling  —  and  believe  me  seriously  and  deeply  your 
well-wisher  and  firiend,  C.  Lahb.'' 

In  the  Mowing  letter  Lamb's  fimtastic  spirits  find 
scope  freely,  though  in  aU  kindness,  in  the  peculiarities 
of  the  learned  and  good  George  Dyer :  — 


TO  MB.  MANNING. 

"  Aagait  SSUid,  1800. 

^^  Dear  Manning,  —  You  needed  not  imagine  any 
apology  necessary.  Your  fine  hare  and  fine  birds 
(which  just  now  are  dangling  by  our  kitchen  blaze), 
discourse  most  eloquent  music  in  your  justification. 
You  just  nicked  my  palate.  For,  with  all  due  decorum 
uid  leave  may  it  be  spoken,  my  worship  hath  taken 
physic  to-day,  and  being  low  and  puling,  requireth  to  be 
pampered.  Foh  I  how  beautiful  and  strong  those  but- 
tered onions  come  to  my  nose.  For  you  must  know  we 
extract  a  divine  spirit  of  gravy  from  those  materials, 
wliich,  duly  compounded  with  a  consistence  of  bread 
and  cream  (y'clept  bread  sauce),  each  to  each,  giving 


LETTERS  TO  MANNING.  179 

double  gi'nce,  do  mutually  illustrate  and  set  off  (as  skil- 
ful gold-foils  to  rare  jewels)  your  partridge,  pheasant, 
woodcock,  snipe,  teal,  widgeon,  and  the  other  lesser 
daughters  of  the  ark.  My  friendship,  struggling  with 
my  carnal  and  fleshly  prudence  (which  suggests  that 
a  bird  a  man  is  the  proper  allotment  in  such  cases), 
yeameth  sometimes  to  have  thee  here  to  pick  a  wing 
or  so,  I  question  if  your  Norfolk  sauces  match  our 
London  culinaric. 

"  George  Dyer  has  introduced  me  to  the  table  of  an 

agreeable  old  gentleman,  Dr.  A ,  who  ^ves   hot 

legs  of  mutton  and  grape  pies  at  his  sylvan  lodge  at 
Isleworth ;  where,  in  the  middle  of  a  street,  he  has 
shot  up  a  wall  most  preposterously  before  his  small 
dwelling,  which,  with  the  circumstance  of  his  taking 
several  panes  of  glass  out  of  bedroom  windows  (for 
air),  causeth  his  neighbors  to  speculate  strangely  on 
the  state  of  the  good  man's  pericranicks.  Plainly,  he 
lives  under  the  reputation  of  being  deranged.  George 
does  not  mind  this  circumstance ;  he  rather  likes  him 
the  better  for  it.  The  Doctor,  in  his  pursuits,  joins 
agricultural  to  poetical  science,  and  has  set  George's 
brains  mad  about  the  old  Scotch  writers,  Barbour, 
Douglas's  iBneid,  Blind  Harry,  Ac.  We  returned 
home  in  a  return  post-chaise  (having  dined  with  the 
Doctor),  and  George  kept  wondering  and  wondering, 
for  eight  or  nine  turnpike  miles,  what  was  the  name, 
and  striving  to  recollect  the  name  of  a  poet  anterior  to 
Barbour.  I  begged  to  know  what  was  remaining  of 
his  works.  *  There  is  nothing  extant  of  his  works.  Sir, 
but  by  all  accounts  he  seems  to  have  been  a  fine 
genius !  *  This  fine  genius,  without  anything  to  show 
for  it,  or  any  title  beyond  George's  courtesy,  without 
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even  a  name ;  and  Barbour,  and  Douglas,  and  Blind 
Harry,  now  are  the  predominant  sounds  in  George's 
pia  mater,  and  their  buzzings  exclude  politics,  criticism, 
and  algebra — the  late  lords  of  that  illustrious  lumber- 
room.  Mark,  he  has  never  read  any  of  these  bucks, 
but  is  impatient  till  he  reads  them  all  at  the  Doctor^a 
suggestion*  Poor  D jer  I  his  friends  should  be  careful 
what  sparks  they  let  fall  into  such  inflammable  matter. 

"  Could  I  have  my  will  of  the  heathen,  I  would  lock 
him  up  from  all  access  of  new  ideas ;  I  would  exclude 
aU  critics  that  would  not  swear  me  first  (upon  thdr 
Virgil)  that  they  would  feed  him  with  nothing  but  the 
old,  safe,  familiar  notions  and  sounds  (the  rightfiil 
aborigines  of  his  brain)  —  Gray,  Akenside,  and  Mason. 
In  these  sounds,  reiterated  as  often  as  possible,  there 
could  be  nothing  painful,  nothing  distracting. 

^^  God  bless  me,  here  are  the  birds,  smoking  hot  I 

^^  All  that  is  gross  and  unspiritual  m  me  rises  at  the 
sight  I 

^^Avaunt  friendship,  and  all  *  memory  of  absent 
friends  I  C.  Lamb.'' 

In  the  following  letter,  the  exciting  subjects  of  Dn 
A and  Dyer  are  further  played  on :  — 


TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

«<  August  S6tfa,1800u 

^^  Greorge  Dyer  is  the  only  literaiy  character  I  am 
happily  acquainted  with ;  the  oflener  I  see  him,  the 
more  deeply  I  admire  him.  He  is  goodness  itself.  If 
I  could  but  calculate  the  precise  date  of  his  death,  I 
would  write  a  novel  on  purpose  to  make  Grecorge  the 


1 
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Hero.     I  (k^uld  hit  him  off  to  a  hair.*     George  brought 

a  Dr,  A to  see  me.    The  Doctor  is  a  very  pleasant 

old  man,  a  great  genius  for  agriculture,  one  that  ties 
his  breeches-knees  with  packthread,  and  boasts  of  hav- 
ing had  disappointments  from  ministers.  The  Doctor 
happened  to  mention  an  epic  poem  bj  one  Wilkie, 
called  the  ^  Epigoniad,'  in  which  he  assured  us  there 
is  not  one  tolerable  line  from  beginning  to  end,  but 
all  the  characters,  incidents,  &c.,  verbally  copied  from 
Homer.  George,  who  had  been  sitting  quite  inatten- 
tive to  the  Doctor's  <;riticism,  no  sooner  heard  the 
sound  of  Somer  strike  his  pericranicks,  than  up  he  gets, 
and  declares  he  must  see  that  poem  immediately : 
where  was  it  to  be  had  ?  An  epic  poem  of  8,000  lines, 
and  he  not  hear  of  it  I  There  must  be  some  things  good 
in  it,  and  it  was  necessary  he  should  see  it,  for  he  had 
touched  pretty  deeply  upon  that  subject  in  his  criti- 
cisms on  the  Epic.  George  has  touched  pretty  deeply 
upon  the  Lyric,  I  find ;  he  has  also  prepared  a  disserta- 
tion on  the  Drama  and  the  comparison  of  the  English 
and  German  theatres.  As  I  rather  doubted  his  com- 
petency to  do  the  latter,  knowing  that  his  peculiar  turn 
lies  in  the  lyric  species  of  composition,  I  questioned 
Greorge  what  English  plays  he  had  read.  I  found  that 
he  had  read  Shakspeare  (whom  he  calls  an  original, 
but  irregular,  genius) ;  but  it  was  a  good  while  ago ; 
and  he  has  dipped  into  Rowe  and  Otway,  I  suppose 
having  found  their  names  in  *•  Johnson's  Lives  '  at  full 
length;  and  upon  this  slender  ground  he  has  under- 
taken the  task.     He  never  seemed  even  to  have  heard 

4f  This  passage,  thaa  far,  is  printed  in  the  former  Tolumes;  the  re- 
mainder was  then  suppressed  (with  other  passages  now  for  the  first  tioae 
published)  relatmg  to  Mr.  Dyer,  lest  they  should  gire  pain  to  that  excel- 
lent person  then  liTiug. 
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of  Fletcher^  Ford,  Marlowe,  Massinger,  and  the  worthies 
of  Dodsley's  Collection  ;  but  he  is  to  read  all  these,  to 
prepare  liim  for  bringing  out  his  *  Parallel '  in  the 
winter.  I  find  he  is  also  determined  to  vindicate 
Poetry  from  the  shackles  which  Aristotle  and  some 
others  have  imposed  upon  it,  which  is  very  good- 
natured  of  him,  and  very  necessary  just  now  I  Now  I 
am  touching  so  deeply  upon  poetry,  can  I  forget  that  I 

have  just  received  from  D a  magnificent  copy  of 

his  Guinea  Epic.  Four-and-twenty  Books  to  read  in 
the  dog-da}rs  I     I  got  as  far  as  the  Mad  Monk  the  first 

day,  and  fiiinted.     Mr.  D *8  genius  strongly  points 

him  to  the  Pastoral^  but  his  inclinations  divert  him  per- 
petually from  his  calUng.  He  imitates  Sotith^,  as 
Rowe  did  Shakspeare,  with  his  *  Good  morrow  to  ye ; 
good  master  Lieutenant.'  Instead  of  a  man,  a  woman, 
a  daughter,  he  constantly  writes  one  a  man,  one  a 
woman,  one  his  daughter.  Instead  of  ike  king,  iJu 
hero,  he  constantly  writes,  he  the  king,  he  the  hero ; 
two  flowers  of  rhetoric,  palpably  from  the  *  Joan.'  But 

Mr.  D soars  a  higher  pitch:    and  when   he  %» 

original,  it  is  in  a  most  original  way  indeed.  His 
terrific  scenes  are  indefatigable.  Serpents,  asps,  spi- 
ders, ghosts,  dead  bodies,  staircases  made  of  nothing, 
with  adders'  tongues  for  bannisters  —  Good  Heaven  I 
what  a  brain  he  must  have.     He  puts  as  many  plums  j 

in  his  pudding  as  my  grandmother  used  to  do ;  —  and 
then  his  emerging  from  HelFs  horrors  into  light,  and 
treading  on  pure  flats  of  this  earth — for  twenty-three 
Books  together  1  O.  L." 

The  following  letter,  obviously  written  about  the 
same  time,  pursues  the  same  theme.     There  is  some 
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iteration  in  it ;  but  even  that  is  curious  enough  to  pr^ 
rent  the  excision  of  the  reproduced  passages :  — 


TO  MR.  MANNING. 

•1800. 

**Dear  MannLig,  —  I  am  going  to  ask  a  favor  of 
jou,  and  am  at  a  loss  how  to  do  it  in  the  most  delicate 
manner.  For  this  purpose,  I  have  been  looking  into 
*  Pliny's  Letters/  who  is  noted  to  have  had  the  best 
grace  in  begging  of  all  the  ancients  (I  read  him  in  the 
elegant  translation  of  Mr,  Melmoth),  but  not  finding 
any  case  there  exactly  similar  with  mine,  I  am  con- 
strained to  beg  in  my  own  barbarian  way.  To  come 
to  the  point  then,  and  hasten  into  the  middle  of  things ; 
have  you  a  copy  of  your  *  Algebra '  to  give  away  ?  I 
do  not  ask  it  for  myself;  I  have  too  much  reverence 
for  the  Black  Arts,  ever  to  approach  thy  circle,  illus- 
trious Trismegist  I  But  that  worthy  man,  and  excel- 
lent Poet,  George  Dyer,  made  me  a  visit  yesternight, 
on  purpose  to  borrow  one,  supposing,  rationally  enough, 
I  must  say,  that  you  had  made  me  a  present  of  one 
before  this ;  the  omission  of  which  I  take  to  have  pro- 
ceeded only  from  negligence  ;  but  it  is  a  fault.  I  could 
lend  him  no  assistance.  You  must  know  he  is  just 
now  diverted  from  the  pursuit  of  the  Bell  Letters 
by  a  paradox,  which  he  has  heard  his  friend  Frend  * 
(that  learned  mathematician)  maintain,  that  the  neg- 
ative quantities  of  mathematicians  were  vnercB  nugce^ 
things  scarcely  in  rerum  naturce^  and   smacking  too 

*  Mr.  Frend,  many  years  the  Actuary  of  the  Rock  Insurance  Office,  in 
early  life  the  champion  of  Unitarianism  at  Cambridge;  the  object  of  a 
^reat  UniTorsity'g  displeasure;  in  short,  the  **  yilUge  Hampden*'  of  the 

lar- 


^ 


^ 
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much  of  mystery  for  gentleineii  of  Mr.  Frend's  clear 
Unitarian  capacity.  However,  the  dispnte  once  set 
a-going,  has  seized  violently  on  George's  pericranick  ; 
and  it  is  necessary  for  his  health  that  he  should  speed- 
ily come  to  a  resolution  of  his  doubts.  He  goes  about 
teasing  his  iHends  with  his  new  mathematics  ;  he  even 
frantically  talks  of  purchasing  ^Mmnniag^s  Algebra,' 
which  shows  him  far  gone,  for,  io  my  knowledge,  he  has 
not  been  master  of  seven  shillings  a  good  time.    George's 

pockets  and  's  brains  are  two  things  in  nature 

which  do  not  abhor  a  vacuum.  .  .  .  -*  Now  if  you 
oould  step  in,  in  this  trembling  suspense  of  his  reason, 
and  he  should  find  on  Saturday  morning,  lying  for 
him  at  the  Porter's  Lodge,  Clifibrd's  Inn,  —  his  safest 
address, — 'Manning's  Algebra,'  with  a  neat  manuscript 
tion  in  tbe  blank  leaf,  running  thus,  ^  From  the  Au- 
thor I '  it  might  save  his  wits  and  restore  the  unhappy 
author  to  those  studies  of  poetry  and  criticism,  which 
are  at  present  suspended,  to  the  infinite  regret  of  the 
whole  literary  world.  N.  B.  —  Dirty  backs,  smeared 
leaves,  and  dogs'  ears,  will  be  rather  a  recommendation 
than  otherwise.  N.  B.  —  He  must  have  the  book  as 
soon  as  possible,  or  nothing  can  withhold  him  from 

madly  purchasing  the  book  on  tick Then 

shall  we  see  him  sweetly  restored  to  the  chair  of  Lon- 
ginus  —  to  dictate  in  smooth  and  modest  phrase  the 
laws  of  verse  ;  to  prove  that  Theocritus  first  introduced 
the  Pastoral,  and  Virgil  and  Pope  brought  it  to  its  per- 
fection; that  Gray  and  Mason  (who  always  hunt  in 
couples  in  George's  brain)  have  shown  a  great  deal  of 
poetical  fire  in  their  lyric  poetry ;  that  Aristotle's  rules 
are  not  to  be  servilely  followed,  which  George  has 
shown  to  have  imposed  great  shackles  upon  modem 
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genius*     His  poems,  I  find,  are  to  consist  of  two  toIs. 

—  reasonable  octavo ;  and  a  third  book  wiU  exclusively 
contain  criticisms,  in  which  he  asserts  he  has  gone 
pretty  deeply  into  the  laws  of  blank  verse  and  rhyme 

—  epic  poetry,  dramatic  and  pastoral  ditto  —  all  which 
is  to  come  out  before  Christmas.  But  above  all  he  has 
touched  most  deeply  upon  the  Drama,  comparing  the 
English  with  the  modem  German  stage,  their  merits 
and  defects.  Apprehending  that  his  itudies  (not  to 
mention  his  tunij  which  I  take  to  be  chiefly  towards 
the  lyrical  poetry)  hardly  qualified  him  for  these  dis- 
quisitions, I  modestly  inquired  what  plays  he  had  read? 
I  found  by  George's  reply  that  he  had  read  Shak- 
speare,  but  that  was  a  good  while  since :  he  calls  him 
a  great  but  irregular  genius,  which  I  think  to  be  an 
original  and  just  remark.  (Beaumont  and  Fletcher, 
Massinger,  Ben  Jonson,  Shirley,  Marlowe,  Ford,  and 
the  worthies  of  Dodsley's  Collection  —  he  confessed  he 
had  read  none  of  them,  but  professed  his  iTUention  of 
looking  through  them  all,  so  as  to  be  able  to  touch  upon 
them  in  his  book.)  So  Shakapeare,  Otway,  and  I 
believe  Rowe,  to  whom  he  was  naturally  directed  by 
Johnson's  Lives,  and  these  not  read  lately,  are  to  stand 
him  instead  of  a  general  knowledge  of  the  subject* 
Grod  bless  his  dear  absurd  head  I 

"  By  the  by,  did  I  not  write  you  a  letter  with  some* 
thing  about  an  invitation  in  it  ?  —  but  let  that  pass ;  I 
suppose  it  is  not  agreeable. 

"  N.  B.  It  would  not  be  amiss  if  you  were  to  accom- 
pany jonr  present  with  a  dissertation  on  negative  quan- 
tities. C.  L.'* 

The  "  Algebra  "  arrived ;  and  Lamb  wrote  the  fol- 
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lowing  invitation,  in  hope  to  bring  the  author  and  the 
presentee  together. 


TO  MB.  MANNma. 

*'  George  Dyer  is  an  Archimedes,  and  an  Archi- 
magos,  and  a  Tjcho  Brah^,  and  a  Copernicus ;  and 
thou  art  the  darling  of  the  Nine,  and  midwife  to  their 
wandering  babe  also  1  We  take  tea  with  that  learned 
poet  and  critic  on  Tuesday  night,  at  half-past  five,  in 
his  neat  library;  the  repast  will  be  light  and  Attic^ 
with  criticism.  If  thou  couldst  contrive  to  wheel  up 
thy  dear  carcass  on  the  Monday,  and  after  dining  with 
us  on  tripe,  calves'  kidneys,  or  whatever  else^  the  Cor- 
nucopia of  St.  Clare  may  be  willing  to  pour  out  on 
the  occasion,  might  we  not  adjourn  together  to  the 
Heathen's  —  thou  with  thy  Black  Backs,  and  I  with 
some  innocent  volume  of  the  Bell  Letters,  Shenstone, 
or  the  hke :  it  would  make  him  wash  his  old  flannel 
gown  (that  has  not  been  washed  to  my  knowledge 
since  it  has  been  his  —  Oh  the  long  time  I)  with  tears 
of  joy.  Thou  shouldst  settle  his  scruples,  and  unravel 
his  cobwebs,  and  sponge  off  the  sad  stuff  that  weighs 
upon  his  dear  wounded  pia  mater ;  thou  shouldst  re- 
store light  to  his  eyes,  and  him  to  his  friends  and  the 
public ;  Parnassus  should  shower  her  civic  crowns  upon 
thee  for  saving  the  wits  of  a  citizen  1  I  thought  I  saw 
a  lucid  interval  in  George  the  other  night  —  he  broke 
in   upon   my   studies  just   at  tea-time,   and   brought 

with   him  Dr.   A ,   an   old    gentleman  who   ties 

his  breeches'  knees  with  packthread,  and  boasts  that 
He  has  been  disappointed  by  ministers.     The  Doctor 
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T^anted  to  see  me ;  for  I  being  a  Poet,  he  thought  I 
might  Aimiah  him  with  a  copy  of  verses  to  suit  I  us 
*  Agricultural  Magazine.'  The  Doctor,  in  the  course 
of  the  conversation,  mentioned  a  poem  called  the  ^  Epi- 
goniad  *  by  one  Wilkie,  an  epic  poem,  in  which  there 
is  not  one  tolerable  good  line  all  through,  but  every 
incident  and  speech  borrowed  from  Homer.  George 
had  been  sitting  inattentive,  seemingly,  to  what  was 
going  on  —  hatching  of  negative  quantities  —  when, 
suddenly,  the  name  of  his  old  friend.  Homer,  stung 
his  pericranicks,  and,  juijnping  up,  he  begged  to  know 
where  he  could  meet  with  Wilkie's  works.  '  Jt  was  a 
curious  fact  that  there  shoidd  be  such  an  epic  poem  and 
he  not  know  of  it ;  and  he  must  get  a  copy  of  it,  as  he 
was  going  to  touch  pretty  deeply  upon  the  subject  of 
the  Epic  7—  and  he  was  sure  there  must  be  some  things 
good  in  a  poem  of  8,000  lines  ! '  I  was  pleased  with 
this  transient  return  of  his  reason  and  recurrence  to 
his  old  ways  of  thinking :  it  gave  me  great  hopes  of  a 
recovery,  which  nothing  but  your  book  can  completely 
insure.  Pray  come  on  Monday,  if  you  can^  and  stay 
yoiur  own  time.  I  have  a  good  large  room,  with  two 
beds  in  it,  in  the  handsomest  of  which  thou  shalt  repose 
a-nights  and  dream  of  Spheroides.  I  hope  you  will 
understand  by  the  nonsense  of  this  letter  that  I  am  not 
melancholy  at  the -thoughts  of  thy  coming:  I  thought 
it  necessary  to  add  this,  because  you  love  precmoru 
Take  notice  that  our  stay  at  Dyer's  will  not  exceed 
eight  o'clock,  after  which  our  pursuits  will  be  our  own. 
But  indeed,  I  think  a  little  recreation  among  the  Bell 
Letters  and  poetry  will  do  you  some  service  in  the  in- 
terval of  severer  studies.  I  hope  we  shall  fully  discuss 
with  Gkorge  Dyer  what  I  have  never  yet  heard  done 
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to  my  satisfiustion,  the  reason  of  Dr.  Johnson's  malerc^ 
lent  strictores  on  the  higher  species  of  the  Ode.** 

Manning  conld  not  come;  and  Djer's  subsequent 

symptoms  are  described  in  the  following  letter:-— 


TO  MR.  MANNING. 

«  Deeember  27Ui«  ISOO. 

^At  length  George  Dyer's  phrenesis  has  come  to 
a  crisis ;  he  is  ra^g  and  fiarioosly  mad.  I  waited 
upon  the  Heathen,  Thursday  was  a  se'nnight ;  the  first 
symptom  which  struck  my  eye  and  gave  me  incontn^ 
vertible  proof  of  the  fatal  tmth  was  a  pair  of  nankeen 
pantaloons  four  times  too  big  for  him,  which  4lie  said 
Heathen  did  pertiaacioody  affirm  to  be  new. 

**  They  were  absolutely  ingrained  with  Ae  aocnmn* 
lated  dirt  df  ages ;  but  he  affirmed  them  to  be  cleaa. 
He  was  going  to  visit  a  lady  that  .was  nice  abont  those 
things,  and  that's  the  reason  he  wore  nanke^i  that 
day.  And  then  he  danced,  and  capered,  and  fidgeted, 
and  pulled  up  his  pantaloons,  and  hugged  his  iiUolen^ 
ble  flannel  vestment  closer  about  his  poetic  loins ;  anods 
he  gave  it  loose  to  the  zephyrs  which  jJentifelly  insin- 
uate their  tiny  bodies  through  every  crevice,  door,  wijqh 
dow,  or  wainscot,  expressly  formed  ior  the  exclusion  of 
such  impertinents.  Then  he  caught  at  a  proo^«heet,  and 
catched  up  a  laundress's  bill  instead  —  made  a  dart  at 
^  Bloomfield's  Poems '  and  liirew  them  in  agony  aside. 
I  could  not  bring  him  to  one  direct  reply;  lie  could  not 
maintain  his  jumping  mind  in  a  right  line  tfior  the  tithe 
of  a  moment  by  Clifford's  Inn  clod^  He  must  go  to 
the  print^'s  immediately— the  most  vnludcj 
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—  he  had  stnick  off  five  hundred  impreasioiig 
Poems,  which  were  ready  for  delivery  to  snbsc: 
and  the  Preface  mnst  all  be  expunged ;  there 
eigh^  pages  of  Preface,  and  not  till  that  mornin 
he  discovered  that  in  the  very  first  page  of  said  P 
he  bad  set  out  wit^  a  princ^le  of  Criticism  fund 
tally  wrong,  whidi  vitiated  all  his  following  reasc 
the  Preface  must  be  expunged,  although  it  cos 
80/.,  the  lowest  calculation,  taking  in  paper  and 
ing  I  In  vain  faave  bis  real  friends  remonstrated  s 
this  Midsummer  madness.  George  is  as  <^ 
as  a  Primitive  Christian  —  and  wards  and  parti 
all  our  throsts  with  one  unanswerable  fence ;  — 
)1'b  o£  great  consequence  that  the  teorld  is  no 
ledf 

"  I've  ofWi  wished  I  lived  in  die  Golden  Aj 
fore  doubt,  and  propositions,  and  corollaries,  gc 

the  world.     3W,  as  Joseph  D ,  a  Bard  of  H 

aingi,  going  up  Malvern  Hills, 

'Howateep!  hoT  puinfal  the  MMnt; 
It  needs  the  evidence  of  dote  dtdiKtioit 
To  know  that  ever  1  iIihII  gain  tlie  top.' 

You  most  know  that  Joe  is  lame,  so  that  he  liae 
reason  for  so  singing.  These  two  lines,  I  assun 
are  taken  totidem  Itterig  from  a  very  popular 
Joe  is  also  an  Epic  Poet  as  well  as  a  Descriptiv 
has  written  a  tragedy,  though  botii  his  dram 
epopoiea  are  strictly  descriptive,  and  chiefly  i 
Beauties  of  Nature,  for  Joe  thinks  man  with  i 
passions  and  frailties  not  a  proper  subject  i 
Drama.  Joe's  tragedy  hath  the  following  surp 
■peech  in  it.     Some  king  b  told  that  his  enem 
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engaged  twelve  archers  to  come  over  in  a  boat  from 
an  enemy's  country  and  waylay  him;  he  tliereopon 
pathetically  exclaims  — 

'  Ttothe,  dost  thou  saj?    Cone  oo  those  dozen  Tillaiiis!  ^ 

D read  two  or  three  acts  out  to  us,  very  gravely 

on  both  sides  till  he  came  to  this  heroic  touch,  —  and 
then  he  asked  what  we  laughed  at  ?  I  had  no  more 
muscles  that  day.  A  poet  that  chooses  to  read  out  his 
own  verses  has  but  a  limited  power-  over  you.  There 
is  a  bound  where  his  authority  ceases." 

The  following  letter,  written  sometime  in  1801, 
shows  that  Lamb  had  succeeded  in  obtaining  occar 
sional  employment  as  a  writer  of  epigrams  for  news- 
papers, by  which  he  added  something  to  his  slender 
income.  The  disparaging  reference  to  Sir«  James 
Mackintosh  must  not  be  taken  as  expressive  of  Lamb's 
deliberate  opinion  of  that  distinguished  person.  Mack- 
intosh, at  this  time,  was  in  great  disfavor,  for  his  supn 
posed  apostasy  from  the  principles  of  his  youth,  witL 
Lamb's  philosophic  fi*iends,  whose  minds  were  of  tern 
perament  less  capable  than  that  of  the  author  of  the 
VindicuB  GdHicce^^  of  being  diverted  from  abstract 
theories  of  liberty  by  the  crimes  and  sufferings  which 
then  attended  the  great  attempt  to  reduce  them  to 
practice.  Lamb,  through  life,  utterly  indifferent  to 
politics,  was  always  ready  to  take  part  with  his  friends, 
and  probably  scouted,  with  them,  Mackintosh  as  a  de- 
serter* 
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TO  MB.  MANNING. 

**18«1.  . 

**  Dear  Manning,  —  I  have  forborne  writing  so  long 
(and  so  have  you  for  the  matter  of  that),  until  I  am 
almost  ashamed  either  to  write  or  to  forbear  any 
longer.  But  as  your  silence  may  proceed  f5rom  some 
worse  cause  than  neglect  —  from  illness,  or  some  mis- 
hap which  may  have  befallen  you,  I  begin  to  be 
anxious.  You  may  have  been  burnt  out,  or  you  may 
have  married,  or  you  may  have  broken  a  limb,  or 
turned  country  parson ;  any  of  these  woiild  be  excuse 
sufficient  for  not  coming  to  my  supper.  I  am  not  so 
unforgiving  as  the  nobleman  in  Saint  Mark.  For  me, 
nothing  new  has  happened  to  me,  unless  that  the  poor 
*  Albion '  died  last  Saturday  of  the  world's  neglect,  and 
with  it  the  fountain  of  my  puns  is  choked  up  forever. 

"  All  the  Lloyds  wonder  that  you  do  not  write  to 
them.  They  apply  to  me  for  the  cause.  Relieve  me 
from  this  weight  of  ignorance,  and  enable  me  to  give 
a  truly  oracular  response. 

"  I  have  been  confined  some  days  with  swelled 
cheek  and  rheumatism  —  they  divide  and  govern  me 
with  a  viceroy-headache  in  the  middle.  I  can  neither 
write  nor  read  without  great  pain.  It  must  be  some- 
thing like  obstinacy  that  I  choose  this  time  to  write  to  J 
you  in  after  many  months'  interruption. 

"  I  will  close  my  letter  of  simple  inquiry  with  an 
epigram  on  Mackintosh,  the  Vindicm  Crollicc^man-^ 
who  has  got  a  place  at  last  —  one  of  the  last  I  did  fcr 
the  '  Albion ': — 

*  Though  thon*rt  like  Judas,  an  apostate  black, 
In  tb«  resemblanoe  one  thing  thoa  doet  lack; 


"3 


W2  LETTEB  TO   WH.BON. 

Wben  he  bad  gotten  his  ill^urchasM  pelf, 
He  went  aw(^,<fnid  wisely  iiang*d  himself: 
*  This  thou  may  do  at  last,  yet  much  I  doubt, 

If  thou  hast  any  iSoioeb  to  gush  outi ' 


**  Tours,  as  -erer,  C  Lamb.** 

Some  sportive  extravagance  which,  however  incoD« 
iistent  with  Lamb's  early  sentiments  of  reverent  piety, 
was  very  fer  from  indicating  an  irreligious  purpose, 
seems  to  have  given  oifence  to  Mr.  Walter  Wilson,  and 
to  have  induced  the  following  letter,  illustrative  of  the 
writer's  feelings  at  this  time,  on  the  most  momentous 
of  all  subjects  :  -^ 


TO  MR.  WALTEB  WILSON. 

«<Aiic«t1«Ch,18QL 

"Dear  Wilson,  —  I  am  extremely  sony  the*  any 
serious  difference  should  subsist  between  us,  on  acooant 
of  some  foolish  behavior  of  mine  at  Richmond ;  you 
knew  me  well  enough  before,  that  a  very  little  liquor 
will  cause  a  considerable  alteration  in  me. 

*'  I  beg  you  to  imjTute  my  conduct  solely  to  that, 
and  not  to  any  deliberate  intention  of  offending  you, 
from  whom  I  have  received  so  many  friendly  attan- 
tions.  I  know  that  you  think  a  veiy  important  differ- 
ence in  opinion  with  respect  to  some  more  serious  sul>- 
jects  between  us  makes  me  a  dangerous  companion ; 
but  do  not  rashly  infer,  from  some  slight  and  light  ex- 
pressions which  I  may  have  made  use  of  in  a  moment 
of  levity,  in  your  presence,  without  sufBoient  regard  im 
your  feelings  — do  not  conclude  that  I  am  an  inveter- 
ate Riemy  to  all  religion.    I  have  had  a  time  of  serious-^ 
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noss,  and  I  have  known  the  importanoe  and  reality  of  a 
retigioos  belief.  Latterly,  I  admowledge,  much  of  my 
seriousness  has  gone  off,  whether  firom  new  comp^iny,  or 
some  otiier  new  associations ;  but  I  still  retain  at  bottom 
a  conviction  of  the  truth,  and  a  certainty  of  the  useftd- 
ness  of  religion.  I  will  not  pretend  to  more  gravity  or 
feeling  than  I  at  present  possess :  my  intention  is  not 
to  persuade  you  that  any  great  alteration  is  probable  in 
me ;  sudden  converts  are  superficial  and  transitory ;  I 
only  want  you  to  believe  tjiat  I  have  lamina  of  s^ 
riousness  within  me,  ajid  that  I  desire  nothing  more 
than  a  return  of  that  friendly  intercourse  which  used  to 
subsist  between  us,  but  which  my  folly  has  suspended. 
**  Believe  me,  very  aiFectionately,  yours, 

"C  Lamb." 

In  1808  Coleridge  visited  London,  and  at  his  de 
partore  left  the  superintendence  of  a  new  edition  of  his 
poems  to  Lamb.  The  following  letter,  written  in  reply 
to  one  of  Coleridge's,  giving  a  moumfiil  account  of  his 
journey  to  the  north  with  an  old  man  and  his  in- 
fluenza, refers  to  a  splendid  smoking-rcap  which  Cole- 
ridge liad  worn  at  their  evening  meetings :  — 


TO  MB.  CQLEBIDGE. 

**  Apr'd  18Ui,  180«. 

""My  dear  Coleridge,  —  Things  have  gone  on  better 
mth  me  since  you  left  me.  I  expect  to  have  my  old 
housekeeper  home  again  in  a  week  or  two.  She  has 
mended  most  rapidly.  My  health  too  has  been  better 
since  you  took  away  that  Montero  cap.  I  have  left  off 
cayenned  eggs  and  such  bolsters  to  discomfort.  There 
vou  n.  JA 
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was  death  in  that  cap.  I  mischieyously  wished  that 
bj  some  inauspicious  jolt  the  whole  contents  might  be 
shaken,  and  the  coach  set  on  fire ;  for  yon  said  they 
had  that  property. .  How  the  old  gentleman,  who  joined 
you  at  Gmntham,  wouU  have  clapt  his  hands  to  his 
knees,  and  not  knowing  but  it  was  an  immediate  visita- 
tion of  heaven  that  burnt  him,  how  pious  it  would 
have  made  him;  him,  I  mean,  that  brought  the  in- 
fluenza with  him,  and  only  took  places  for  one  —  an 
old  sinner  ;  he  must  have  known  what  he  had  got  with 
him !  However,  I  wish  the  cap  no  harm  for  the  sake 
of  the  head  it  fits^  and  cotdd  be  content  to  see  it  dis- 
figure my  healthy  sideboard  again. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  smoking  ?  I  want  your 
sober,  average^  noon  opinion  of  it.  I  generally  am  eat- 
ing my  dinner  about  the  time  I  should  determine  it. 

"  Morning  is  a  girl,  and  can't  smoke  —  she's  no  evi- 
dence one  way  or  other ;  and  Night  is  so  evidently 
bought  over^  that  he  can't  be  a  very  upright  judge. 
Maybe  the  truth  is,  that  one  pipe  is  wholesome;  two 
pipes  toothsome ;  three  pipes  noisome ;  four  pipes  fill- 
some  ;  five  pipes  quarrelsome,  and  that's  the  9um  on't. 
But  that  is  deciding  rather  upon  rhyme  than  re»- 
son.  .  .  .  After  all,  our  instincts  may  be  best.  Wine, 
I  am  sure,  good,  mellow,  generous  Port,  can  hurt 
nobody,  unless  those  who  take  it  to  excess,  which 
they  may  easily  avoid  if  they  observe  the  rules  of 
temperance. 

^^  Bless  you,  old  sophist,  who  next  to  human  nature 
taught  me  all  the  corruption  I  was  capable  of  know- 
ing! And  bless  your  Montero  cap,  and  your  trail 
(which  shall  come  aft»r  you  whenever  you  appoint), 
and  your  wife  and  children  —  Pipes  especially. 
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"  When  flhall  we  two  smoke  agmn  ?  Last  i 
haJ  been  in  a  sad  qaandary  of  spirits,  in  what  it 
the  evening,  but  a  pipe,  and  some  generous  Pc 
King  Lear  (being  alone),  had  their  effects  a 
cers.  I  went  to  bed  pot-valiant.  By  the  wa; 
'  not  the  Ogles  of  Somei-setshire  be  remotely  des 
from  King  Lear.  C. 

The  next  letter  is  prefaced  by  happy  news. 


TO  UR.  COLERIDGE. 

*'  Mary  sends  love  from  home. 

"  Dear  C,  —  I  do  confess  that  I  have  not  sen 
boofcs  as  I  ought  to  have  done  ;  but  yon  know  h< 
human  free>will  is  tethered,  and  that  we  perform 
ises  to  ourselves  no  better  than  to  our  friends.  A 
IS  come  for  you.  Do  you  want  it  soon,  or  shall 
till  some  one  travels  your  way  ?  You,  like  me, 
pose,  reckon  the  lapse  of  time  from  the  waste  t 
as  boys  let  a  cock  run  to  waste  ;  too  idle  to  stop 
rather  amused  with  seeing  it  dribble.  Your  poen 
begun  printing ;  Longman  sent  to  me  to  arrange 
the  old  and  the  new  together.  It  seems  yon  ha 
it  to  him ;  so  I  classed  them,  as  nearly  as  I 
according  to  dates.  First,  afWr  the  Dedication,  i 
mnst  march  first,}  and  which  I  have  transplante 
before  the  Prefiice,  (which  stood  like  a  dead  ^ 
prose  between,)  to  be  the  firat  poem  —  then 
*  The  Pixies,'  and  the  things  most  juvenile — 11 
'  To  Chatterton,'  &e.  —  on,  lastly,  to  tiie  '  C 
the  Departing  Year,'  and  '  Musings,'  —  which 
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Longman*  wanted  the  Ode  first,  but  Uie  arrangement 
I  have  made  is  preciselj  that  marked  out  in  the  Dedi« 
cation,  following  the  order  of  time.  I  told  Longman 
I  was  8ui*e  that  jou  would  omit  a  good  portion  of  th^ 
first  edition.  I  instanced  several  sonnets,  &a — but 
that  was  not  his  plan,  and,  as  jou  have  done  noth- 
ing in  it,  all  I  could  do  was  to  arrange  'em  on  the 
supposition  that  all  were  to  be  i^tained.  A  few  I 
positively  .rejected ;  sudi  as  that  of  '  The  Thimble,* 
and  that  of  '  Flicker  and  Flicker's  Wife,'  and  that 
not  in  the  manner  of  Spenser,  which  you  yourself 
had  stigmatized  —  and  *The  Man  of  Ross,' — I  doubt 
whether  I  shoiild  this  last.  It  is  ooA  too  late  to  save 
it.  The  first  proof  is  only  just  come.  I  hare  been 
forced  to  call  that  <Gupid's  Elixir,  ^  Kisses.'  It  stands 
in  your  first  volume,  as  an  Bfiiision,  so  that,  instead  of 
prefixing  The  Kiss  to  that  of  ^  One  Kiss,  dear  Jdaid,' 
Ac,  I  have  ventured  to  entitle  it  ^  To  Sara.'  I  am 
aware  of  the  nicety  of  changing  even  so  mere  a  trifle 
as  a  title  to  so  short  a  piece,  and  subverting  old  associa- 
tions ;  but  two  called  ^  Kisses '  would  have  been  abso- 
lutely ludicrous,  and  ^  Efiusion '  is  no  name,  and  these 
poems  come  dose  together.  I  promise  you  not  to  alter 
one  word  in  any  poem  whatev^,  but  to  take  your  last 
text,  where  two  are.  Can  you  send  any  wishes  about 
the  book  ?  Longman,  I  think,  should  have  settled  :witfa 
you  ;  but  it  seems  you  have  left  it  to  him.  Write  aa 
soon  as  you  possibly  can  ;  for,  without  making  myself 
responsible,  I  feel  myself,  in  some  sort,  accessary  to  the 
selection,  which  I  am  to  proo^orrect ;  but  I  decidedly 
said  to  Biggs  that  I  was  sure  you  would  omit  more. 
Those  I  have  positively  rubbed  off,  I  can  swear  to  i»- 
cUvidiiaUy^  (excq  t  the  ^  Man  of  Ross,'  which  is  too 
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ianiSiar  in  Pope,)  but  no  otliers  —  yon  have  your  cue. 
For  my  part,  I  had  rather  all  the  JwoemMa  w-ere  kept— 
fHemaricB  causd. 

"  Robert  Lloyd  haa  Avritten  me  a  masterly  letter, 
containing  a  character  of  his  father ;  —  see  how  differ- 
ent from  Charles  he  views  the  old  man  !     (lAteratim,^ 

*  My  father  smokes,  repeats  Homer  in  Greek,  and  Vip- 
pl,  and  is  learning,  when  from  business,  with  all  the 
vigor  of  a  young  man,  Italian.  He  is,  really,  a  won- 
derful man.  He  mixes  public  and  private  business, 
the  intricacies  of  disordering  life  with  his  religion  and 
devotion.  No  one  more  rationally  enjoys  the  romantic 
icenes  of  nature,  and  the  chit-chat  and  little  vagaries 
of  his  children  ;  and,  though  surrounded  with  an  ocean 
of  affairs,  the  very  neatness  of  his  most  obscure  cup- 
board in  the  house  passes  not  unnoticed.  I  never  knew 
any  one  view  with  such  clearness,  nor  so  well  satisfied 
with  things  as  they  are,  and  make  such  allowance 
for  things  which  must  appear  perfect  Syriac  to  him.' 
By  the  last  he  means  the  Lloydisms  of  the  younger 
branches.  His  portrait  of  Charles  (exact  as  far  as  he 
has  had  opportunities  of  noting  him)  is  most  exquisite. 

*  Charles  is  become  steady  as  a  church,  and  as  straight- 
forward as  a  Roman  road.  It  would  distract  him  to 
mention  anything  that  was  not  as  plain  as  sense ;  he 
seems  to  have  run  the  whole  scenery  of  life,  and  now 
rests  as  the  formal  precisian  of  non-existence.'  Here 
is  genius,  I  think,  and  'tis  seldom  a  young  man,  a 
Lloyd,  looks  at  a  father  (so  differing)  with  such  good 
nature  while  he  is  alive.     Write  — 

^  I  am  in  post-haste,  C.  Lamb*' 

"  Love,  &c.,  to  Sara,  P.  and  H." 


»> 
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The  next  letter,  containing  a  further  account  of 
Lamb's  superintendence  of  the  new  edition,  bears  the 
date  of  Saturday,  27th  May,  1803. 


TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

"  My  dear  Coleridge,  —  The  date  of  my  last  was  one 
day  prior  to  the  receipt  of  your  letter,  full  of  foul 
omens.  I  explain  this  lest  you  should  have  thought 
mine  too  light  a  reply  to  such  sad  matter.  I  seri- 
ously hope  by  this  time  you  have  given  up  all  thoughts 
of  journeying  to  the  green  Islands  of  the  Blest  —  voy- 
ages in  time  of  war  are  very  precarious  —  or  at  least, 
that  you  will  take  them  in  your  way  to  \he  Azores. 
Pray  be  careful  of  tliis  letter  till  it  has  done  its  duty, 
for  it  is  to  inform  you  that  I  have  booked  off  your 
watch  (laid  in  cotton  like  an  untimely  fruit),  and  with 
it '  Condillac,'  and  all  other  books  of  yours  wliich  were 
lefl  here.  These  will  set  out  on  Monday  next,  the 
29th  May,  by  Kendal  wagon,  from  White  Horse,  Crip- 
plegate*  You  will  make  seasonable  inquiries,  for  a 
watch  mayn't  come  your  way  again  in  a  hurry.  I 
have  been  repeatedly  afler  Tobin,  and  now  hear  that 
he  IS  in  the  country,  not  to  return  till  middle  of  June. 
I  will  take  care  and  see  him  with  the  earliest.  But 
cannot  you  write  pathetically  to  Aim,  enforcing  a  speedy 
mission  of  your  books  for  literary  purposes  ?  He  is  too 
good  a  retainer  to  Literature,  to  let  her  interests  suffer 
through  his  default.  And  why,  in  the  name  of  Beel- 
zebub, are  your  books  to  travel  from  Bamard*8  Inn 
to  the  Temple,  and  thence  circuitously  to  Cripplegate, 
when  their  business  is  to  take  a  short  cut  down  Holbom 
Hill,  up  Snow  do.,  on  to  Wood  Street,  &c.  ?    The  for- 
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mor  mode  seems  a  sad  superstitious  subdivision  of  labor. 
Well !  the  *  Man  of  Ross '  is  to  stand  ;  Longman  begs 
for  it ;  the  printer  stands  with  a  wet  sheet  in  one  hand, 
and  a  useless  Pica  in  the  otlier,  in  tears,  pleading  fur  it ; 
I  relent.  Besides,  it  was  a  Salutation  poem,  and  has 
the  mark  of  the  beast  '  Tobacco '  upon  it.  Thus  much 
I  have  done ;  I  have  swept  off  the  lines  about  widows 
and  orphans  in  second  edition,  which  (if  you  remem- 
ber) you  mo^t  awkwardly  and  illogically  caused  to  be 
inserted  between  two  Ifs^  to  the  great  breach  and 
disunion  of  said  7/i,  which  now  meet  again  (as  in 
first  edition),  like  two  clever  lawyers  arguing  a  case. 
Another  reason  for  subtracting  the  pathos  was,  that 
the  /  Man  of  Ross '  is  too  familiar,  to  need  telling 
what  he  did,  especially  in  worse  lines  than  Pope  told 
it,  and  it  now  stands  simply  as  ^  Reflections  at  an  Inn 
about  a  known  Character,'  and  sucking  an  old  story 
into  an  accommodation  with  present  feelings.  Here 
is  no  breaking  spears  with  Pope,  but  a  new,  indepen- 
dent, and  really  a  very  pretty  poem.  In  fact  'tis  as 
I  used  to  admire  it  in  the  first  volume,  and  I  have 
even  dared  to  restore 

'  If  *neath  this  roof  thj  wine^heer^d  moments  pass/ 

iat 

*  Beneath  this  roof  if  thj  cheerM  monents  pass.* 

*  Cheer'd  *  is  a  sad  general  word,  *  ttnne-cheer*d  *  I'm 
sure  you'd  give  me,  if  I  had  a  speaking-trumpet  to 
sound  to  you  300  miles.  But  I  am  your  factotum,  and 
that  save  in  this  instance,  which  is  a  single  case,  and  I 
^an't  get  at  you,  shall  be  next  to  a/<3k^-w^A^i — at  most, 
i/atygimSe.     I  have  ordered  '  Imitation  of  Spenser '  to 
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be  restored  on  Wordsworth's  autbority ;  and  now,  all 
that  you  will  miss  will  be  *  Flicker  and  Flicker's  Wife,' 
*  The  Thimble,'  ^  Breathe,  dear  harmonUt^^  and  /  b^ 
Ueve^  *  The  Child  that  was  fed  with  Manna.'  Anodier 
volume  will  clear  off  all  your  Anthok^c  Morning* 
Postian  and  Epistolary  Miscellanies ;  but  pray  don't 
put  *  Christabei '  therein ;  don't  let  that  sweet  maid 
come  forth  attended  with*  Lady  Holland's  mob  at  her 
heels.  Let  there  be  a  separate  Volume  of  Tales,  Choice 
Tales,  *  Ancient  Mariners,'  &c. 

"C.  L^iCB.'^ 

The  following  is  the  fragment  of  a  letter  (part  being 
lost),  on  the  reappearance  of  the  Lyrical  Ballads,  in 
two  volumes,  and  addressed 


TO  MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

^^  Thanks  for  your  letter  and  present.  I  had  already 
boiTowed  your  second  volume.  What  most  please  bm 
are,  *The  Song  of  Lacy;'  Simon^9  dekly  danighier^ 
in  ^  The  Sexton  '  made  me  cry.  Next  to  these  Are  th# 
description  of  the  continuous  echoes  in  the  story  of 
*  Joanna's  Lau^,'  where  the  mountains,  and  all  the 
scenery  absolutely  seem  alive ;  and  that  fine  Shakspeaw 
ian  character  of  tib.e  ^  happy  man,'  xjx  the  ^  Brothers,' 


*  that  cre«p8  about  the  flelda, 


FoRowfiiK  his  fancies  by  the  hoar,  to  bring 
Teen  down  bis  cheek,  or  solitary  sinilep 
Jnto  his  face,  until  the  setting  sun 
Write  Fool  upon  bis  forehead!  * 

I  will  mention  one  more  —  the  delicate  and  eoriooi 
feeling  in  the  wish  for  the  ^  Cumberland  Be^ar,'  tiutf 
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he  majr  have  about  him  the  melody  of  birds,  altho'  he 
hear  tbein  not.  Here  the  mind  knowingly  passes  a 
fiction  upon  herself,  first  substituting  her  own  feelings 
for  the  Beggar's,  and  in  the  same  breath  detecting  the 
fallacy,  will  not  part  with  the  wish.  The  *  Poet's  Epi- 
taph '  is  disfigured,  to  my  taste,  by  the  common  satire 
upon  parsons  and  lawyers  in  the  beginning,  and  the 
coarse  epithet  of  '  pin-point '  in  the  sixth  stanza.  All 
the  rest  is  eminently  good,  and  your  own.  I  will  just 
add  that  it  appears  to  me  a  fault  in  the  ^  Beggar,'  that 
the  instructions  ccmveyed  in  it  are  too  direct,  and  like  a 
lecture :  they  don't  slide  into  the  mind  of  the  reader 
while  he  is  imagining  no  such  matter.  An  intelligent 
leader  finds  a  sort  of  insult  in  being  told,  ^  I  will  teach 
you  how  to  think  upon  this  subject.'  This  &ult,  if  I  am 
right,  is  in  a  ten-thousandth  worse  degree  to  be  found 
in  Sterne,  and  many  many  novelists  and  modem  poets, 
who  continually  put  a  sign-post  up  to  show  where  yom 
are  to  feel.  They  set  out  with  assuming  their  readers 
to  be  stupid ;  very  difierent  from  '  Robinson  Crusoe/ 
*  The  Vicar  of  Wakefield,'  *  Roderick  Random,'  and 
other  beautiful,  bare  narratives.  Th^n  is  implied  an 
unwritten  compact  between  author  and  leader ;  ^  I  wiU 
tell  you  a  Btory,  and  I  suppose  you  will  understand  it.^ 
Modem  novdb,  '  St.  Leons '  and  the  Ugs,  are  full  of 
such  flowers  as  these  —  ^  Let  not  my  reader  suppose,' 
*'  Imagine,  if  you  can,  modest ! '  ftc.  I  will  here  have 
done  with  praise  and  blame.  I  have  written  so  much, 
only  that  you  may  not  think  I  have  passed  over  your 
book  without  observation.  ....  I  ara  sorry  that 
Coleridge  has  christened  his  ^Ancient  Marinere'  ^a 
Poet's  Reverie;'  it  is  as  bad  as  Bottom  the  Weaver's 
iedaration  that  he  is  not  a  Ii<»i,  but  only  the 
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representation  of  a  lion.  What  new  idea  is  gained 
by  this  title  but  one  subversive  of  All  credit  —  which 
this  tale  should  force  upon  us,  —  of  its  truth  ? 

For  me,  I  was  never  so  affected  with  any  human  tale. 
After  first  reading  it,  I  was  totally  possessed  with  it  for 
many  days.  I  dislike  all  the  miraculous  part  of  it,  but 
the  feeUngs  of  the  man  under  the  operation  of  such 
scenery,  dragged  me  along  like  Tom  Pipes's  magic 
whistle.  I  totally  differ  from  your  idea  that  the  *  Mar- 
inere '  should  have  had  a  character  and  profession. 
This  is  a  beauty  in  *  Gulliver's  Travels,'  where  the 
mind  is  kept  in  a  placid  state  of  little  wonderments ; 
but  the  ^Ancient  Marinere'  undergoes  such  trials  as 
overwhelm  and  bury  all  individuality  or  memory  of 
what  he  was  —  like  the  state  of  a  man  in  a  bad  dream, 
one  terrible  peculiarity  of  which  is,  that  all  conscious- 
ness of  personality  is  gone.  Your  other  observation  is, 
I  tliink  as  well,  a  little  unfounded :  the  ^  Marinere,' 
from  being  conversant  in  supernatural  events,  has  ac- 
quired a  supernatural  and  strange  cast  of  phrase^  eye^ 
appearance,  &c.,  which  frighten  the  '  wedding-guest.' 
You  will  excuse  my  remarks,  because  I  am  hurt  and 
vexed  that  you  should  think  it  necessary,  with  a  prose 
apology,  to  open  the  eyes  of  dead  men  that  cannot  see. 

^^  To  sum  qp  a  general  opinion  of  the  second  volume, 
T  do  not  feel  any  one  poem  in  it  so  forcibly  as  the 
*  Ancient  Marinere,'  the  '  Mad  Mother,'  and  the  *  Lines 
at  Tintem  Abbey '  in  the  first." 

The  following  letter  was  addressed,  on  28th  Septem 
ber,  1805,  when  Lamb  was  bidding  his  generous  iar^ 
well  to  Tobacco,  to  Wordsworth,  then  living  in  noble 
poverty  with  his  sister  in  a  cottage  by  Grasmere,  which 
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is  as  sacred  to  some  of  Lis  old  admirers  as  even  Shak- 

« 

speare's  House. 


TO  MR.  WORDSWORTa 

**  My  dear  Wordsworth  (or  Dorothy  rather,  for  to 
you  appertains  the  biggest  part  of  this  answer  by  right), 
I  will  not  again  deserve  reproach  by  so  long  a  silence. 
I  have  kept  deluding  myself  with  the  idea  that  Mary 
would  write  to  you,  but  she  is  so  lazy  (or  I  believe 
the  true  state  of  the  case,  so  diffident),  that  it  must 
revert  to  me  as  usual ;  though  she  writes  a  pretty  good 
style,  and  has  some  notion  of  the  force  of  words,  she  is 
not  always  so  certain  of  the  true  orthography  of  them ; 
and  that,  and  a  poor  handwriting  (in  this  age  of  female 
calligraphy),  often  deters  her,  where  no'  other  reason 
does.*  - 

"  We  have  neither  of  us  been  very  well  for  some 
weeks  past.  I  am  very  nervous,  and  she*  most  so  at 
those  times  when  I  am;  so  that  a  merry  friend,  ad- 
verting to  the  noble  consolation  we  were  able  to  afford 
each  other,  denominated  us,  not  unaptly.  Gumboil  and 
Toothache,  for  they  used  to  say  that  a  gumboil  is  a 
great  relief  to  a  toothache. 

"  We  have  been  two  tiny  excursions  this  summer  for 
three  or  four  days  each,  to  a  place  near  Harrow,  and 
to  Egham,  where  Cooper's  Hill  is ;  and  that  is  the  total 
history  of  our  rustications  this  year.  Alas !  how  pool 
a  round  to  Skiddaw  and  Helvellyn,  and  Borrowdale, 
and  the  magnificent  sesquipedalia  of  the  year  1802. 
Poor  old  Molly !  to  have  lost  her  pride,  that '  last  infirm- 
ity of  noble  minds,'  and  her  cow.   Fate  need  not  have  set 

•  This  is  mere  banter;  Mis«  Lamb  wrote  a  very  good  hand.' 
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her  wits  to  such  an  old  Molly.  I  am  heartily  sorry  foi 
her.  Remember  us  lovingly  to  her;  and  in  particular  re- 
member us  to  Mrs.  Clarkson  in  the  most  kind  manner. 

"  I  hope,  by  *  southwards/  you  mean  that  she  will  be 
at  or  near  London,  for  she  is  a  great  favorite  of  both 
of  us,  and  we  feel  for  her  health  as  much  as  possible  for 
any  one  to  do.  She  is  one  of  the  £riendliest,  comfort- 
ablest  women  we  know,  and  made  our  little  stay  at  your 
cottage  one  of  the  pleasantest  times  we  ever  past.  We 
were  quite  strangers-to  her.  Mr.  C.  is  with  you  too ; 
our  kindest  separate  remembrances  to  him.  As  to  our 
special  affairs,  I  am  looking  about  me.  I  have  done 
nothing  since  the  beginning  of  last  year,  when  I  lost 
my  newspaper  job,  and  having  had  a  long  idleness,  I 
must  do  something,  or  we  shall  get  very  poor.  Some* 
times  I  think  of  a  £3ux;e,  but  hitherto  all  schemes  have 
gone  off;  an  idle  brag  or  two  of  an  evening,  vaporing 
out  of  a  pipe,  and  going  off  in  the  morning  ;  but  now 
I  have  bid  farewell  to  my  '  sweet  enemy,'  Tobacco,  as 
you  will  see  in  my  next  page,*  I  shall  perhaps  set  nobly 
to  work.     Hang  work  I 

^^  I  wish  that  all  the  year  were  holiday ;  I  am  sure 
that  indolence  —  indefeasible  indolence  —  is  the  true 
state  of  man,  and  business  the  invention  of  the  old 
Teazer,  whose  interference  doomed  Adam  to  an  apron 
and  set  him  arhoeing.  Pen  and  ink,  and  clerks  and 
desks,  were  the  refinements  of  this  old  torturer  some 
thousand  years  after,  under  pretence  of  ^  Commerce 
allying  distant  shores.  Promoting  and  diffusing  knowl* 
edge,  good,'  &c.  &c.  Yours  truly, 

"  C.  Lamb." 

*  The '*  Farewell  to  Tobacco'*  was  transcribed  on  the  next  page;  bvl 
Jia  actual  sacrifice  was  not  completed  tiU  some  yean  after. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

[180ft  to  1810.] 

I.I1TBRS  TO  HAZUTT,  I 


9  year  1805  Lamb  was  introduced  to  onn, 
f  through  life  was  ona  of  bis  chief  ples9- 
(reat  critic  and  thinker,  William  Hazlitt 
that  time,  scarcely  conscious  of  his  own 
irs,  was'striving  hard  to  become  a  painter. 
k1  of  the  following  letter  (which  is  dated 
,  /806)  Hazlitt  was  residing  with  his 
rnitarisD  minister,  at  Wem. 


TO  MR,  HAZLITT. 
—  I  am  a  little  surprised  at  no  letter  from 

day  week,  to  wit,  Saturday,  the  8th  of 
i,  I  book'd  off  by  the  Wem  coach,  ^ull 

Inu,  directed  to  you,  at  the  Kev,  Mr, 
em,  Shropshire,  a  parcel  containing,  be- 
:,  &c.,  a  rare  print,  which  I  take  to  be  a 
ging  the  sud  W.  H.  to  acknowledge  the 
of;  which  he  not  having  done,  I  conclude 
lel  to  be  lying  at  the  inn,  and  may  be  lost ; 
oson,  lest  you  may  );e  a  Wales-hunting  at 

I  have  authorized  any  of  your  family, 
irst  gets  this,  to  open  it,  that  so  precious 
y  not  moulder  away  for  want  of  looking 
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after.  AThat  do  you  in  Shropshire  when  so  manj 
fine  pictures  are  a-going  a-going  every  day  in  London  ? 
Monday  I  visit  the  Marquis  of  Lansdowne's,  in  Ber- 
keley Square.  Catalogue  29.  6d.  Leonardos  in  plenty. 
Some  other  day  this  week,  I  go  to  see  Sir  Wm. 
Young's,  in  Stratford  Place.  Hulse's,  of  Blackheath, 
are  also  to  be  sold  this  month,  and  in  May,  the  first 
private  collection  in  Europe,  Welbore  Ellis  Agar's. 
And  there  are  you  perverting  Nature  in  lying  land- 
scapes, filched  fi*om  old  rusty  Titians,  such  as  I  can 
scrape  up  here  to  send  you,  with  an  additament  firom 
Shropshire  nature  thrown  in  to  make  the  whole  look 
unnatural.  I  am  afraid  of  your  mouth  watering  when 
I  tell  you  that  Manning  and  I  got  into  Angerstein^s 
on  Wednesday.  Mon  Dieu!  Such  Claudes  I  Four 
Claudes  bought  for  more  than  10,0002.  (those  who 
talk  of  Wilson  being  equal  to  Claude  are  either  mainly 
ignorant  or  stupid)  ;  one  of  these  was  perfectly  mirao- 
ulous.  What  colors  short  of  bond  fide  sunbeams  it 
could  be  painted  in,  I  am  not  earthly  colorman  enough 
to  say ;  but  1  did  not  think  it  had  been  in  the  possi- 
bility of  things.  Then,  a  music-piece  by  Titian  —  a 
thousand-pound  picture  —  five  figures  standing  behind 
a  piano,  the  sixth  playing ;  none  of  the  heads,  as  M. 
observed,  indicating  great  men,  or  affecting  it,  but  so 
sweetly  disposed ;  all  leaning  separate  ways,  but  so 
easy,  like  a  flock  of  some  divine  shepherd ;  the  color- 
ing, like  the  economy  of  the  picture,  so  sweet  and 
harmonious — as  good  as  Shaksj)eare'8  *  Twelfth  Night,* 
—  almost^  that  is.  It  will  give  you  a  love  of  orde 
and  cure  you  of  restless,  fidgety  passions  for  a  wee^ 
after  —  more  musical  than  the  music  which  it  woulu, 
but  cannot,  yet  in  a  manner  does,  show.     I  have  nc 
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room  for  the  rest.  Let  me  say,  Angerstein  sits  in 
a  room  —  his  study  (only  that  and  the  library  are 
shown),  when  lie  writes  a  common  letter,  as  I  am 
doing,  surrounded  with  twenty  pictures  worth  60,000?. 
What  a  luxury  I  Apicius  and  Heliogabalus,  hide  your 
diminished  heads ! 

"  Yours,  my  dear  painter, 

"  C.  Lamb/' 

Hazlitt  married  Miss  Sarah  Stoddart,  sister  of  the 
present  Sir  John  Stoddart,  who  became  very  intimate 
with  Lamb  and  his  sister.  To  her,  Lamb,  on  the  11th 
December,  1806,  thus  communicated  the  failure  of 
"  Mr.  H." 

TO  MRS.   HAZLITT. 

**  Don't  mind  this  being  a  queer  letter.  I  am  m 
haste,  and  taken  up  by  visitors,  condolers,  &c. 

"  God  bless  you. 

**  Dear  Sarah,  —  Mary  is  a  little  cut  at  the  ill  suc- 
cess of  '  Mr.  H.'  which  came  out  last  night,  snd  failed. 
I  know  you'll  be  sorry,  but  never  mind.  We  are  de- 
termined not  to  be  cast  down.  I  am  going  to  leave  off 
tx>bacco,  and  then  we  must  thrive.  A  smoking  man 
must  write  smoky  farces. 

"  Mary  is  pretty  well,  but  I  persuaded  her  to  let  me 
write.  We  did  not  apprise  you  of  the  coming  out  of 
*  Mr.  H.'  for  fear  of  ilUuck.  You  were  much  better 
out  of  the  house.  If  it  had  taken,  your  partaking  of 
our  good  luck  would  have  been  one  of  our  greatest 
joys.     As  it  is,  we  shall  expect  you  at  the  time  yon 


-   ■«£■ 
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mentioned.    Bnt  whenever  you  come  jou  shall  be  mosl 
welcome* 

^^  God  bless  you,  dear  Sarah, 

"  Yours,  most  truly,        C.  L. 

**  Mary  is  by  no  means  unwell,  but  I  made  her  let 
me  write." 

The  following  is  Lamb's  account  of  the  same  ca- 
lamity, addressed 


TO  MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

**  Mary's  love  to  all  of  you  —  I  wouldn't  let  her 
write. 

**  Dear  Wordsworth, — '  Mr.  H.'  came  out  last  night, 
and  &iled.  I  had  many  fears  ;  the  subject  was  not  sub- 
stantial enough.  John  Bull  must  have  solider  &re  than 
a  letter.  We  are  pretty  stout  about  it ;  have  had  plenty 
of  condoling  friends ;  but,  after  all,  we  had  rather  it 
should  have  succeeded.  You  will  see  the  prologue  in 
most  of  the  morning  papers.  It  was  received  with 
such  shouts  as  I  never  witnessed  to  a  prologue.  It 
was  attempted  to  be  encored.  How  hard  I  —  a  thing  I 
did  merely  as  a  task,  because  it  was  wanted,  and  set  no 
great  store  by ;  and  *  Mr.  H.'  1 1  The  quantity  of 
friends  we  had  in  the  house  —  my  brother  and  I  being 
in  public  offices,  &c.,  —  was  astonishing,  but  they 
yielded  at  last  to  a  few  hisses. 

"  A  hundred  hisses  I  Hang  the  word,  I  write  it  like 
kisses  —  how  different !)  — a  hundred  hisses  outweigh 
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ft  thousaud  ckps.   The  former  come  more  directly  from 
the  heart.     Well,  'tis  withdrawn,  and  there  is  an  end. 

^^  Better  Inck  to  ns,  C.  Lamb. 

[7km  over.] 

"  P.  S.  Pray,  when  any  of  you  write  to  the  Clark- 
tons,  give  onr  kind  loves,  and  say  we  shall  not  be  able 
to  come  and  see  them  at  Christmas,  as  I  shall  have  bat 
a  day  or  two,  and  tell  them  we  bear  our  mortification 
pretty  well." 

Abont  this  time  Miss  Lamb  sought  to  contribute  to 
her  brother's  scanty  income  by  presenting  the  plots  of 
some  of  Shakspeare's  plays  in  prose,  with  the  spirit  of 
the  poet's  genius  interftised,  and  many  of  his  happiest 
expressions  preserved,  in  which  good  work  Lamb  as- 
sisted her ;  though  he  always  insisted,  as  he  did  in  ref- 
erence to  "  Mrs.  Leicester's  School,"  that  her  portions 
were  the  best.  The  following  letter  refers  to  some  of 
those  aids,  and  gives  a  pleasant  instance  of  that  shy- 
ness in  Hazlitt,  which  he  never  quite  overcame,  and 
which  afforded  a  striking  contrast  to  the  boldness  of 
his  published  thoughts. 


TO  MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

«U08. 

*'  Mary  is  just  stuck  &st  in  *  All's  Well  that  Ends 
Well.'  She  complains  of  having  to  set  forth  so  many 
female  chamcters  in  boys'  clothes.  She  begins  to  think 
Shakspeare  must  have  wanted — Imagination.  I,  to 
encourage  her,  for  she  often  faints  in  the  prosecution 
of  her  great  work,  flatter  her  with  telling  her  how  well 

vou  n.  14 


"^ 
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such  a  play  and  such  a  play  is  done.  But  six  is  stack 
£5ist,  and  I  have  been  obliged  to  promise  to  &8S]st  her. 
To  do  this,  it  will  be  necessary  to  leave  off  tobacco. 
But  I  had  some  thoughts  of  doing  that  before,  for  I 
sometimes  think  it  does  not  agree  with  me.  W.  Haz- 
litt  is  in  town.  I  took  him  to  see  a  very  pretty  girl, 
professedly,  where  there  were  two  young  girls  —  the 
very  head  and  sum  of  the  girlery  was  two  young  girls 
—  they  neither  laughed,  nor  sneered,  nor  giggled,  nor 
whispered  —  but  they  were  young  girls  —  and  he  sat 
and  frowned  blacker  and  blacker,  indignant  that  there 
should  be  such  a  thing  as  youth  and  beauty,  till  he  tore 
me  away  before  supper,  in  perfect  misery,  and  owned  • 

he  could  not  bear  young  girls ;  they  drove  him  mad. 
So  I  took  him  home  to  my  old  nurse,  where  he  re- 
covered perfect  tranquillity.  Independent  of  this,  and 
as  I  am  not  a  young  girl  myself,  he  is  a  great  acquis!- 
tion  to  us.  He  is,  rather  imprudently  I  think,  print- 
ing a«political  pamphlet  on  his  own  account,  and  will 
have  to  pay  for  the  paper,  &c.  The  first  duty  of 
an  author,  I  take  it,  is  never  to  pay  anything.  Buc 
wm  cuivis  cantigit  adire  Corinthimi,  The  maiiagers, 
I  thank  my  stars,  have  settled  that  question  for  me. 

"  Yours  truly,  C.  Lamb." 

Hazlitt,  coming  to  reside  in  town,  became  a  frequent 
guest  of  Lamb's,  and  a  brilliant  ornament  of  the  par- 
ties which  Lamb  now  began  to  collect  on  Wednesday 
evenings.  He  seems,  in  the  beginning  of  1808,  to 
have  sought  solitude  in  a  little  inn  on  Salisbury  Plain, 
to  which  he  became  deeply  attached,  and  which  he 
has  associated  with  some  of  his  profoundest  medita- 
tions ;   and  some  fantastic  letter,  in  the  nature  of  a 


.1 
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boax,  haring  puzzled  Ms  &ther,  who  expected  i 
Wem,  caused  some  inquiries  of  Lamb  reapectir 
painter's  retreat,  to  which  he  thua  replied  in  a  lei 


THE  RET.  UR.  HAZUTT. 

"  Tempis,  I8th  FebrntUT, 

"  Sir,  —  I  am  truly  concerned  that  any  mista 
mine  shoold  have  caused  you  uneasiness,  but  I 
we  have  got  a  clue  to  William's  absence,  whicli 
dear  up  all  apprehensions.  The  people  whe 
lodges  in  town  have  received  direction  from  h 
forward  some  hnen  to  a  place  called  Winterslt 
the  county  of  Wilts  (not  far  from  Salisbuiy), 
the  lady  lives  whose  cottage,  pictured  upon  a  ct 
you  opened  my  letter  you  have  doubtless  seec 
though  we  have  had  no  explanation  of  the  m 
once,  we  shrewdly  suspect  that  at  the  time  of  w 
that  letter  which  has  given  you  all  this  trouble, 
tain  son  of  yours  (who  is  both  painter  and  author 
at  her  elbow,  and  did  assist  in  framing  that  ver 
toon  which  was  sent  to  amuse  and  mislead  us  in 
as  to  the  real  place  of  his  destination. 

"  And  some  words  at  the  back  of  the  said  ca 
which  we  had  not  marked  so  narrowly  before,  1 
similarity  of  the  handwriting  to  William's,  do 
much  confirm  the  suspicion.  If  our  theoiy  be 
they  have  bad  the  pleasure  of  their  jest,  and 
afraid  you  have  paid  for  it  in  anxiety. 

*'  But  I  hope  your  uneasiness  will  now  be  ren 
and  you  will  pardon  a  suspense  occasioned  by 
who  does  so  many  worse  mischie&  every  day. 

"  The  letter  to  the  people  where  William  '. 


HISS  LAMB  TO  HBS.  HAZUTT. 

loreover,  that  lie  shall  be  in  t»wii  in  a  fott- 

r  faster  joins  in  respects  to  yon  and  Mrs.  Has* 
i  in  our  kindest  remembrances  and  wishes  for 
toration  of  Fe^jy's  health. 

'*  I  am,  Sir,  jour  humble  serpent, 

"  O.  Lamb." 

and  Mrs.  Hazlitt  afterwards  took  up  their 
uy  abode  at  Winterslow,  to  which  place  Mias 
iddressed  the  following  letter,  containing  inter- 
details  of  her  own  and  her  brother's  life,  and 
ting  her  own  gentle  character:  — 

TO  MES.  HAZLITT. 


'  dear  Sarah, — I  hear  of  you  from  your  brother, 
u  do  not  write  yourself,  nor  does  Hailitt.  I 
kt  one  or  both  of  yon  will  amend  this  fault  aa 
r  as  possible,  for  I  am  very  anxious  to  hear  (rf 
ealth.  I  hope,  as  you  say  nothing  about  your 
your  brother,  yon  are  perfectly  recovered  from 
icts  of  it. 
u  cannot  think  how  very  much  we  misa  yoa 

of  a  Wednesday  evening-7-all  the  glory  of  the 
[  may  say,  is  at  an  end.  Pliillips  makes  hia 
md  there  is  no  one  to  applaud  him ;  Rickman 

and  there  is  no  one  to  oppose  him. 
e  worst  miss  of  all  to  me  is,  that  when  we  are 
lismals  there  is  now  no  hope  of  relief  from  any 

whatsoever.  Hazlitt  was  most  brilliant,  most 
ntal,  as  a  Wednesday-man,  but  be  was  a  mors 
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oscful  one  on  common  days,  when  he  dropt  in  8 
quarrel  or  a  fit  of  the  glooms.  The  ShefEngt 
quite  out  now,  my  brother  having  got  meny 
chiret  and  Tom  Sheridan.  Tliis  visit,  and  the 
sion  of  it,  is  a  profound  secret,  and  therefore  I  f 
to  nobody  but  you  and  Mrs.  Reynolds,  Throug 
medium  of  Wroughton,  there  came  an  invitatior 
proposal  from  T.  S.,  that  C  L.  should  write 
scenes  in  a  speaking  pantomime,  the  other  par 
which  Tom  now,  and  his  father  formerly,  have  t 
fitctured  between  them.  So  in  the  Christmas  ho] 
my  brother,  and  bis  two  great  associates,  we  e 
will  be  all  three  damned  together;  that  is,  I 
if  Charles's  share,  which  is  done  and  sent  in,  i 
cepted. 

"  I  left  this  unfinished  yesterday,  in  the  hop« 
my  brother  would  have  done  it  for  me.  His  t 
for  refusing  me  was  *  no  exquisite  reason,'  for  i 
because  he  must  write  a  letter  to  Manning  in 
or  four  weeks,  and  therefore  *  he  could  not  be  a 
writing  letters,'  he  said.  I  wanted  him  to  tell 
husband  about  a  great  work  which  Godwin  is 
to  publish  to  enlighten  the  world  once  more,  i 
shall  not  be  able  to  make  out  what  it  b.  He  ( 
win^  took  his  usual  walk  one  evening,  a  foH 
since,  to  the  end  of  Hatton  Garden  and  back  i 
During  that  walk  a  thought  came  into  his  mind, ' 
he  instantly  sate  down  and  improved  upon  ti 
brought  it,  in  seven  or  eight  days,  into  the  ca 
of  a  reasonable  sized  pamphlet. 

"  To  propose  a  subscription  to  all  well-dis 
people  to  raise  a  certain  sum  of  money,  to  be  exp< 
in  the  care  of  a  cheap  monument  for  the  forme 
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the  future  great  dead  men  ;  the  monument  to  he  a 
white  cross,  with  a  wooden  si  ah  at  the  end,  telling 
their  names  and  qualifications.  This  wooden  slab  and 
white  cross  to  be  perpetuated  to  the  end  of  time  5  to 
survive  the  fall  of  empires,  and  the  destruction  of 
cities,  by  means  of  a  map,  which,  in  case  of  an  insur- 
rection among  the  people,  or  any  other  cause  by  which 
a  city  or  country  may  be  destroyed,  was  to  be  care- 
fully preserved  ;  and  then,  when  things  got  again  into 
their  usual  order,  the  white-cross-wooden-slab-makers 
were  to  go  to  work  again  and  set  the  wooden  slabs  in 
their  former  places.  This,  as  nearly  as  I  can  tell  you, 
is  the  sum  and  substance  of  it ;  but  it  is  written  re- 
markably well  —  in  his  very  best  manner  —  for  the  . 
proposal  (which  seems  to  me  very  like  throwing  salt 
on  a  sparrow's  tail  to  catch  him)  occupies  but  half  a 
page,  which  is  followed  by  very  fine  writing  on  the 
benefits  he  conjectures  would  follow  if  it  were  done ;  ^ 

very  excellent   thoughts   on  death,  and   our  feelings  * 

concerning  dead  firiends,  and  the  advantages  an  old 
country  has  over  a  new  one,  even  in  the  slender 
memorials  we  have  of  great  men  who  once  flourished. 
"  Charles  is  come  home  and  wants  his  dinner,  and 
80  the  dead  men  must  be  no  more  thought  o£  Tell 
OS  how  you  go  on,  and  how  you  like  Winterslow  and 
winter  evenings.  Knowles  has  not  yet  got  back  again, 
but  he  is  in  better  spirits.  John  Hazlitt  was  here  on 
Wednesday.     Our  love  to  Hazlitt. 

*'  Yours,  affectionately,  M.  Lamb." 

«*  Saiurdasf," 

To  this  letter  Charles  added  the  following  po8^ 
script :  — 
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**  There  came  this  morning  a  printed  prospectus 
from  *  S.  T.  Coleridge,  Grasmere/  of  a  weekly  paper, 
to  be  called  *  The  Friend  ; '  a  flaming  prospectus,  I 
have  no  time  to  give  the  heads  of  it.  To  commence 
first  Saturday  in  January.  There  came  also  notice  of 
a  turkey  from  Mr.  Clarkson,  which  I  am  more  san- 
guine in  expecting  the  accomplishment  of  than  I  am 
of  Coleridge's  prophecy.  C.  Lamb." 

During  the  next  year  Lamb  and  his  sister  produced 
their  charming  little  book  of  '*  Poetry  for  Children," 
and  removed  from  Mitre  Court  to  those  rooms  in 
Liner  Temple  Lane,  —  most  dear  of  all  their  abodes 
to  the  memory  of  their  ancient  friends  —  where  first 
I  knew  them.  The  change  produced  its  natural  and 
sad  effect  on  Miss  Lamb,  during  whose  absence  Lamb 
addressed  the  following  various  letter 
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"  June  7th,  1809. 

Dear  Coleridge,  —  I  congratulate  you  on  the  ap- 
pearance of  *  The  Friend.'  Your  first  number  prom- 
ises well,  and  I  have  no  doubt  the  succeeding  numbers 
will  fulfil  the  promise.  I  had  a  kind  letter  from  you 
some  time  since,  which  I  have  left  unanswered.  I  am 
also  obliged  to  you,  I  believe,  for  a  review  in  the  An- 
nual, am  I  not  ?  The  *  Monthly  Review'  sneers  at  me, 
and  asks  *  if  Comus  is  not  good  enough  for  Mr.  Lamb  ? ' 
because  I  have  said  no  good  serious  dramas  have  been 
written  since  the  death  of  Charles  the  First,  except 
*  Samson  Agonistes  ; '  so  because  tliey  do  not  know,  or 
won't  remember,  that  Comus  was  written  long  before, 
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I  am  to  be  set  down  as  an  anderraluer  of  Milton.  O, 
Coleridge !  do  kill  those  reviews,  or  they  will  kill  as ; 
kill  all  we  like !  Be  a  &iend  to  all  else,  but  their  foe. 
I  have  been  tamed  out  of  my  chambers  in  the  Temple 
by  a  landlord  who  wanted  them  for  himself;  but  I 
have  got  other  at  No.  4,  Inner  Temple  Lane,  fiur  more 
commodious  and  roomy.  I  have  two  rooms  on  third 
floor  and  five  rooms  above,  with  an  inner  staircase  to 
myself,  and  all  new  painted,  4S;c.,  and  all  for  307.  a 
year !  I  came  into  them  on  Saturday  week  ;  and  on 
Monday  following,  Mary  was  taken  ill  with  the  &tigae 
of  moving,  and  affected,  I  believe,  by  the  novelty  of 
the  home  she  could  not  sleep,  and  I  am  left  alone  with 
a  maid  quite  a  stranger  to  me,  and  she  has  a  month  or 
two's  sad  distraction  to  go  through.  What  sad  large 
pieces  it  cuts  out  of  life  ;  out  of  her  life,  who  is  getting 
rather  old ;  and  we  may  not  have  many  years  to  live 
together  I  I  am  weaker,  and  bear  it  worse  than  I  ever 
did.  But  I  hope  we  shall  be  comfortable  by  and  bye. 
The  rooms  are  delicious,  and  the  best  look  backwards 
into  Hare  Court,  where  there  is  a  pump  always  going. 
Just  now  it  is  dry.  Hare  Court  trees  come  in  at  the 
window,  so  that  it's  like  living  in  a  garden.  I  try 
to  persuade  myself  it  is  much  pleasanter  than  Mitre 
Court ;  but,  alas  I  the  household  gods  are  slow  to  come 
in  a  new  mansion.  They  are  in  their  infancy  to  me ; 
I  do  not  feel  them  yet ;  no  hearth  has  blazed  to  them 
yet.     How  I  hate  and  dread  new  places  ! 

**  I  was  very  glad  to  see  Wordsworth's  book  adver- 
tised ;  I  am  to  have  it  to-morrow  lent  me,  and  if 
Wordsworth  don't  send  me  an  order  for  one  upon 
Longman,  I  will  buy  it.  It  is  greatly  extolled  and 
Kked  by  all  who  have  seen  it.     Let  me  hear  from  some 
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jf  jon,  for  I  am  desolate.  I  shall  have  to  send  jou,  in 
a  week  or  two,  two  volumes  of '  Jurenile  Poetry,'  done 
Dy  Mary  and  me  within  the  last  six  months,  a  '  ' 
tale  in  proee  which  Wordsworth  so  mnch  liked 
was  published  at  Christmas,  with  nine  others,  by 
has  reached  a  second  edition.  There's  for  you 
have  almost  worked  ourselves  out  of  child's  wo 
I  don't  know  what  to  do.  Sometimes  I  thir 
drama,  but  I  have  no  head  for  play-making ;  I 
the  dialogue,  and  that's  all.  I  am  quite  agroui 
plan,  and  I  must  do  something  for  money.  Nol 
have  immediate  wants,  but  I  have  prospectiv 
O  money,  money,  how  blindly  thou  hast  bee 
sliipped,  and  how  stupidly  abused  t  Thou  art 
and  liberty,  and  strength,  and  he  that  has  th 
rattle  his  pockets  at  the  foul  fiend  I 

"  Nevertheless,  do  not  understand  by  this 
■have  not  quite  enough  for  my  occasions  for  a 
two  to  come.  While  I  think  on  it,  Coleridge,  I 
away  my  books  which  you  had  at  the  Courier 
and  found  all  but  a  third  volume  of  the  old  plaj 
taining  '  The  White  Devil,'  Green's  '  Tu  Quoqi: 
the  '  Honest  Whore,'  perhaps  the  most  valuat 
ume  of  them  all  —  that  I  could  not  find.  Pray, 
can,  remember  what  you  did  with  it,  or  whe 
took  it  out  with  you  a  walking  perhaps ;  se 
word,  for,  to  use  the  old  plea,  it  spoils  a  set.  ] 
two  other  volumes  (you  had  three),  the  '  Arcadi 
Daniel,  enriched  with  manuscript  notes.  I  wisl 
book  I  have  were  so  noted.  They  have  thor 
converted  me  to  relish  Daniel,  or  to  say  I  relis 
for,  after  all,  I  believe  I  did  relish  him.  You  w 
Him  sober-minded.     You^  notes  are  excellent. 
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haps  you've  forgot  them.  I  have  read  a  review  in  the 
'  Quarterly/  by  Southey,  on  the  Missionaries,  which  is 
most  masterly.  I  only  grudge  its  being  there.  It 
is  quite  beautiful.  Do  remember  my  Dodsley;  and^ 
pray,  do  write,  or  let  some  of  you  write.  Clarkson 
teUs  me  you  are  in  a  smoky  house.  Have  you  cured 
it  ?  It  is  hard  to  cure  anything  of  smoking.  Our 
little  poems  are  but  humble,  but  they  have  no  name. 
You  must  read  them,  remembering  they  were  task- 
work ;  and  perhaps  you  will  admire  the  number  of 
subjects,  all  of  cliildren,  picked  out  by  an  old  Bachelor 
and  an  old  Maid.  Many  parents  would  not  have  found 
so  many.  Have  you  read  '  Coelebs  ?  '  It  has  reached 
eight  editions  in  so  many  weeks,  yet  literally  it  is  one 
of  the  very  poorest  sort  of  common  novels,  with  the 
drawback  of  dull  religion  in  it.  Had  the  religion 
been  high  and  flavored,  it  would  have  been  something. 
I  borrowed  this  '  Coelebs  in  Search  of  a  Wife,'  of  a* 
very  careful,  neat  lady,  and  returned  it  with  this  staff 
written  in  the  beginning :  — 

*  If  ever  I  marry  a  wife 

Pil  marry  a  landlord's  daaghter, 
For  then  I  may  sit  in  the  bar, 
And  drink  cold  brandy-and-water.* 

"  I  don't  expect  you  can  find  time  firom  your 
*  Friend'  to  write  to  me  much,  but  write  something, 
for  there  has  been  a  long  silence.  You  know  Holcrofl 
is  dead.  Godwin  is  well.  He  has  written  a  very 
pretty,  absurd  book  about  sepulchres.  He  was  af- 
fronted because  I  told  him  it  was  better  than  Hervey, 
but  not  so  good  as  Sir  T.  Browne.  This  letter  is  all 
about  books,  but  my  head  aches,  and  I  hardly  know 
what  I  write ;  but  I  could  not  let  *  The  Friend '  pasa 
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without  a  congratulatory  epistle.  I  won't  criticize  till 
it  comes  lo  a  volume.  Tell  me  how  I  shall  send  my 
packet  to  you  ?  —  by  what  conveyance  ?  —  by  Long- 
man, Short-man,  or  how  ?  Give  my  kindest  remem- 
brances to  the  Wordsworths.  Tell  him  he  must  give 
me  a  book.  My  kind  love  to  Mrs.  W.  and  to  Dorothy 
sepai-ately  and  conjointly.  I  wish  you  could  all  come 
and  see  me  in  my  new  rooms.     God  bless  you  all. 

"  G.  L." 

A  journey  into  Wiltshire,  to  visit  Hazlitt,  followed 
Miss  Lamb's  recovery,  and  produced  the  following 
letters :  — 

TO  MR.  COLERIDGE. 

**  Monday,  Oct  SOth,  1809. 

"Dear  Coleridge, — I  have  but  this  moment  received 
your  letter,  dated  the  9th  instant,  having  just  come  off 
a  journey  from  Wiltshire,  where  I  have  been  with 
Mary  on  a  visit  to  Hazlitt.  The  journey  has  been  of 
infinite  service  to  her. .  We  have  had  nothing  but  sun- 
shiny days,  and  daily  walks  from  eight  to  twenty  miles 
a  day ;  have  seen  Wilton,  Salisbury,  Stonehenge,  &c. 
Her  illness  lasted  but  six  weeks  ;  it  left  her  weak,  but 
the  country  has  made  us  whole.  We  came  back  to  our 
Hogarth  Room.  I  have  made  several  acquisitions  since 
you  saw  them,  —  and  found  Nos.  8,  9,  10  of  The 
JPriencL  The  account  of  Luther  in  the  Warteburg  is 
as  fine  as  anything  I  ever  read.*     God  forbid  that  a 

*  The  Warteburg  is  a  Castle,  standing  on  a  lofly  rock,  about  two  miles 
Grom  the  city  of  Eisenach,  in  which  Lnther  was  confined,  under  the 
friendly  arrest  of  the  Elector  of  Saxony,  after  Charles  V.  had  pronounced 
Bgaiost  him  the  Ban  in  the  Imperial  Diet;  where  he  composed  some  of  hit 
peatest  works,  and  translated  the  New  Testament;  end  where  he  is  tp- 
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man  who  has  such  things  to  say  should  be  silenced  fijr 
want  of  lOOZ,    This  Custom-and-Duty-Age  would  have 

corded  as  engaged  in  the  personal  conflict  with  the  Prince  of  Darkness,  of 
which  the  vestiges  are  still  shown  in  a  black  staui  on  the  wall,  from  the 
inkstand  hurled  at  the  Enemy.  In  the  Essay  referred  to,  Coleridge  ao- 
connts  for  the  story  —  depicting  the  state  of  the  great  prisoner's  mind  in 
most  vivid  colors  —  and  then  presenting  the  following  picture,  which  so 
nobly  justifies  Lamb's  eulogy,  that  I  venture  to  gratify  myself  by  inserting 
it  here. 

"  Methinks  I  see  him  sitting,  the  heroic  student,  in  his  chamber  in  the 
Warteburg,  with  his  midnight  lamp  before  him,  seen  by  the  late  traveller 
in  the  distant  pkiii  of  Bischo/sroda^  as  a  star  on  the  mountain!  Below  it 
lies  the  Hebrew  Bible  open,  on  which  he  gazes ;  his  brow  pressing  on  his 
palm,  brooding  over  some  obscure  text,  which  he  desires  to  make  plain  to 
the  simple  boor  and  to  the  humble  artisan,  and  to  transfer  its  whole  force 
into  their  own  natural  and  living  tongue.  And  he  himself  does  not  under* 
stand  it!  Thick  darkness  ilea  on  the  original  text;  he  counts  the  letters, 
he  calls  up  the  roots  of  each  separate  word,  and  questions  them  as  the 
familiar  Spirits  of  an  Oracle.  In  vain;  thick  darkness  continues  to  cover 
it;  not  a  ray  of  meaning  dawns  through  it.  With  sullen  and  angry  hope 
he  reaches  for  the  Vulgate,  his  old  and  sworn  enemy,  the  treacherous  con- 
federate of  the  Roman  Antichrist,  which  he  so  gladly,  when  he  can,  re- 
bukes for  idolatrous  falsehood,  that  had  dared  place 

*  Within  the  sanotuaiy  itself  their  shiines, 
Abominations — ' 

Now  —  0  thought  of  humiliation — he  must  entreat  its  aid.  Seel  there 
has  the  sly  spirit  of  apostasy  worked-in  a  plrase  which  favors  the  doctrine 
of  purgatory,  the  intercession  of  saints,  or  the  eiBcacy  of  prayers  for  the 
dead;  and  what  is  worst  of  all,  the  interpretation  is  plausible.  The 
original  Hebrew  might  be  forced  into  this  meaning:  and  no  other  meaning 
seems  to  lie  in  it,  none  to  hover  above  it  in  the  heights  of  allegory,  none  to 
lurk  beneath  it  even  in  the  depths  of  Cabala!  This  is  the  work  of  the 
Tempter;  it  is  a  cloud  of  darkness  conjured  up  between  the  truth  of  the 
sacred  letters  and  the  eyes  of  his  understanding,  by  tlie  malice  of  the  evil- 
one,  and  for  a  trial  of  his  faith !  Must  he  then  at  length  confess,  must  he 
subscribe  the  name  of  Luthkr  to  an  exposition  which  consecrates  a 
weapon  for  the  hand  of  the  idolatrous  Hierarchy?    Never!    Never! 

""  There  still  remains  one  auxiliary  in  reserve,  the  translation  of  the 
Seventy.  The  AIexandi*ine  Greeks,  anterior  to  the  Church  itself,  could 
intend  no  support  to  its  corruptions —  The  Scptuagint  will  have  profaned 
the  Altar  of  Truth  with  no  incense  for  the  nostrils  of  the  universal  Bishop 
to  snuff  up.  And  here  again  his  hopes  are  baffled !  Exactly  at  this  per- 
plexed passage  had  the  Greek  translator  given  his  undentanding  a  hoU- 
<lrtv,  and  made  his  pen  supply  its  place.    0  honored  Lather  I  as  easilr 
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made  the  Preacher  on  the  Monnt  take  out  a  license, 
and  St.  Paul's  Epistles  not  missible  without  a  stamp. 

0  that  jou  may  find  means  to  go  on  I  But  alas ! 
where  is  Sir  \3.  Beaumont? — Sotheby?  What  is 
become  of  the  rich  Auditors  in  Albemarle  Street? 
Your  letter  has  saddened  me. 

"  I  am  so  tired  with  my  journey,  being  up  all  night, 

1  have  neither  things  nor  words  in  my  power.  I  be- 
lieve I  expressed  my  admiration  of  the  pamphlet.  Its 
power  over  me  was  like  that  which  Miltoi>'s  pamphlets 
must  have  had  on  his  contemporaries,  who  were  tuned 
to  them.  What  a  piece  of  prose  I  Do  you  hear  if  it 
is  read  at  all  ?     I  am  out  of  the  world  of  readers.     I 

mightest  thou  convert  the  whole  City  of  RomOf  with  the  Pope  and  the 
ooDclave  of  Cardinals  inclusivelyf  as  strike  a  spark  of  light  from  the 
words,  and  nothing  but  words j  of  the  Alexandrine  version.  Disappointed, 
despondent,  enraged,  ceasing  to  ihinkf  yet  continuing  bis  brain  on  the 
stretch  in  solicitation  of  a  thought;  and  gradually  giving  himself  up  to 
angry  fancies,  to  recollections  of  past  persecutions,  to  uneasy  fears,  and 
inward  defiances,  and  floating  images  of  the  Evil  Being,  their  supposed 
personal  author;  he  sinks,  without  perceiving  it,  into  a  trance  of  slumber; 
during  which  bis  brain  retains  its  waking  energies,  excepting  that  what 
would  have  been  mere  thoughiJB  before,  now,  (the  action  and  counterweight 
of  his  senses  and  of  their  impressions  being  withdrawn)  shape  and  con- 
dense themselves  into  things^  into  realities  1  Repeatedly  half-wakening, 
and  his  eyelids  as  often  reclosing,  the  objects  which  really  surround  him 
form  the  place  and  scenery  of  his  dream.  All  at  once  he  sees  the  arch- 
fiend coming  forth  on  the  wall  of  the  room,  firom  the  very  spot,  perhaps 
on  which  his  eyes  had  been  fixed,  vacantly,  during  the  perplexed  mo- 
ments of  his  former  meditation:  the  inkstand  which  he  had  at  the  same 
time  been  using,  becomes  associated  with  it;  and  in  that  struggle  of  rage, 
which  in  these  distempered  dreams  almost  constantly  precedes  the  help- 
less terror  by  the  pain  of  which  we  are  finally  awakened,  he  imaginei  that 
he  hurls  it  at  the  intruder,  or  not  improbably  in  the  first  instant  of 
awakening,  while  yet  both  his  imagination  and  his  eyes  are  possessed  by 
the  dream,  he  actually  hurls  it.  Some  weeks  after,  perhaps,  during  which 
interval  he  had  often  mused  on  the  incident,  undetermined  whether  to 
deem  it  a  visitation  of  Satan  to  him  in  the  body  or  out  of  the  body,  he  dis- 
covers for  the  first  time  the  dark  spot  on  his  wall,  and  receives  it  as  a  sign 
%iid  pledge  vooehsafed  to  him  of  th«  event  having  actually  taken  plaoe/* 
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hate  all  that  do  read,  for  they  read  nothing  bnt  reviews 
and  new  books.  I  gather  myself  up  unto  the  old 
things. 

"I  have  put  up  shelves.  You  nev^  saw  a  book- 
case in  more  true  harmony  with  the  contents,  than 
what  I've  nailed  up  in  a  room,  which,  though  new,  has 
more  aptitudes  for  growing  old  than  you  shall  often 
see  —  as  one  sometimes  gets  a  friend  in  the  middle  of 
life,  who  becomes  an  old  friend  in  a  short  time.  My 
rooms  are  luxurious ;  one  is  for  prints  and  one  for 
books ;  a  summer  and  a  winter-parlor.  When  shall  I 
ever  see  you  in  them?  0.  L." 


MISS  LAMB  TO  MBS.  HAZLITT. 

''KoTember  7tb,  1809. 

"  My  dear  Sarah,  —  The  dear,  quiet,  lazy,  delicious 
month  we  spent  with  you  is  remembered  by  me  with  j 

such  regret  that  I  feel  quite  discontented  and  Winter-  ' 

slow-sick.  I  assure  you  I  never  passed  such  a  pleasant 
time  in  the  country  in  my  life,  both  in  the  house  and 
out  of  it  — the  card-playing  quarrels,  and  a  few  gasp- 
ings  for  breath,  after  your  swift  footsteps  up  the  high 
hills,  excepted ;  and  those  drawbacks  are  not  un- 
pleasant in  tlie  recollection.  We  have  got  some  salt 
butter,  to  make  our  toast  seem  like  yours,  and  we  have 
tried  to  eat  meat  suppers,  but  that  would  not  do,  for 
we  left  our  appetites  behind  us,  and  the  dry  loaf,  which 
offended  you,  now  comes  in  at  night  unaccompanied ; 
but,  sorry  am  I  to  add,  it  is  soon  followed  by  the  pipe« 
We  smoked  the  very  jSrst  night  of  our  arrival. 

"  Great  news  I    I  have  just  been  interrupted  by  Mr. 
Daw,  who  came  to  tell  me  he  was  yesterday  elected  a 
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Royal  A^demidan.  He  said  none  of  his  own  friends 
voted  for  liim,  he  got  it  by  strangers,  who  were  pleased 
with  his  picture  of  Mrs.  White. 

"  Charles  says  he  does  not  believe  Northcote  ever 
voted  for  the  admission  of  any  one.  Though  a  very 
cold  day,  Daw  was  in  a  prodigious  perspiration,  for  joy 
at  his  good  fortune. 

"  More  great  news  1  My  beautifrd  green  curtains 
were  put  up  yesterday,  and  all  the  doors  listed  with 
green  baize,  and  four  new  boards  put  to  the  coal-hole, 
and  fastening  hasps  put  to  the  windows,  and  my  dyed 
Manning-silk  cut  out. 

"  We  had  a  good  cheerful  meeting  on  Wednesday, 
much  talk  of  Winterslow,  its  woods  and  its  sunflowers. 

I  did  not  so  much  like  P at  Winterslow  as  I  npw 

like  him  for  having  been  with  us  at  Winterslow.  We 
roasted  the  last  of  his  *  Beech  of  oily  nut  prolific '  on 
Friday  at  the  Captain's.  Nurse  is  now  established  in 
Paradise,  alias  the  incurable  ward  of  Westminster  Hos- 
pital. I  have  seen  her  sitting  in  most  superb  state, 
surrounded  by  her  seven  incurable  companions.  They 
call  each  other  ladies ;  nurso  looks  as  if  she  would  be 
considered  as  the  first  lady  in  the  ward ;  only  one 
seemed  at  all  likely  to  rival  her  in  dignity. 

"  A  man  in  the  India  House  has  resigned,  by  which 
Charles  will  get  twenty  pounds  a  year,  and  White  has 
prevailed  on  him  to  write  some  more  lottery  pufis  ;  if 
that  ends  in  smoke  the  twenty  pounds  is  a  sure  card, 
and  has  made  us  very  joyful. 

"  I  continue  very  well,  and  return  you  very  sincere 
thanks  for  my  good  health  and  improved  looks,  which 

have  almost  made  Mrs.  die  with  envy.      She 

longs  to  come  to  Winterslow  as  much  as  the  spitefiil 


224  LETTER  TO  HAZLITT. 

elder  sister  did  to  go  to  the  well  for  a  gift  to  spit  diar 
monds. 

"  Jane  and  I  have  agreed  to  boil  a  round  of  beef  for 
your  suppers  when  you  come  to  town  again.  She 
(Jane)  broke  two  of  the  Hogarth  glasses,  while  we 
were  away,  whereat  I  made  a  great  noise.  Farewell. 
Love  to  William,  and  Charles's  love  and  good  wishes 
for  the  speedy  arrival  of  the  ^  Life  of  Holcroft,'  and  the 
bearer  thereof. 

^'  Yours,  most  affectionately,  M.  Labcb. 

"  Charles  told  Mrs. ^  Ha25litt  had  found  a  well 

in  his  garden,  which,  water  being  scarce  in  your  county, 
would  bring  him  in  two  hundred  a  year ;  and  she  came, 
in  great  haste,  the  next  morning,  to  ask  me  if  it  were 
true. 

"  Your  brother  and  sister  are  quite  well." 

The  country  excursions,  with  which  Lamb  some* 
times  occupied  his  weeks  of  vacation,  were  taken  with 
fear  and  trembling  —  often  foregone  —  and  finally 
given  up,  in  consequence  of  the  sad  effects  which  the 
excitements  of  travel  and  change  produced  in  his  be- 
loved companion.  The  following  refers  to  one  of  these 
disasters:  — 

TO  MB.  HAZLITT. 

<"  August  9th,  1810. 

"  Dear  H.,  —  Epistemon  is  not  well.  Our  pleasai 
excursion  has  ended  sadly  for  one  of  us.  You  wi 
guess  I  mean  my  sister.  She  got  home  very  well  ( 
was  very  ill  on  the  journey)  and  continued  so  till  Moi 
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day  night,  wheo  her  complaiat  came  on,  and  she  is  n< 
absent  &om  home. 

**  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  are  all  well.  I  think  I  et 
be  mad  if  I  take  any  more  journeys  with  two  expc 
encea  against  it.  I  Snd  all  well  here.  Kind  reme 
hrances  to  Sarah,  —  hare  just  got  her  letter- 

"  H.  Robinson  has  been  to  Blenheim,  be  says  } 
will  be  sorry  to  hear  that  we  should  not  have  asked 
the  Titian  Gallery  there.  One  of  his  friends  knew 
it,  and  asked  to  see  it.  It  is  never  shown  but  to  th< 
who  inquire  for  it. 

"  The  pictures  are  all  Titians,  Jupiter  and  Led 
Mars  and  Venuses,  &c.,  all  naked  pictures,  which  n 
be  a  reason  they  don't  sbow  it  to  females.  But  he  bi 
they  are  very  fine ;  and  perhaps  it  is  shown  separat 
to  put  another  fee  into  the  shower's  pocket.  Well 
shall  never  see  it. 

"  I  have  lost  all  wish  for  sights.  God  blees  yi 
T  shall  be  glad  to  see  you  in  London. 

"  Yours  truly,  C.  Lamb, 

"  Tkundas." 

Mr.  Wordsworth's  Essay  on  Epitaphs,  ailerwa 
appended  to  "  The  Excursion,"  produced  the  folio 
ing  letter :  ■— 


TO   MR.   WOBDSWORTH. 

"  Friday,  19th  Oot.  IBIO.     E.  I.  E 

"  Dear  W.,  —  Mary  has  been  very  ill,  which  j 
have  heard,  I  suppose,  from  the  Montagues.  She 
very  weak  and  low  spirited  now.  I  was  much  pleai 
with  your  continuation  of  the  Essay  on  Epitaphs. 
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18  the  only  sensible  thing  which  has  been  written  on 
that  subject,  and  it  goes  to  the  bottom.  In  particular 
I  was  pleased  with  your  translation  of  that  turgid  epi- 
taph into  the  plain  feeling  under  it.  It  is  perfectly  a 
test.  But  what  is  the  reason  we  have  no  good  epitaphs 
after  all  ? 

"  A  very  striking  instance  of  your  position  might  be 
found  in  the  churchyard  of  Ditton-upon-Thames,  if 
you  know  such  a  place.  Ditton-upon-Thames  has 
been  blessed  by  the  residence  of  a  poet,  who,  for  love 
or  money,  I  do  not  well  know  which,  has  dignified 
every  gravestone,  for  the  last  few  years,  with  bran- 
new  verses,  all  different,  and  all  ingenious,  with  the 
author's  name  at  the  bottom  of  each.  This  sweet 
Swan  of  Thames  has  artfully  diversified  his  strains  and 
his  rhymes,  that  the  same  thought  never  occurs  twice ; 
more  justly,  perhaps,  as  no  thought  ever  occurs  at  all, 
there  was  a  physical  impossibility  that  the  same  thought 
should  recur.  It  is  long  since  I  saw  and  read  these 
inscriptions,  but  I  remember  the  impression  was  of  a 
smug  usher  at  his  desk  in  the  intervals  of  instruction, 
levelling  his  pen.  Of  death,  as  it  consists  of  dust  and 
worms,  and  mourners  and  uncertainty,  he  had  never 
thought ;  but  the  word  *  death  *  he  had  oflen  seen  sep- 
arate and  conjunct  with  other  words,  till  he  had  learned 
to  speak  of  all  its  attributes  as  glibly  as  Unitarian  Bel- 
sham  will  discuss  you  the  attributes  of  the  word  *  God* 
in  a  pulpit ;  and  will  talk  of  infinity  with  a  tongue  that 
dangles  from  a  skidl  that  never  reached  in  thought  and 
thorough  imagination  two  inches,  or  ftirther  than  from 
his  hand  to  his  mouth,  or  from  the  vestry  to  the  sound- 
ng-board  of  the  pulpit. 

^^  But  the  epitaphs  were  trim,  and  sprag,  and  patent, 
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and  pleasjed  the  survivors  of  Thames  Ditton  above  the 
old  mumpsimus  of  *  Afflictions  Sore.'  ....  To  do 
justice  though,  it  must  be  owned  that  even  the  excel- 
lent feeUng  which  dictated  this  dirge  when  new,  must 
have  suffered  something  in  passing  through  so  many 
thousand  applications,  many  of  them  no  doubt  quite 
misplaced,  as  I  have  seen  in  Islington  churchyard  (I 
think)  an  Epitaph  to  an  infant,  who  died  ^j^tatis 
four  months,'  with  this  seasonable  inscription  appended, 
*  Honor  thy  father  and  thy  mother;  that  tfiy  days 
may  be  long  in  the  land,'  &c.  Sincerely  wishing  your 
children  long  life  to  honor,  &c. 

"  I  remain,  0.  Lamb.'* 


CHAPTER  VL 

[1815  to  1818.] 

I.KTTBBS  TO   WORDSWORTH,  ETC.,  CHIEFLY  RESPECTINa 

WORDSWORTH'S  POEMS. 

The  admirers  of  Wordsworth  —  few,  but  energetic 
and  hopeful  —  were  delighted,  and  his  opponents  ex- 
cited to  the  expression  of  their  utmost  spleen,  by  the 
appearance,  in  1814,  of  "  The  Excursion,"  (in  the 
quarto  form  marked  by  the  bitter  flippancy  of  Lord 
Byron)  ;  and  by  the  publication,  in  1815,  of  two 
volumes  of  Poems,  some  of  wliich  only  were  new. 
The  following  letters  ai'e  chiefly  expressive  of  Lamb's 
feelings  respecting  these  remarkable  works,  and  the 
treatment  which  his  own  Review  of  the  former  re« 
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ceiyed  from  Mr.  Gifibrd,  then  the  Editor  of  thb 
"  Quarterly  Review,"  for  which  it  was  written.  The 
following  letter  is  in  acknowledgment  of  an  eariy 
copy  of  "  The  Excursion." 


TO  MB.  WORDSWORTH. 

"Dear  Wordsworth, — I  cannot  tell  you  how  pleased 

I  was  at  the  receipt  of  the  great  armful  of  poetry  which 

you  haye  sent  me ;  and  to  get  it  before  the  rest  of  the 

world  too  I  I  have  gone  quite  through  with  it,  and  was 

thinking  to  have  accomplished  that  pleasure  a  second 

time  before  I  wrote  to  thank  you,  but  M.  B.  came  in 

the  night  (while  we  were  out)  and  made  holy  th^ 

of  it,  but  we  expect  restitution  in  a  day  or  two.     It 

is  the  noblest  conversational  poem  I  ever  read — a  day 

in  Heaven.     The  part  (or  rather  main  body)  which 

has   left   the  sweetest   odor  on   my  memory  (a  bad 

term  for  the  remains  of  an  impression  so  recent)  is  the 

Tales  of  the  Churchyard ;  —  the  only  girl  among  seven 

brethren,  born  out  of  due  time,  and  not  duly  taken 

away  again  ;  —  the  deaf  man  and  the  blind  man ;  — 

the  Jacobite  and  the  Hanoverian,  whom  antipathies 

reconcile ;  —  the  Scarron-entry  of  the  rusticating  par« 

son  upon  his  solitude  ;  —  these  were  all  new  to  me  too. 

My  having  known  the  story  of  Margaret  (at  the  be* 

ginning),  a  very  old  acquaintance,  even  as  long  back 

as  when  I  saw  you  first  at  Stowey,  did  not  make  her 

reappearance  less  fresh.     I  don't  know  what  to  pi 

out  of  this  best  of  books  upon  the  best  subjects  i 

partial  naming.     That  gorgeous  sunset  is  famous  » * 

*  Thb  passtfte  to  which  the  allnsion  Applies  does  not  piotvfe  •  *^\t 
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think  it  must  have  been  the  identical  one  we  saw  on 

Salisburjr  Plain  five  years  ago,  that  drew  P from 

the  card-table,  where  he  had  sat  from  rise  of  that 
luminary  to  its  unequalled  setting ;  but  neither  he 
nor  I  had  gifted  eyes  to  see  those  symbols  of  common 
things  glorif'ed,  such  as  the  prophets  saw  them  in 
that  sunset — -the  wheel,  the  potter's  clay,  the  wash- 
pot,  the  wine-press,  the  almond-tree  rod,  the  baskets 
of  figs,  the  foiirfold  visaged  head,  the  throne,  and 
Him  that  sat  thereon.* 

"  One  feeling  I  was  particularly  struck  with,  as 
what  I  recognized  so  very  lately  at  Harrow  Church 
on  entering  in  it  after  a  hot  and  secular  day's  pleasure, 
the  instantaneous  coolness  and  calming,  almost  trans- 
forming properties  of  a  country  church  just  entered  ; 
a  certain  fragrance  which  it  has,  either  from  its  holi- 
ness, or  being  kept  shut  all  the  week,  or  the  air  that 
is  let  in  being  pure  country,  exactly  what  you  have 
reduced  into  words  —  but  I  am  feeling  that  which  I 
cannot  express.  The  reading  your  lines  about  it  fixed 
me  for  a  time,  a  monument  in  Harrow  Church ;  do 
you  know  it  ?  with  its  fine  long  spire,  white  as  washed 
marble,  to  be  seen,  by  vantage  of  its  high  site,  as  &r  as 
Salis1)ury  spire  itself  almost. 

"  I  shall  select  a  day  or  two,  very  shortly,  when  I 
am  coolest  in  brain,  to  have  a  steady  second  reading, 

but  the  effect  of  sunlight  ou  a  receding  mist  among  the  mountains,  in  the 
•econd  book  of  ^  The  Excursion." 

*  **  Fix*d  resemblances  were  seen 

To  implements  of  ordinary  use, 
But  yast  in  size,  in  substance  glorified ; 
Such  as  hj  Hebrew  Prophets  were  beheld 
In  yision  —  forms  uncouth  of  mightiest  powers, 
For  admiration  and  mys^^rious  awe." 


•J 


'Si 
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which  I  feel  will  lead  to  many  more,  for  it  ^ill  be  a 
stock  book  'virith  me  while  eyes  or  spectacle  <*  shall  be 
lent  me.  There  is  a  great  deal  of  noble  number  aboat 
moimtain  scenery,  yet  not  so  much  as  to  overpower 
and  discountenance  a  poor  Londoner  or  k>ath-coim- 
tryman  entirely,  though  Mary  seems  to^tave  felt  it 
occasionally  a  little  too  powerfully,  for  i  was  her  re- 
mark during  reading  it,  that  by  your,  system  it  was 
doubtful  whethei  a  liver  in  towns  haA  a  sonl  to  be 
saved.  She  almost  trembled  for  that  invisible  part  of 
us  in  her. 

^^  Save  for  a  late  excursion  to  Harrow,  and  a  day  or 
two  on  the  banks  of  the  Thames  this  summer,  rural 
images  were  fiust  fading  from  my  mind,  and  by  the 
¥rise  provision  of  the  Regent,  all  that  was  country-fy'd 
in  the  Parks  is  all  but  obliterated.  The  very  color  of 
green  is  vanished ;  the  whole  surface  of  Hyde  Park  is 
dry  crumbling  sand  (^Arabia  Arenosa)^  not  a  vestige  or 
hint  of  grass  ever  having  grown  there ;  booths  and 
drinking-places  go  all  round  it  for  a  mile  and  a  half, 
I  am  confident  —  I  might  say  two  miles  in  circuit  — 
the  stench  of  liquors,  bad  tobacco,  dirty  people  and 
provisions,  conquers  the  air,  and  we  are  stifled  and 
suffocated  in  Hyde  Park." 

Lamb  was  delighted  with  the  proposition,  made 
through  Southey,  that  he  should  review  "  The  Ex- 
cursion" in  the  "  Quarterly" — though  he  had  never 
before  attempted  contemporaneous  criticism,  and  cher- 
ished a  dislike  to  it,  which  the  event  did  not  diminish. 
The  ensuing  letter  was  addressed  while  meditating  on 
his  office,  and  uneasy  lest  he  should  lose  it  for  want  €«f 
leisure. 
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TO  MR,  WORDSWORTH. 


**  My  deir  W., — I  have  scarce  time  or  quiet  to  ex- 
plain mj  present  situation,  how  unquiet  and  distracted 
it  is,  owing  to  the  absence  of  some  of  my  compeers, 
and  to  the  deficient  state  of  payments  at  E.  I.  H., 
owing  to  bad  peace  speculations  in  the  calico  market. 
(I  write  this  to.  W.  W.,  Esq.,  Collector  of  Stamp 
Duties  for  the  conjoint  Northern  Counties,  not  to  W. 
W.,  Poet.)  I  go  back,  and  have  for  these  many  days 
past,  to  evening  work,  generally  at  the  rate  of  nine 
hours  a  day.  The  nature  of  my  work,  too,  puzzling 
and  hurrying,  has  so  shaken  my  spirits,  that  my  sleep 
is  nothing  but  a  succession  of  dreams  of  business  I  can- 
not do,  of  assistants  that  give  me  no  assistance,  of  ter- 
rible responsibihties.  I  reclaimed  your  book,  which 
Hazlitt  has  uncivilly  kept,  only  two  days  ago,  and  have 
made  shift  to  read  it  again  with  shattered  brain.  It 
does  not  lose  —  rather  some  parts  have  come  out  with 
a  prominence  I  did  not  perceive  before  —  but  such  was 
my  aching  head  yesterday  (Sunday),  that  the  book 
was  like  a  mountain  landscape  to  one  that  should  walk 
on  the  edge  of  a  precipice ;  I  perceived  beauty  dizzily. 
Now  what  I  would  say  is,  that  I  see  no  prospect  of  a 
quiet  half-day,  or  hour  even,  till  this  week  and  the 
next  are  past.  I  then  hope  to  get  four  weeks'  absence, 
and  if  then  is  time  enough  to  begin,  I  will  most  gladly 
do  what  is  required,  though  I  feel  my  inability,  for  my 
brain  is  always  desultory,  and  snatches  off  hints  from 
bings,  but  can  seldom  follow  a  '  work  '  methodically. 
But  that  shall  be  no  excuse.    What  I  beg  you  to  do  is. 


it 
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to  let  me  know  from   Southey,  if  that  wily  be  time 
enough  for   the  *  Quarterly,'  i.  «.,  suppose  i*  done   in 
three  weeks  from  this  date  (19th  Sept,)  :  i/  not,  it  is 
my  bounden  duty  to  express  my  regret,  anc?  decline  it. 
Mary  thanks  yon,  and  feels  highly  grateiil  for  your 
^  Patent  of  NobiUty,'  and  acknowledges  ^  author  of 
^  The  Excursion '  as  the  legitimate  Fountain  of  Honor. 
We  both  agree  that,  to  our  feeling,  Ellen  is  best  as  she 
is.    To  us  there  would  have  been  som^ing  repugnant 
in  her  challenging  her  Penance  as  a  iDowry ;  the  &ct 
is  explicable,  but  how  few  are  those  to  whom  it  would 
have  been  rendered  explicit.    The  unlucky  reason  of 
the   detention   of  ^  The  Excursion '  was   Hazlitt,  for 
whom  M.  Bumey  borrowed  it,  and,  after  reiterated 
messages,  I  only  got  it  on  Friday.     His  remarks  had 
some  vigor  in  them ;  *  particularly  something  about  an 
old  ruin  being  too  modem  for  your  Primeval  Naturef 
and  about  a  lichen.    I  forget  the  passage,  but  the  whole 
wore  an  air  of  despatch.     That  objection  which  M. 
Bumey  had  imbibed  from  him  about  Voltaire,  I  ex- 
plained to  M.  B.  (or  tried)  exactly  on  your  principle 
of  its  being  a  characteristic  speech,  f     That  it  was  no 
settled  comparative  estimate  of  Voltaire  with  any  of 
his  own  tribe  of  buffoons  —  no  injustice  even  i£  you 
spoke  it,  for  I  dared  say  you  never  could  relish  ^  Can- 

*  This  refers  to  an  article  of  Hazlitt  on  **  The  Excursion/*  in  the  **  Ez« 
aminer,*'  very  fine  in  passages,  but  more  characteristic  of  the  critic  than 
Icscriptiye  of  the  poem. 

t  The  passage  in  which  the  copy  of  '*  Candide,"  foand  tn  the  apartment 
of  the  Recluse,  is  described  as  ^  the  dull  production  of  a  scoffer's  brain,*' 
which  had  excited  Hazlitt  to  energetic  vindication  of  Voltaire  flrom  tb 
charge  of  dulness.  Whether  the  work,  written  in  mockery  of  hama 
hopes,  be  dull,  I  will  not  venture  to  determine;  but  I  do  not  hesitate,  i 
any  risk,  to  avow  a  conviction  that  no  book  in  the  world  is  more  adaptc 
to  make  a  «cod  man  wretched. 
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dide.  I  know  I  tried  to  get  through  it  about  a  twelve- 
month since,  and  couldn't  for  the  dulness.  Now  I 
think  I  have  a  wider  range  in  buffoonery  than  you. 
Too  much  toleration  perhaps. 

^^  I  finish  this  after  a  raw  ill-baked  dinner  fast  gob- 
bled up  to  set  me  off  to  office  again,  after  working 
there  till  near  four.  O  how  I  wish  I  were  a  rich  man, 
even  though  I  were  squeezed  camel-&shion  at  getting 
through  that  needle's  eye  that  is  spoken  of  in  the  Writ' 
ten  Word.  Apropos ;  is  the  Poet  of  *  The  Excursion  ' 
a  Christian?  or  is  it  the  Pedlar  and  the  Priest  that 
are? 

^*'  I  find  I  miscalled  that  celestial  splendor  of  the  mist 
going  off,  a  aunset.  That  only  shows  my  inaccuracy 
of  head. 

"  Do,  pray,  indulge  me  by  writing  an  answer  to  the 
point  of  time  mentioned  above,  or  let  Souths/.  I  am 
ashamed  to  go  bargaining  in  this  way,  but  indeed  I 
have  no  time  I  can  reckon  on  till  the  first  week  in  Oc* 
tober.  God  send  I  may  not  be  disappointed  in  that  I 
Coleridge  swore  in  a  letter  to  me  he  would  review 
*  The  Excursion  '  in  the  *  Quarterly.'  Therdbre, 
though  that  shall  not  stop  me,  yet  if  I  can  do  anything, 
when  done,  I  must  know  of  him  if  he  has  anything 
ready,  or  I  shall  fill  the  world  with  loud  exclaims* 

"  I  keep  writing  on,  knowmg  the  postage  is  no  more 
for  much  writing,  else  so  fagged  and  dispirited  I  am 
with  cursed  India  House  work,  I  scarce  know  what 
I  do.  My  left  arm  reposes  on  ^  The  Excursion.*  I 
feel  what  it  would  be  in  quiet.  It  is  now  a  sealed 
book." 

The  next  letter  was  written  after  the  &ta]  critique 
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was  despatched  to  the  Editor,  and  before  its  appear- 
ance. 

TO  MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

«*  1814. 

**  Dear  W.,  —  Tour  experience  about  tailors  seems 
to  be  in  point  blank  opposition  to  Burton,  as  much  as 
the  author  of  *  The  Excursion '  does  toto  cceh^  differ  in 
his  notion  of  a  country  life,  from  a  picture  which  W, 
H.  has  exhibited  of  the  same.  But,  with  a  little  ex* 
planation,  jou  and  B.  may  be  reconciled.  It  is  evident 
that  he  confined  his  observations  to  the  genuine  native 
London  Tailor.  What  freaks  tailor-nature  may  take  in 
the  country  is*  not  for  him  to  give  account  of.  And 
certainly  some  of  the  freaks  recorded  do  give  an  idea 
of  the  persons  in  question  being  beside  themselves, 
rather  than  in  harmony  with  the  common,  moderate, 
self-enjoyment  of  the  rest  of  mankind.  A  flying-tailor, 
I  venture  to  say,  is  no  more  in  rerum  naturd  than  a 
flying-horse  or  a  Gryphon.  His  wheeling  his  airy- 
flight  irom  the  precipice  you  mention,  had  a  parallel  in 
the  melancholy  Jew  who  toppled  from  the  monument. 
Were  his  limbs  ever  found  ?  Then,  the  man  who  cures 
diseases  by  words,  is  evidently  an  inspired  tailor.  Bui> 
ton  never  aiSrmed  that  the  art  of  sewing  disqualified 
the  practiser  of  it  from  being  a  fit  organ  for  super- 
natural revelation.  He  never  enters  into  such  subjects. 
'Tis  the  common,  uninspired  tailor  which  he  speaks  of. 
Again,  the  person  who  makes  his  smiles  to  be  heard^  is 
evidently  a  man  under  possession ;  a  demoniac  tailor. 
A  greater  hell  than  his  own  must  have  a  hand  in  this. 
I  am  not  certain  that  the  cause  which  you  advocate  has 
much  reason  for  triumph.     Tou  seem  to  me  to  substi- 
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lute  light-headedness  for  light-heartedness  by  a  tricky 
or  not  to  know  the  difference.  I  confess,  a  grinning 
tailor  would  shock  me.     Enough  of  tailors  I 

"  The  *  'scapes '  of  the  Great  God  Pan,  who  ap* 
peared  among  your  mountains  some  dozen  years  since,, 
and  his  narrow  chance  of  being  submerged  by  the 
swains,  afforded  me  much  pleasure.  I  can  conceive 
the  water-nymphs  pulling  for  him.  He  would  have 
been  another  Hylas  —  W.  Hylas.  In  a  mad  letter 
which  Capel  Lofft  wrote  to  M.  M.*  Phillips  (now  Sir 
Richard)  I  remember  his  noticing  a  metaphysical  arti- 
cle of  Pan,  signed  H.,  and  adding,  '  I  take  your  corre- 
spondent to  be  the  same  with  Hylas.'  Hylas  had  put 
forth  a  pastoral  just  before.  How  near  the  unfounded 
conjectiure  of  the  certainly  inspired  Lofft  (unfounded 
as  we  thought  it)  was  to  being  realized  1  I  can  con- 
ceive him  being  *  good  to  all  that  wander  in  that  peril- 
ous flood.'  One  J.  Scott  f  (I  know  no  more)  is  editor 
of  *  The  Champion.'     Where  is  Coleridge  ? 

"  That  Review  you  speak  of,  I  am  only  sorry  it  did 
not  appear  last  month.  The  circumstances  of  haste 
.  and  peculiar  bad  spirits  under  which  it  was  written, 
would  have  excused  its  slightness  and  inadequacy,  the 
tall  load  of  which  I  shall  suffer  from  its  lyings  by  so 
long,  as  it  will  seem  to  have  done,  from  its  postpone- 
ment. I  write  with  great  difficulty,  and  can  scarce 
command  my  own  resolution  to  sit  at  writing  an  hour 
together.  I  am  a  poor  creature,  but  I  am  leaving  off 
gin.  I  hope  you  will  see  good-will  in  the  thing.  I  had 
a  difficulty  to  perform  not  to  make  it  all  panegyric  ;  I 

*"  Monthly  Magazine." 

t  Ailerv^ards  the  distingaished  and  nnfortriiiate  editor  of  the  "  Londov 
Magazine.*' 
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have  attempted  to  personate  a  mere  stranger  to  you ; 
perhaps  with  too  much  strangeness.     But  joa  must 
bear  that  in  mind  when  jou  read  it,  and  not  think  that 
I  am,  in  mind,  distant  from  you  or  your  poem,  but  that 
•both  are  close  to  me,  among  the  nearest  of  persons 
and  things.     I  do  but  act  the  stranger  in  the  Review. 
Then,  I  was  puzzled  about  extracts  and  determined 
upon  not  giving  one  that  had  been  in  the  '  Examiner ; ' 
for  extracts  repeated  give  an  idea  that  there  is  a  meagre 
allowance  of  good  things.     By  this  way,  I  deprived 
myself  of  *  Sir  Alfred  Irthing,*  and  the  reflections  that 
conclude  his  story,  which  are  the  flower  of  the  poem. 
Hazlitt  had  given  the  reflections  before  me.     Then  it  is 
the  first  review  I  ever  did,  and  I  did  not  know  how 
long  I  might  make  it.     But  it  must  speak  for  itself,  if  . 
GiiTord  and  his  crew  do  not  put  words  in  its  mouth, 
which  I  expect.     Farewell.    Love  to  all.    Mary  keeps 
very  bad. 

**  C.  Lamb," 

The  apprehension  expressed  at  the  close  of  the 
last  letter  was  dismally  verified.  The  following  con- 
tains Lamb's  first  burst  of  an  indignation  which  lasted 
amidst  all  his  gentleness  and  tolerance  unquenched 
through  life:  — 


TO  MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

"  1814. 

**  Dear  Wordsworth,  —  I  told  you  my  Review  was 

a  very  imperfect  one.     But  what  you  will  see  in  tlie 

Quarterly '  is  a  spurious  one,  which  Mr.  Baviad  Gif- 

ford  has  palmed  upon  it  for  mine.    I  never  felt  more 
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rexed  in  my  life  than  when  I  read  it.  I  cannot  erive 
you  an  idea  of  what  he  has  done  to  it,  out  of  spi 
me,  because  he  once  sufFered  me  to  be  callud  a  lui 
in  liis  Review."  The  language  lie  has  altered  thro 
onU  Whatever  inadequateness  it  had  to  its  subjei 
was,  in  point  of  composition,  the  prettiest  piece  of  [ 
I  ever  writ ;  and  so  my  sister  (to  whom  alone  I 
the  MS,)  said.  That  charm,  if  it  had  any,  is  all  g 
more  than  a  third  of  the  substance  b  cut  away, 
that  not  all  from  one  place,  but  ^oMtm,  so  as  to  n 
utter  nonsense.  Every  warm  expression  is  chai 
for  a  nasty  cold  one. 

*'  I  have  not  the  cursed  alteration  by  me ;  I  : 
never  look  at  it  again ;  but  for  a  specimen,  I  ren 
ber  I  had  said  the  poet  of  '  The  Excursion '  '  v, 
through  common  forests  as  tlirough  some  Dodon 
enchanted  wood,  and  every  casual  bird  that  flits  i 
the  boughs,  like  tliat  miraculous  one  in  Tasao,  bi 
language  more  piercing  than  any  articulate  sounds 
Teab  to  him  far  higher  love-lays.'  It  is  now  (be 
faalf-a-dozen  alterations  in  tlie  same  half-dozen  li 
*  but  in  language  more  intelligent  reveals  to  him  ; 
that  is  one  I  remember. 

"  Bat  that  wonld  have  been  little,  putting  his  i 
maker  phraseology  (for  he  was  a  shoemaker)  int 
of  mine,  which  has  been  tinctured  with  better  aul 
than  his  ignorance  can  comprehend ;  —  for  I  rei 
myself  a  dab  at  prose ;  —  verse  I  leave  to  my  betl 
God  help  them,  if  they  are  to  be  so  reviewed  by  fi 
and  foe  as  you  have  been  this  quarter  1     I  have 

*Iiii1ladingt(iLamb'*noteoD  the  great  scene  or"The  Rroken  H 
when  Cataotha  dnoeei  on,  alter  heerlng  at  every  ppiua  of  some  u 
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•  It  won't  do.'  *  But  worse  than  altering  words ;  he 
has  kept  a  few  members  only  of  the  part  I  had  done 
best,  which  was  to  explain  all  I  could  of  your  *  Scheme 
of  Harmonies,'  as  I  had  ventured  to  call  it,  between 
the  external  universe  and  what  within  us  answers  to 
it.  To  do  this  I  had  accumulated  a  good  many  short 
passages,  rising  in  length  to  the  end,  weaving  in  the 
extracts  as  if  they  came  in  as  a  part  of  the  text  nat- 
urally, not  obtruding  them  as  specimens.  Of  this  part 
a  little  is  left,  but  so  as,  without  conjuration,  no  man 
could  tell  what  I  was  driving  at.  A  proof  of  it  you 
may  see  (though  not  judge  of  the  whole  of  the  injus- 
tice) by  these  words.  I  had  spoken  something  about 
^  natural  methodism  ; '  and  after  follows,  ^  and  iherefort 
the  tale  of  Margaret  should  have  been  postponed '  (I 
forget  my  words,  or  his  words) ;  now  the  reasons  for 
postponing  it  are  as  deducible  from  what  goes  before, 
as  they  are  from  the  104th  Psalm.  The  passage 
whence  I  deduced  it,  has  vanished,  but  clapping  a 
colon  before  a  therefore  is  always  reason  enough  for 
Mr.  Baviad  Gifford  to  allow  to  a  reviewer  that  is  not 
himself.  I  assure  you  my  complaints  are  founded.  I 
know  how  sore  a  word  altered  makes  one ;  but,  indeed, 
of  this  review  the  whole  complexion  is  gone.  I  regret 
only  that  I  did  not  keep  a  copy.  I  am  siu^  you  would 
have  been  pleased  with  it,  because  I  have  been  feeding 
my  fancy  for  some  months  with  the  notion  of  pleasing 
you.  Its  imperfection  or  inadequateness  in  size  and 
method  I  knew ;  but  for  the  writing-part  of  it  I  was 
fully  satisfied;    I   hoped  it  would  make  more  than 

*  Though  the  article  on  "The  Excursion/'  in  the  **  Edinburgh  Rariew,** 
commenced  "  This  wili  never  do! "  it  contained  ample  illustrations  of  the 
amthor*B  gacius,  and  helped  the  world  to  disprove  its  oracular  beginnipg. 
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atonement.  Ten  or  twelve  distinct  passages  come  to 
my  mind,  which  are  gone,  and  what  is  left  is,  of  course, 
the  worse  for  their  having  been  there;  the  eyes  are 
pnlled  out,  and  the  bleeding  sockets  are  left. 

"  I  read  it  at  Arch's  shop  with  my  face  burning  with 
vexation  secretly,  with  jxist  such  a  feeling  as  if  it  had 
been  a  review  written  against  myself,  making  false  quo* 
tations  ftom  me.  But  I  am  ashamed  to  say  so  much 
about  a  short  piece.  How  are  you  served  I  and  the 
labors  of  years  turned  into  contempt  by  scoundrels  I 

^^  But  I  could  not  but  protest  against  your  taking 
that  thing  as  mine.  Every  pretty  expression  (I  know 
there  were  many)  ;  every  warm  expression  (there  was 
nothing  else)  is  vulgarized  and  fi-ozen.  —  But  if  they 
catch  me  in  their  camps  again,  let  them  spitchcock  me  I 
They  had  a  right  to  do  it,  as  no  name  appears  to  it, 
and  Mr.  Shoemaker  Gifford,  I  suppose,  never  waived  a 
right  he  had  since  he  commenced  author.  Heaven 
confound  him  and  all  caitiffs  I  C.  L." 

The  following  letter  to  Mrs.  Wordsworth's  sister, 
who  resided  with  the  poet  at  Rydal,  relates  to  matters 
of  yet  nearer  interest. 


TO  Miss  HUTCHINSON. 

"  Thursday,  19th  Oct.,  1816. 

"  Dear  Miss  H.,  —  I  am  forced  to  be  the  replier  to 
your  letter,  for  Mary  has  been  ill,  and  gone  from  home 
these  five  weeks  yesterday.  She  has  left  me  very 
lonely,  and  very  miserable.  I  stroll  about,  but  there 
is  no  rest  but  at  one's  own  fireside,  and  there  is  no  rest 
for  me  there  now,     I  look  forward  to  the  worse  half 


•1.1 


240  LETTER  TO  MISS  HUTCHIKSON. 

being  past,  and  keep  up  as  well  as  I  can.  She  has 
begun  to  show  some  fiivorable  symptoms.  The  return 
of  her  disorder  has  been  frightfully  soon  this  time,  with 
scarce  a  six  months'  interval.  I  am  almost  a&aid  my 
worry  of  spirits  about  the  £.  I.  House  was  partly  the 
cause  of  her  illness,  but  one  always  imputes  it  to 
the  cause  next  at  hand ;  more  probably  it  comes  from 
some  cause  we  have  no  control  over  or  conjecture  of. 
It  cuts  sad  great  slices  out  of  the  time,  the  little  time, 
we  shall  have  to  live  together.  I  don't  know  but  the  re- 
currence of  these  illnesses  might  help  me  to  sustain  her 
death  better  than  if  we  had  had  no  partial  separations. 
But  I  won't  talk  of  death.  I  will  imagine  us  immortal, 
or  forget  that  we  are  otherwise.  By  Grod's  blessing,  in 
a  few  weeks  we  may  be  making  our  meal  together,  or 
sitting  in  the  front  row  of  the  Pit  at  Drury  Lane,  or 
taking  our  evening  walk  past  the  theatres,  to  look  at 
the  outside  of  them,  at  least,  if  not  to  be  tempted  in. 
Then  we  forget  we  are  assailable ;  we  are  strong  for  the 
time  as  rocks.;  —  *the  wind  is  tempered  to  the  shorn 
Lambs.'  Poor  C.  Lloyd,  and  poor  Priscilla !  I  feel  I 
hardly  feel  enough  for  him ;  my  own  calamities  press 
about  me,  and  involve  me  in  a  thick  integument  not  to 
be  reached  at  by  other  folks'  misfortunes.  But  I  feel 
all  I  can  —  all  the  kindness  I  can,  towaixls  you  all  — 
God  bless  you  I     I  hear  nothing  from  Coleridge. 

"  Tours  truly,  C.  Lamb." 

The  following  three  letters  best  speak  for  them- 
selves :  — 


I 
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TO  MB.  WOBDSWOBTH. 

*^  The  conclusion  of  this  epistle  getting  gloomy,  I 
have  chosen  this  part  to  desire  awr  kindest  loves  to  Mrs. 
Wordsworth  and  to  Dorothea.  Will  none  of  you  ever 
be  in  London  again  ? 

"  1816. 

**  Dear  Wordsworth,  —  Ton  have  made  me  very 
proud  with  your  successive  book  presents.  I  have 
been  carefully  through  the  two  volumes,  to  see  that 
nothing  was  omitted  which  use^  to  be  there.  I  think 
I  miss  nothing  but  a  character  in  antithetic  manner, 
which  I  do  not  know  why  you  left  out,  —  the  moral  to 
the  boys  building  the  giant,  the  omission  whereof  leaves 
it,  in  my  mind,  less  complete,  —  and  one  admirable  line 
gone  (or  something  come  instead  of  it),  ^  the  stone-chat, 
and  the  glancing  sand-piper,'  which  was  a  line  quite 
alive.  I  demand  these  at  your  hand.  I  am  glad  that 
you  have  not  sacrificed  a  verse  to  those  scoundrels.  I 
would  not  have  had  you  offer  up  the  poorest  rag  that 
lingered  upon  the  stript  shoulders  of  little  Alice  Fell, 
to  have  atoned  all  their  malice ;  I  would  not  have 
giveh  'em  a  red  cloak  to  save  their  souls.  I  am  afraid 
lest  that  substitution  of  a  shell  (a  flat  falsification  of 
the  history)  for  the  household  implement,  as  it  stood 
at  first,  was  a  kind  of  tub  thrown  out  to  the  beast, 
or  rather  thrown  out  for  him.  The  tub  was  a  good 
honest  tub  in  its  place,  and  nothing  could  fairly  be  said 
against  it.  Tou  say  you  made  the  alteration  for  the 
*  friendly  reader,'  but  the  'malicious'  will  take  it  to 
himself.  If  you  give  'em  an  inch,  &c.  The  preface 
is  noble,  and  such  as  you  should  writfe.  I  wish  I  could 
set  my  name  to  it,  Invprimatur^  —  but  you  have  set  it 

VOL.  II.  16 
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there  yourself,  and  I  thank  you.  I  had  rather  be  a 
door-keeper  in  your  margin,  than  have  their  proudest 
text  swelling  with  my  eulogies.  The  poems  in  the 
volumes,  which  are  new  to  me,  are  so  much  in  the  old 
tone,  that  I  hardly  received  them  as  novelties.  Of 
those,   of  which   I   had   no  previous   knowledge,  the 

*  Four  Yew  Trees,'  *  and  the  mysterious  company 
which  you  have  assembled  there,  most  struck  me  — 

*  Death  the  Skeleton  and  Time  the  Shadow.'  It  is  a 
sight  not  for  every  youthful  poet  to  dream  of;  it  is 
one  of  the  last  i*esults  l^e  must  have  gone  thinking  on 
for  years  for.  '  Laodamia '  is  a  very  original  poem ; 
I  mean  original  with  reference  to  your  own  manner. 
Tou  have  nothing  like  it.  I  should  have  seen  it  in  a 
strange  place,  and  greatly  admired  it,  but  not  suspected 
its  derivation. 

"  Let  me  in  this  place,  for  I  have  writ  you  several 
letters  naming  it,  mention  that  my  brother,  who  is  a 
picture-collector,  has  picked  up  an  undoubtable  picture 
of  Milton.  He  gave  a  few  shillings  for  it,  and  could 
get  no  history  with  it,  but  that  some  old  lady  had  had 
it  for  a  great  many  years.  Its  age  is  ascertainable 
from  the  state  of  the  canvas,  and  you  need  only  see  it 
to  be  sure  that  it  is  the  original  of  the  heads  in  the 
Tonson  editions,  with  which  we  are  all  so  well  familiar. 
Since  I  saw  you  I  have  had  a  treat  in  the  reading  way, 
which  comes  not  every  day,t  the  Latin  poems  of  V. 


♦  The  poem  on  the  four  great  yew-trees  of  Borrowdale,  which  the  poet 
has,  by  the  most  potent  magic  of  the  imagination^  converted  into  a  temple 
for  the  ghastly  forms  of  Death  and  Time  **  to  meet  at  noon-tide,"  —  a 
passage  surely  not  surpassed  in  any  English  poetry  written  since  the  doyt 
of  Milton.  • 

t  The  following  little  passage  about  Vincent  Bourne  has  been  previously 
frlnted. 
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Boome,  which  were  qnite  new  to  me.  What  a  he 
tliat  man  had,  all  laid  oat  upon  town  scenes,  a  pro] 
counterpoise  to  some  people's  rural  extravaganzas.  W 
I  mention  him  is,  that  your  '  Power  of  Music ' 
minded  me  of  hia  poem  of  '  The  Ballad-singer  in  1 
Seven  Dials.'  Do  you  remember  his  epigram  on  1 
old  woman  who  taught  Newton  the  ABC,  whii 
after  all,  he  saya,  he  hesitates  not  to  call  Newto 
*  Principia  7  '  I  was  lately  fatiguing  myself  with  goi 
through  a  volume  of  fine  words  by  Lord  Thurlow ;  i 
cMlent  words ;  and  if  the  heart  could  live  by  woi 
alone,  it  could  desire  no  better  regales;  but  what 
aching  vacuum  of  matter  t  I  don't  stick  at  the  mi 
ne^  of  it,  for  that  is  only  a  consequence  of  shutting 
eyes  and  thinking  he  is  in  the  age  of  the  old  Elizab 
poets.  From  thence  I  turned  to  Bourne.  Whai 
sweet,  unpretending,  pretty-mannered,  matter-ful  cr 
tore  1  sucking  from  every  flower,  making  a  flower 
everything,  his  diction  all  Latin,  and  his  thoughts 
English.  Bless  him  I  Latin  wasn't  good  enough 
him.  Why  wasn't  he  content  with  the  language  wh 
Gay  and  Prior  wrote  in  ? 

"  I  am  almost  sorry  that  you  printed  extracts  & 
those  first  poems,"  or  that  you  did  not  print  them 
length.  They  do  not  read  to  me  as  they  do  altogetl 
Besides,  they  have  diminished  the  value  of  the  ori^ 
(which  I  possess)  as  a  curiosity.  I  have  hitherto  k 
them  distinct  in  my  mind  as  referring  to  a  partici 
period  of  your  life.  All  the  rest  of  your  poems 
so  much  of  a  piece,  they  might  have  been  written 

•  ThB  "Evening  Wnlk,"  and  "  Descriptise  Sketcliea  among  tlie  Al 
—  Wordiwortb'a  wrlieit  poenu  —  now  happily  reatorad  io  th<ir  enti 
'0  their  prctet  plaoea  Id  the  poet'*  collected  work*.   . 
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the  same  week ;  these  decidedly  speak  of  an  earlier 
period.  They  tell*more  of  what  you  had  been  reading. 
We  were  glad  to  see  the  poems  *  by  a  female  friend/  * 
The  one  on  the  wind  is  masterly,  but  not  new  to  ns. 
Being  only  three,  perhaps  you  might  have  clapt  a  D.  at 
the  comer,  and  let  it  have  past  as  a  printer's  mark  to 
the  uninitiated,  as  a  delightful  hint  to  the  better  in- 
structed. As  it  is,  expect  a  formal  criticism  on  the 
poems  of  your  female  friend,  and  she  must  expect  it. 
I  should  have  written  before,  but  I  am  cruelly  en- 
gaged, and  like  to  be.  On  Friday  I  was  at  oiBce 
from  ten  in  the  morning  (two  hours  dinner  except) 
to  eleven  at  night ;  last  night  till  nine.  My  business 
and  oiSce  business  in  general  have  increased  so ;  I  don't 
mean  I  am  there  every  night,  but  I  must  expect  a  great 
deal  of  it.  I  never  leave  till  four,  and  do  not  keep  a 
holiday  now  once  in  ten  times,  where  I  used  to  keep  all 
red-letter  days,  and  some  five  days  besides,  which  I 
iised  to  dub  Nature's  holidays.  I  have  had  my  day.  I 
had  formerly  little  to  do.  So  of  the  little  that  is  left  of 
life,  I  may  reckon  two  thirds  as  dead,  for  time  that  a 
man  may  call  his  own  is  his  life ;  and  hard  work  and 
thinking  about  it  taint  even  the  leisure  hours,  —  stain 
Sunday  with  work-day  contemplations.  This  is  Sun- 
day; and  the  headache  I  have  is  part  late  hours  at 
work  the  two  preceding  nights,  and  part  later  hours 
over  a  consoling  pipe  afterwards.  But  I  find  stupid  ac- 
quiescence coming  over  me.  I  bend  to  the  yoke,  and  it 
is  almost  with  me  and  my  household  as  with  the  man 
and  his  consort. 

'  To  them  each  evening  had  its  glittering  star, 
And  every  sabbath-day  its  golden  sun,'  — 

■*  By  Miss  Dorothea  Wordsworth. 


LETTERS  TO  WORDSWORTH.  245 

to  such  struts  am  I  driven  for  the  life  of  life,  Time ! 

0  that  from  that  superfluity  of  holiday-leisure  my 
youth  Wasted,  *  Age  might  but  take  some  hours  youth 
wanted  not.'  N.  B.^ —  I  have  left  oflF  spirituous  liquors 
for  four  or  more  months,  with  a  moral  certainty  of  its 
lasting.*     Farewell,  dear  Wordsworth  ! 

^^  O  happy  Paris,  seat  of  idleness  and  pleasure ! 
from  some  returned  English  I  hear,  that  not  such  a 
thing  as,  a  counting-house  is  to  be  seen  in  her  streets, 
—  scarce  a  desk.  Earthquakes  swallow  up  this  mer- 
cantile city  and  its  '  gripple  merchants '  as  Drayton 
hath  it  —  *  bom  to  be  the  curse  of  this  brave  isle  1  * 

1  invoke  this,  not  on  account  of  any  parsimonious 
habits  the  mercantile  interest  may  have,  but  to  confess 
truth,  'because  I  am  not  fit  for  an  oflice. 

'  ^'  Farewell,  in  haste,  from  a  head  that  is  too  ill  to 
methodize,  a  stomach  to  digest,  and  all  out  of  tune. 
Better  harmonies  await  you  I  C.  Lamb.'* 


TO  MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

^^  Excuse  this  maddish  letter ;  I  am  too  tired  to  write 
informd. 

"  1815. 

"Dear  Wordsworth, —  The  more  I  read  of  "your 
two  last  vohimes,  the  more  I  feel  it  necessary  to  make 
my  acknowledgments  for  them  in  more  than  one  short 
letter.     The  *  Night  Piece,'  to  which  you  refer  me,  I 

*  Alas!  for  moral  certainty  in  this  moral  bat  mortal  world!  Lamb's 
^solution  to  leave  off  spirituous  liquors  was  a  brave  one  ;  but  ho 
strengthened  and  rewarded  it  by  such  copious  libations  of  porter,  that 
his  sister,  for  whose  sake  mainly  he  attempted  the  sacrifice,  entreated 
him  to  **  live  like  himself,*'  and  in  a  few  weeks  after  this  assurance  ho 
•bqridlier. 


246  LETTERS  TO  WORDSWORTH. 

meant  iiillj  to  have  noticed  ;  but,  the  fact  is,  I  come  so 
fluttering  and  languid  from  business,  tired  with  thoughts 
of  it,  frightened  with  fears  of  it,  that  when  I  get  a  few 
minutes  to  sit  down  to  scribble  (an  action  of  the  liand 
now  seldom  natural  to  me  —  I  mean  voluntary  pen- 
work)  I  lose  all  presentiai  memory  of  what  I  hai  in- 
tended to  say,  and  say  what  I  can,  talk  about  Vincent 
Bourne,  or  any  casual  image,  instead  of  that  which  I 
had  meditated,  (by  the  way,  I  must  look  out  V.  B. 
for  you).  So  I  had  meant  to  have  mentioned  *  Yarrow 
Visited,'  with  that  stanza,  ^  But  thou,  that  didst  appear 
so  fair ; '  *  than  which  I  think  no  lovelier  stanza  can  be 
found  in  the  wide  world  of  poetry ;  —  yet  the  poem,  on 
the  whole,  seems  condemned  to  leave  behind  it  a  melan- 
choly of  imperfect  satisfaction,  as  if  you  had  wronged 
the  feeling  with  which,  in  what  pi'cceded  it,  you  had  ^ 

resolved  never  to  visit  it,  and  as  if  the  Muse  had  deter*  \ 

mined,  in  the  most  delicate  manner,  to  make  you,  and 
scarce  make  you^  feel  it.  Else,  it  is  far  superior  to  the  * 
other,  which  has  but  one  exquisite  verse  in  it,  the  last 
but  one,  or  the  two  last  —  this  has  all  fine,  except,  per- 
haps, tliat.^Ao^  of  ^studious  ease  and  generous  cares,' 
has  a  little  tinge  of  the  less  romantic  about  it.  ^  The 
Farmer  of  Tilsbury  Vale'  is  a  charming  counterpart 
to  '  Poor  Susan,'  with  the  addition  of  that  delicacy 
towards  aberrations  from  the  strict  path,  which  is  so 
fine  in  the  *  Old  Thief  and  the  Boy  by  his  side,'  which 
always  brings  water  into  my  eyes.  Perhaps  it  is  the 
worse  for  being  a  repetition ;    '  Susan '  stood  for  the 

*  "  But  thou,  that  didst  appear  so  Tftir 
To  fond  imagination, 
Dost  rival  in  the  light  of  day 
UftT  delicate  creation.'* 


LETTERS  TO  WORDSWORTH.  247 

representative  of  poor  JRtia  in  Urbe,  There  was  quite 
enough  to  stamp  the  moral  of  the  thing  never  to  be  for- 
gotten ;  '  bright  volumes  of  vapor/  &c.  The  last  vei-se 
of  Susan  was  to  be  got  rid  of,  at  all  events.  It  threw 
a  kind  of  dubiety  upon  Susan's  moral  conduct.  Susan  is 
a  servant-maid.  I  see  her  trundling  her  mop,  and  con- 
templating the  whirling  phenomenon  through  blurred 
optics ;  but  to  term  her  ^  a  poor  outcast '  seems  as  much 
as  to  say  that  poor  Susan  was  no  better  than  she  should 
be,  which  I  trust  was  not  what  you  meant  to  express. 
Robin  Goodfellow  supports  himself  without  that  stick  of 
a  moral  which  you  liave  thrown  away ;  but  how  I  can 
be  brought  in  f do  de  orrdttendo  for  that  ending  to  the 
Boy-builders  is  a  mystery.  I  can't  say  positively  now,  -«• 
I  only  know  that  no  line  oftener  or  readier  occurs  than 
that  *  Light-hearted  boys,  I  will  build  up  a  Giant  with 
you.*  It  comes  naturally,  with  a  warm  holiday,  and  the 
freshness  of  the  blood.  It  is  a  perfect  summer  amulet, 
that  I  tie  round  my  legs  to  quicken  their  motion  when  I 
go  out  a-maying.  (N.  B.)  I  don't  often  go  out  a-may- 
ing ;  —  Mmt  is  the  tense  with  me  now.  Do  you  take 
the  pun  ?  Young  RomiUy  is  divine ;  *  the  reasons  of 
his  mother's  grief  being  remediless — I  never  saw  paren- 
tal love  carried  up  so  high,  towering  above  the  other 
loves  —  Shakspeare  had  done  something  for  the  filial, 
in  Cordelia,  and,  by  implication,  for  the  &therly  too,  in 

♦  The  admirable  little  poem,  entitled  "The  Force  of  Prayer,"  develop- 
ing the  depths  of  a  widowed  mother*8  grief,  whose  only  son  has  been 
drowned  in  attempting  to  leap  over  the  precipice  of  the  "Wharf*  at 
Bolton  Abbey.  The  first  line,  printed  in  old  English  characters,  from 
tome  old  English  ballad, 

**  What  if  good  fbr  a  bootlMS  bene  ?  " 
RDggeeta  Miss  Lamb's  single  \,\n.    The  following  are  the  profoondest 
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1  reaentment  j  ho  left  it  for  you  to  explore  *Jib 
i  of  the  maternal  heart.  I  get  stupid,  and  flat, 
attering ;  what's  the  use  of  telling  you  what  guod 
I  you  have  written,  or  —  I  hope  I  may  add  —  that 
>w  them  to  be  good?  Apropos  —  when  I  first 
d  upon  the  just-mendoned  poem,  in  a  careless 
I  said  to  Mary,  as  if  putting  a  riddle,  '  What  i* 
for  a  bootless  ben^f  To  which,  with  infinite 
ice  of  mind,  (as  the  jest-book  has  it,)  she  an- 
d,  '  a  shoeless  pea.'  It  was  the  first  joke  she  ever 
Joke  the  second  I  make.  You  distin^sh 
in  your  old  preface,  between  the  verses  of  Dr. 
ion,  of  the  'Man  in  the  Strand,'  and  that  fixnn 
Babes  in  the  Wood.'  I  was  thinking  whether, 
;  your  own  glorious  lines  — 


I,  by  the  love  I  bear  my  own  sou],  I  think  have  nw 
el  in  any  of  the  best  old  ballads,  and  just  altering 


I  not  have  expluned  the  boundaries  of  prose  ez- 
on,  and  poetic  feeling,  nearly  as  well.  Excuse 
vity  on  such  an  occasion.  I  never  felt  deeply  in 
unoDg  than  which   exclto  hsr  bnjtbsi'B  moit  jut  ftdmln. 


Olil  WiMrt  might  bi 
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my  life  if  that  poem  did  not  make  me,  both  lately  and 
when  I  read  it  in  MS.  No  alderman  ever  longed  after 
a  haunch  of  buck  venison  more  than  I  for  a  spiritual 
taste  of  that  '  White  Doe '  you  promise.  I  am  sure  it 
IS  superlative,  or  will  be  when  dreat^  i.  e.,  printed.  All  • 
things  read  raw  to  me  in  MS. ;  to  compare  magna 
pcBTvis^  I  cannot  endure  my  own  writings  in  that  state. 
The  only  one  which  I  think  would  not  very  much  win 
upon  me  in  print  is  Peter  Bell.  But  I  am  not  certain. 
You  ask  me  about  your  preface.  I  like  both  that  and 
the  supplement  without  an. exception.  The  account  of 
what  you  mean  by  imagination  is  very  valuable  to  me. 
It  will  help  me  to  like  some  things  in  poetry  better, 
which  is  a  little  humiliating  in  me  to  confess.  I 
thought  I  could  not  be  instructed  in  that  science  (I 
mean  the  critical),  as  I  once  heard  old,  obscene,  beastly 
Peter  Pindar,  in  a  dispute  on  Milton,  say  he  thought 
that  if  he  had  reason  to  value  himself  upon  one  thing 
more  than  another,  it  was  in  knowing  what  good  verse 
was.  Who  looked  over  your  proof-sheets  and  left  <?r- 
debo  in  that  line  of  Virgil  ? 

"My  brother's  picture  of  Milton  is  very  finely 
painted,  that  is,  it  might  have  been  done  by  a  hand 
next  to  Vandyke's.  It  is  the  genuine  Milton,  and  an 
object  of  quiet  gaze  for  the  half-hour  at  a  time.  Yet 
though  I  am  confident  there  is  no  better  one  of  him, 
the  face  does  not  quite  answer  to  Milton.  There  is  a 
tinge  o{ petit  (or  petite^  how  do  you  spell  it?)  queru- 
lousness  about  it ;  yet,  hang  it  I  now  I  remember 
better,  there  is  not ;  it  is  calm,  melancholy  and  poeti- 
cal. One  of  the  copies  of  the  poems  you  sent  lias  pre- 
cisely the  same  pleasant  blending  of  a  sheet  of  second 
volume  with  a  sheet  of  first.    I  think  it  was  page  245  ; 


■»■ 


t7- 


r* 


f.,'. 


250  LETTERS  TO  WORDSWORTH: 

but  I  sent  it  and  had  it  rectified.  It  gave  me,  in  the 
first  impetus  of  cutting  the  leaves,  just  such  a  cold 
squelch  as  going  down  a  plausible  turning  and  sud- 
denly reading  'No  thoroughfare.'  Robinson's  is  entire: 
I  wish  you  would  write  more  criticism  about  Spenser, 
&c.  I  think  I  could  say  something  about  him  myself, 
but,  Lord  bless  me !  these  *  merchants  and  their  spicy 
drugs,'  wliich  are  so  harmonious  to  sing  of,  they  lime- 
twig  up  my  poor  soul  and  body,  till  I  shall  forget  I 
ever  thought  myself  a  bit  of  a  genius  !  I  can*t  even 
put  a  few  thoughts  on  paper  for  a  newspaper.  I 
*  engross  '  when  I  should  '  pen*'  a  paragraph.  Con- 
fusion blast  all  mercantile  transactions,  all  traffic,  ex- 
change of  commodities,  intercourse  between  nations, 
all  the  consequent  civilization,  and  wealth,  and  amity, 
and  link  of  society,  and  getting  rid  of  prejudices,  and 
knowledge  of  the  face  of  the  globe ;  and  rot  the  very 
firs  of  the  forest,  that  look  so  romantic  alive,  and  die 
into  desks  I     Vale, 

"  Yours,  dear  W.,  and  all  yours, 

"C.  Lamb." 

TO  MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

*<  April  9th,  1816. 

"Dear  Woi'dsworth,  —  Thanks  for  the  books  you 
have  given  me  and  for  all  the  books  you  mean  to  give 
me.  I  will  bind  up  the  Political  Sonnets  and  Ode 
according  to  your  suggestion.  I  have  not  bound  the 
poems  yet.  I  wait  till  people  have  done  borrowing 
them.  I  think  I  shall  get  a  chain  and  chain  them  to 
my  shelves,  more  BocUeiano^  and  people  may  come  and 
read  them  at  chain's  length.  For  of  those  who  bon*ow, 
some  read  slow  ;  some  mean  to  read,  but  don't  read » 
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ana  some  neither  read  nor  meant  to  read,  but  borrovr 
to  leave  you  an  opinion  of  their  sagacity.  I  must  do 
my  money-borrowing  friends  the  justice  to  say  that 
thei'e  is  nothing  of  this  caprice  or  wantonness  of  aliena- 
tion in  them.  When  they  borrow  my  money  they 
never  fail  to  make  use  of  it.  Coleridge  has  been  hei*e 
about  a  fortnight.  His  health  is  tolerable  at  present, 
though  beset  with  temptations.  In  the  first  place,  the 
Covent  Garden  Manager  has  declined  accepting  his 
Tragedy,  though  (having  read  it)  I  see  no  reason  upon 
earth  why  it  might  not  have  run  a  very  fair  chance, 
though,  it  certainly  wants  a  prominent  part  for  a  Miss 
O'Neil  or  a  Mr.  Kean.  However,  he  is  going  to-day 
to  write  to  Lord  Byron  to  get  it  to  Drury.  Should 
you  see  Mrs.  C,  who  has  just  Written  to  C.  a  letter, 
which  I  have  given  him,  it  will  be  as  well  to  say 
nothing  about  its  fate,  till  some  answer  is  shaped  from 
Drury.  He  has  two  volumes  printing  together  at 
Bristol,  both  finished  as  far  as  the  composition  goes ; 
the  latter  containing  his  fugitive  poems,  the  former  his 
Literary  Life.  Nature,  who  conducts  every  creature, 
by  instinct,  to  its  best  end,  has  skilfully  directed  C.  to 
take  up  his  abode  at  a  Chymist's  Laboratory  in  Nor- 
folk Street.  She  might  as  well  have  sent  a  Hdlm 
lAbrorum  for  cure  to  the  Vatican.  God  keep  him  in 
violate  among  the  traps  and  pitfalls  I  He  has  done 
pretty  well  as  yet. 

•"  Tell  Miss  H.,  my  sister  is  every  day  wishing  to 
be  quietly  sitting  down  to  answer  her  very  kind  letter, 
but  while  C.  stays  she  can  hardly  find  a  quiet  time ; 
God  bless  him ! 

"  Tell  Mrs.  W.  her  postscripts  are  always  agreeable. 
They  are  so  legible  too.     Your  manual-graphy  is  terri- 
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ble,  dark  as  Lycophron.  ^  Likelihood,'  for  instance,  k 
thus  t}'pified  ....  *  I  should  not  wonder  if  tlie  con- 
stant making  out  of  such  paragraphs  is  the  cause  of 
that  weakness  in  Mrs.  W.'s  eyes,  as  she  is  tenderly 
pleased  to  express  it.  Dorothy,  I  hear,  has  mounted 
spectacles ;  so  you  have  deoculated  two  of  your  dearest 
relations  in  life.  Well,  God  bless  you,  and  continue 
to  give  you  power  to  write  with  a  finger  of  power  upon 
our  hearts  what  you  fail  to  impress,  in  corresponding 
lucidness,  upon  our  outward  eyesight ! 

"  Mary's  love  to  all ;  she  is  quite  well. 

"  I  am  called  off  to  do  the  deposits  on  Cotton  Wool 
—  but  why  do  I  relate  this  to  you,  who  want  faculties 
to  comprehend  the  great  mystery  of  deposits,  of  interest, 
of  warehouse  rent,  and  contingent  fund  ?     Adieu  I 

"C.  Lamb. 

**A  longer  letter  when  C.  is  gone  back  into  the 
country,  relating  his  success,  &c.  —  my  judgment  of 
y(Air  new  books,  &c.  &c.  —  I  am  scarce  quiet  enough 
wliile  he  stays. 

"  Yours  again,  O.  L." 

The  next  letter  is  fantastically  written  beneath  a  reg* 
ular  official  order,  the  words  in  italics  being  printed. 

^*  Sir,  — Please  to  state  the  weights  and  amimnts  <(f 
the  foUofjoing  Lots  of 
sold  Sale,  181  for 

^^  Tour  obecUent  Servant^ 

"Chas.  Lamb.'* 

*•  Here  is  a  most  inimitable  sorawL 
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"  AccoDntant'a  Office,  2eth  AprO,  IS 
"  Dear  W.,  —  I  have  just  finished  the  pleasing 
of  correcting  the  revise  of  the  poems  and  lettei 
hope  they  wUl  come  out  fkultless.  One  blunder  I 
and  shuddered  at.  The  hallucinating  rascal  had  pri 
battered  for  battened,  this  last  not  conveying  anj 
tinct  sense  to  his  gaping  soul.  The  Reader  (a^ 
call  'em)  had  discovered  it,  and  given  it  the  mar; 
brand,  but  the  substitutory  n  had  not  yet  appearec 
accompanied  his  notice  with  a  most  pathetic  addre 
the  printer  not  to  neglect  the  correction.  I  know 
such  a  blunder  would  '  batter  at  your  peace.'  ^ 
r^;ard  to  the  works,  the  Letter  I  read  with  unal 
satis&ction.  Such  a  thing  was  wanted ;  called 
The  parallel  of  Cotton  with  Bums  I  heartily  appi 
Iz.  Walton  hallows  any  page  in  which  his  reve 
name  appears.  '  Duty  archly  bending  to  purpose 
general  benevolence '  is  exquisite.  The  poems  1 
deavored  not  to  understand,  but  to  read  them  witl 
eye  alone,  and  I  tliink  I  succeeded.  (Some  people 
do  that  when  they  come  out,  you'll  say.)  As  if  I 
to  luxuriate  to-morrow  at  some  picture-gallery  I 
never  at  before,  and  going  by  to-day  by  chance,  f 
the  door  open,  and  having  hut  five  minutes  to 
about  me,  peeped  in  ;  Just  such  a  chastised  peep  I 
with  my  mind  at  the  lines  my  luxuriating  eye  was  ci 
ing  over  unrestrained,  not  to  anticipate  another  < 
tidier  satisfaction.  Coleridge  is  printing  '  Christs 
by  Lord  Byron's  recommendation  to  Mnrray, 
what  he  calls  a  vision,  '  Kubla  Khan,'  which  said  v 
he  repeats  so  enchantingly,  that  It  irradiates  and  bi 
neaven  and  elysian  bowers  into  my  parlor  whil 
•  Tliii  It  shown  b;  tba  po4tiiiiiTfc  lo  bt  ui  nrori  it  iboold  be  IBII 
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sings  or  says  it ;  but  there  is  an  observation,  *  Never 
tell  thy  dreams,'  and  I  am  almost  afraid  that  ^  Kubia 
Khan '  is  an  owl  that  won't  bear  daylight.  I  fear  lest 
it  should  be  discovered  by  the  lantern  of  typography 
and  clear  redacting  to  letters  no  better  than  nonsense 
or  no  sense.  When  I  was  young,  I  used  to  chant  with 
ecstasy  *  Mild  Arcadians  ever  Blooming,'  till  some- 
body told  me  it  was  meant  to  be  nonsense.  Even  yet 
I  have  a  lingering  attachment  to  it,  and  I  think  it  bet- 
ter than  '  Windsor  Forest,'  *  Dying  Christian's  Address,' 
&c.  Coleridge  has  sent  his  tragedy  to  D.  L.  T. ;  it 
cannot  be  acted  this  season,  and  by  their  manner  of 
receiving,  I  hope  he  will  be  able  to  alter  it  to  make 
them  accept  it  for  next.  He  is,  at  present,  under  the 
medical  care  of  a  Mr.  Gilman  (Killman?)  at  High- 
gate,  where  he  plays  at  leaving  off  laud — m ;  I  think 
his  essentials  not  touched ;  he  is  very  bad,  but  then  he 
wonderfully  picks  up  another  day,  and  his  face,  when 
he  repeats  his  verses,  hath  its  ancient  glory ;  an  arch* 
angel  a  Uttk  damaged.  Will  Miss  H.  pardon  our  not 
replying  at  lengtn  to  her  kind  letter?  We  are  not 
quiet  enough  ;  Morgan  is  with  us  every  day,  going  be- 
twixt Highgate  and  tlie  Temple.  Coleridge  is  absent 
but  four  miles,  and  the  neighborhood  of  such  a  man  is 
as  exciting  as  the  presence  of  fifly  ordinary  persons. 
'Tis  enough  to  be  within  the  whiff  and  wind  of  his 
genius  for  us  not  to  possess  our  souls  in  quiet.  If  I 
lived  with  him  or  the  Author  of  the  Uxeursion^  I  should, 
in  a  very  little  time,  lose  my  own  identity,  and  be 
dragged  along  in  the  current  of  other  people's  thoughts, 
hampered  in  a  net.  How  cool  I  sit  in  this  office,  with 
no  possible  interruption  fiirther  than  what  I  may  term 
material !    There  is  not  as  much  metaphysics  in  tliirty- 
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ax  of  the  people  here  as  there  is  in  the  first  {)age  of 
Locke's  ^  Treatise  on  the  Human  Understanding,'  or  as 
much  poetry  as  in  any  ten  lines  of  the  *  Pleasures  of 
Hope,'  or  more  natural  '  Beggar's  Petition,'  I  never 
entangle  myself  in  any  of  their  speculations.  Inter- 
ruptions, if  I  try  to  write  a  letter  even,  I  have  dread- 
ful. Just  now,  within  four  lines,  I  was  called  off  for 
ten  minutes  to  consult  dusty  old  books  for  the  settle- 
ment of  obsolete  errors.  I  hold  you  a  guinea  you 
don't  find  the  chasm  where  I  left  off,  so  excellently 
the  wounded  sense  closed  again  and  was  healed. 

"  N.  B.  —  Nothing  said  above  to  the  contrary,  but 
that  I  hold  the  personal  presence  of  the  two  mentioned 
potent  spirits  at  a  rate  as  high  as  any ;  but  I  pay 
dearer;  what  amuses  others  robs  me  of  myself;  my 
mind  is  positively  discharged  into  their  greater  currents, 
but  flows  with  a  willing  violence.  As  to  your  question 
about  work ;  it  is  far  less  oppressive  to  me  than  it  was, 
from  circumstances  ;  it  takes  all  the  golden  part  of  the 
day  away,  a  solid  lump,  from  ten  to  four ;  but  it  does 
not  kill  my  peace  as  before.  Some  day  or  other  I  shall 
be  in  a  taking  again.  My  head  aches,  and  you  have 
had  enough.     God  bless  you  I  G.  Lamb.*' 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 

[1818  to  1825.]  . 

THE  <*  LONDON  UAGAZINB  "  —  CHAR ACTRR  AND  FATB  OV  HB. 
JOHN  SCOTT,  ITS  EDITOR  —  GLIMPSE  OF  MR.  THOMAS  QRUT- 
FITHS  WAINWRIOHT,  ONE  OF  ITS  CONTRIBUTORS  —  MISCEL- 
LANEOUS LETTERS  OF  LAMB  TO  WORDSWORTH,  COLERIDOB, 
AND   OTHERS. 

Lamb's  association  with  Hazlitt  in  the  year  1820 
introduced  him  to  that  of  the  ^^  London  Magazine," 
which  supplied  the  finest  stimulus  his  intellect  had  ever 
received,  and  induced  the  composition  of  the  Essays 
fondly  and  famiUarly  known  under  the  &ntastic  title  of 
JEUa.  Never  was  a  periodical  work  commenced  with 
happier  auspices,  numbering  a  list  of  contributors  more 
original  in  thought,  more  fresh  in  spirit,  more  sportive 
in  fimcy,  or  directed  by  an  editor  better  qualified  by 
nature  and  study  to  preside,  than  this  ^^  London." 
There  was  Lamb,  with  humanity  ripened  among  town- 
bred  experiences,  and  pathos  matured  by. sorrow,  at  his 
wisest,  sagest,  airiest,  zTidiscreetest,  best ;  Barry  Corn- 
wall, in  the  first  bloom  of  his  modest  and  enduring 
fame,  streaking  the  darkest  passion  with  beauty ;  John 
Hamilton  Reynolds;  lighting  up  the  wildest  eccentri- 
cities and  most  striking  features  of  many-colored  life 
with  vivid  fancy;  and,  with  others  of  less  note,  Hazlitt, 
whose  pen,  unloosed  from  the  chain  which  earnest 
thought  and  metaphysical  di*eamings  had  woven,  gave 
radiant  expression  to  the  results  of  the  solitary  musings 
of  many  years.  Over  these  contributors  John  Scott 
presided,  himself  a  critic  of  remarkable  candor,  elo- 
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quence,  and  discriminalion,  unfettered  bj  the  dogmas 
of  contending  sc^^ools  of  poetry  and  art ;  apt  to  discern 
the  good  and  beautiful  in  all ;  and  having,  as  editor, 
that  which  Kent  recognized  in  Lear,  which  subjects 
revere  in  kings,  and  boys  admire  in  schoolmasters,  and 
contributors  should  welcome  in  editors  —  authority  ;^^ 
not  manifested  in  a  worrying,  teasing,  intolerable  inter- 
ference in  small  matters,  but  in  a  judicious  and  steady 
superintendence  of  the  whole ;  with  a  wise  allowance 
of  the  occasional  excesses  of  wit  and  genius.  In  this 
respect,  Mr.  Scott  differed  entirely  firom  a  celebrated 
poet,  who  was  induced,  just  a  year  after,  to  undertake 
the  Editorship  of  the  ^^  New  Monthly  Magazine,"  an 
office  for  which,  it  may  be  said,  with  all  veneration  for 
his  poetic  genius,  he  was  the  most  xmfit  person  who 
could  be  found  in  the  wide  world  of  letters  —  who 
regarded  a  magazuie  as  if  it  were  a  long  affidavit,  or 
a  short  answer  in  Chancery,  in  which  the  absolute  truth 
of  every  sentiment  and  the  propriety  of  every  jest  were 
verified  by  the  editor's  oath  or  solemn  affirmation ;  who 
stopped  the  press  for  a  week  at  a  comma;  balanced 
contending  epithets  for  a  fortnight ;  and,  at  last,  grew 
rash  in  despair,  and  tossed  the  nearest,  and  often  the 
worst  article,  '^  unwhipped  of  justice,"  to  the  impatient 
printer.  Mr.  Scott,  indeed,  was  more  fit  to  preside 
over  a  little  commonwealth  of  authors  than  to  hold  a 
despotic  rule  over  subject  contributors  ;  he  had  not  the 
airy  grace  of  Jefirey  by  which  he  might  give  a  certain 
&miliar  liveliness  to  the  most  laborious  disquisitions, 
and  shed  the  glancing  light  of  fancy  among  party 
manifestoes ;  nor  the  boisterous  vigor  of  Wilson,  riot- 
ous  in  power,  reckless  in  wisdom,  ftising  the  production 
of  various  intellects^  into  one  brilliant  reflection  of  his 
VOL.  n.  IT 
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own  masteivmind ;  —  and  it  was  well  that  he  wanted 
these  weapons  of  a  tyranny  which  hi,s  chief  contril>- 
utors  were  too  original  and  too  sturdy  to  endure. 
He  heartily  enjoyed  his  position ;  duly  appreciated  his 
contributors  and  himself;  and  when  he  gave  audience 
to  some  young  aspirant  for  periodical  honors  at  a  late 
break&st,  amidst  the  luxurious  cx>nfusion  of  newspa- 
pers, reviews,  and  uncut  novels,  lying  about  in  fasci- 
nating litter,  and  carelessly  enunciated  schemes  for 
bright  successions  of  essays,  he  seemed  destined  for 
many  years  of  that  happy  excitement  in  which  thought 
perpetually  glows  into  unruffled  but  energetic  lan- 
guage, and  is  assured  by  the  echoes  of  the  world. 

Alas  I  a  few  days  after  he  thus  appeared  the  object 
of  admiration  and  envy  to  a  yotmg  visitor,  in  his  rooms 
in  York  Street,  he  was  stretched  on  a  bed  of  mental 
agony — the  foolish  victim  of  the  guilty  custom  of  a 
world  which  would  have  laughed  at  him  fer  regarding 
himself  as  within  the  sphere  of  its  opinion,  if  he  had 
not  died  to  shame  it  I  In  a  luckless  hour,  instead  of 
seeking  to  oppose  the  bitter  personalities  of  **  Black- 
wood *'  by  the  exhibition  of  a  serener  power,  he  rushed 
with  spurious  chivalry  into  a  personal  contest ;  caught 
up  the  weapons  which  he  had  himself  denounced,  and 
sought  to  unmask  his  opponents  and  draw  them  beyond 
the  pale  of  literary  courtesy ;  placed  himself  thus  in  a 
doubtfol  position. in  which  he  could  neither  consistentlv 
reject  an  appeal  to  the  conventional  arbitrament  of 
violence  nor  embrace  it ;  lost  his  most  legitimate  op- 
portunity of  daring  the  unhallowed  strife,  and  found 
another  with  an  antagonist  connected  with  the  quarrel 
only  by  too  zealous  a  friendship ;  and,  at  last,  met  his 
death  almost  by  lamentable  accident,  in  the  uncertab 
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glimmer  of  moonlight,  from  the  hand  of  one  who  went 
out  resolved  not  to  harm  him  I  Such  was  the  melan- 
choly result  —  first  of  a  controversy  too  envenomed  — 
and  afterwards  of  enthralment  in  usages,  absurd  in  all, 
but  most  absurd  when  applied  by  a  literary  man  to  a 
literary  quarrel.  Apart  from  higher  considerations, 
it  may  befit  a  life  destined  for  the  listless  excesses  of 
gayety  to  be  cast  on  an  idle  brawl ;  —  "a  youth  of 
folly,  an  old  age  of  cards  "  may  be  no  great  sacrifice  to 
preserve  the  hollow  truce  of  &shionable  society ;  but 
for  men  of  thought — whose  minds  are  their  posses- 
sion, and  who  seek  to  live  in  the  minds  of  others  by 
sympathy  with  their  thoughts  —  for  them  to  hazard  a 
thoughtful  being  because  they  dare  not  own  that  they 
prefer  life  to  death  —  contemplation  to  the  grave  — 
the  preparation  for  eternity  to  the  unbidden  entrance 
on  its  terrors,  would  be  ridiculous  if  it  did  not  become 
tragical.  ^^  Sir,  I  am  a  metaphysician  I "  said  Hazlitt 
once,  when  in  a  fierce  dispute  respecting  the  colors  of 
Holbein  and  Vandyke,  words  almost  became  things; 
*^and  nothing  makes  an  impression  upon  me  but  ab 
stract  ideas  ; "  and  woful,  indeed,  is  the  mockery  when 
thinkers  condescend  to  be  duellists  I 

The  Magazine  did  not  perish  with  its  Editor;  though 
its  imity  of  purpose  was  lost,  it  was  still  rich  in  essays 
of  surpassing  individual  merit ;  among  which  the  mas- 
terly vindication  of  the  true  dramatic  style  by  Dar- 
ley ;  the  articles  of  Carj'-,  the  admirable  translator  of 
Dante ;  and  the  "  Confessions  of  an  English  Opium- 
Eater,"  held  a  distinguished  place.  Mr.  De  Quincy, 
whose  youth  had  been  inspired  by  enthusiastic  admira- 
tion of  Coleridge,  shown  in  contributions  to  "The 
Friend,"  not  unworthy  of  his  master,  and  substantial 
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contributions  of  the  blessings  of  fortune,  came  up  to 
London,  and  found  an  admiring  welcome  from  Messrs. 
Taylor  and  Hessey,  the  publishers  into  whose  hands 
the  ^^  London  Magazine  "  had  passed.  After  the  good 
old  fashion  of  the  great  trade,  these  genial  book* 
sellers  used  to  assemble  their  contributors  round  their 
hospitable  table  in  Fleet  Street,  where  Mr.  De  Quincy 
was  introduced  to  his  new  allies.  Among  the  con- 
tributors who  partook  of  their  professional  festivities, 
was  a  gentleman  whose  subsequent  career  has  invested 
the  recollection  of  his  appearances  in  the  familiarity  of 
social  life  with  fearful  interest  —  Mr.  Thomas  Griffiths 
Wainwright.  He  was  then  a  young  man;  on  the 
bright  side  of  thirty ;  with  a  sort  of  undress  military 
air,  and  the  conversation  of  a  smart,  lively,  clever, 
heartless,  voluptuous  coxcomb.  It  was  whispered  that 
he  had  been  an  officer  in  the  Dragoons ;  had  spent 
more  than  one .  fortune  ;  and  he  now  condescended  to 
take  a  part  in  periodical  Uterature,  with  the  careless 
grace  of  an  amateur  who  felt  himself  above  it.  He 
was  an  artist  also ;  sketched  boldly  and  graphically ; 
exhibited  a  portfolio  of  his  own  drawings  of  female 
beauty,  in  which  the  voluptuous  trembled  on  the  bor- 
ders of  the  indelicate;  and  seized  on  the  critical  de* 
partment  of  the  Fine  Arts,  both  in  and  out  of  the' 
Magazine,  undisturbed  by  the  presence  or  pretensions 
of  the  finest  critic  on  Art  who  ever  wrote — Wil- 
liam Hazlitt.  On  this  subject,  he  composed,  for  the 
Magazine,  under  the  signature  of  ^^  Janus  Weather- 
cock," articles  of  flashy  assumption  —  in  which  dis- 
dainful notices  of  living  artists  were  set  off  by  fascinat- 
ing references  to  the  personal  appearance,  accomplish- 
ments, and  luxurious  appliances  of  the  writer,  OTer  th« 
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first  hero  of  his  essay.  He  created  a  new  sensation 
in  the  sedate  circle,  not  only  by  his  braided  surtonts, 
jewelled  fingers,  and  various  neck-handkerchie&,  but 
by  ostentatious  contempt  for  everythin^g  in  the  world 
but  elegant  enjoyment.  Lamb,  who  delighted  to  find 
sympathy  in  dissimilitude,  fancied  that  he  really  liked 
him ;  took,  as  he  ever  did,  the  genial  side  of  character ; 
and,  instead  of  disliking  the  rake  in  the  critic,  thought 
it  pleasant  to  detect  so  much  taste  and  good-nature  in 
a  fashionable  rouS ;  and  regarded  all  his  vapid  gayety, 
which  to  severer  observers  looked  like  impertinence,  as 
the  playAil  efiusion  of  a  remarkably  guileless  nature. 
We  lost  sight  of  liim  when  the  career  of  the  ^^  London 
Magazine  '*  ended ;  and  Lamb  did  not  live  to  learn  the 
sequel  of  his  history. 

In  1819,  Mr.  Wordsworth,  encouraged  by  the  ex- 
tending circle  of  his  earnest  admirers,  announced  for 
publication  his  "  Peter  Bell " —  a  poem  written  in  the 
first  enthusiasm  of  his  system,  and  exemplifying,  amidst 
beauty  and  pathos  of  the  finest  essence,  some  of  its 
most  startling  peculiarities.  Some  wicked  jester,  gifted 
with  more  ingenuity  and  boldness  than  wit,  anticipated 
the  real  "  Simon  Pure,"  by  a  fiilse  one,  burlesquing 
some  of  the  characteristics  of  the  poet's  homeliest  style. 
This  grave  hoax  produced  the  following  letter  from 
Lamb,  appropriately  written  in  alternate  lines  of  red 
and  black  ink,  till  the  last  sentence,  in  which  the  colors 
are  alternated,  word  by  word  —  even  to  the  signature 
—  and  "  Mary's  love,"  at  the  close;  so  that  "Mary" 
is  Uaeky  and  her  ^'  love  "  red. 
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TO  MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

"Dear  Wordsworth, —  I  received  a  copy  of  *  Peter 
Bell '  a  week  ago,  and  I  hope  the  author  will  not  be 
offended  if  I  say  I  do  not  much  relish  it.  The  humory 
if  it  is  meant  for  humor,  is  forced ;  and  then  the 
price  I  —  sixpence  would  have  been  dear  for  it.  Mind 
I  do  not  mean  yoxir  *  Peter  Bell,'  but  a  *  Peter  Bell,* 
which  preceded  it  about  a  week,  and  is  in  every  book- 
seller's shop-window  in  London,  the  type  and  paper 
nothing  differing  from  the  true  one,  the  preface  signed 
W.  W.,  and  the  supplementary  preface  quoting  as  the 
author's  words  an  extract  firom  the  supplementary 
pre&ce  to  the  ^  Lyrical  Ballads.'  Is  there  no  law 
against  these  rascals  ?  I  would  have  this  Lambert  Sim- 
nel  whipt  at  the  cart's  tail.  Who  started  the  spurious 
*  P.  B.'  I  have  not  heard.     I  should  guess,  one  of  the 

sneering ;  but  I  have  heard  no  name  mentioned. 

^  Peter  Bell '  (not  the  mock  one)  is  excellent.  For  its 
matter  I  mean.  I  cannot  say  that  the  style  of  it  quite 
satisfies  me.  It  is  too  lyrical.  The  auditors  to  whom 
it  is  feigned  to  be  told,  do  not  arride  me,  I  had  rather 
it  had  been  told  me,  the  reader,  at  once.  ^  Heartleap 
Well '  is  the  tale  for  me ;  in  matter  as  good  as  this, 
in  manner  infinitely  before  it,  in  my  poor  judgment. 
Why  did  you  not  add  *  The  Waggoner  '  ?  —  Have  I 
thanked  you,  though,  yet,  for  *  Peter  Bell '  ?  I  would 
not  not  have  it  for  a  good  deal  of  money.  C— — 
•s  very  foolish  to  scribble  about  books.  Neither  his 
tongue  nor  fingers  are  very  retentive.  But  I  shall  not 
say  anything  to  him  about  it.  He  would  only  begin  a 
very  long  story  with  a  veiy  long  face,  and  I  see  him 
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&r  too  seldom  to  teaze  him  with  afiairs  of  business  or 
conscience  when  I  do  see  him.  He  never  comes  near 
our  house,  and  when  we  go  to  see  him  he  is  generally 
writing,  or  thinking ;  he  is  writing  in  his  study  till  the 
dinner  pomes,  and  that  is  scarce  oyer  before  the  stage 
summons  us  away.  The  mock  *  P.  B.'  had  only  this 
effect  on  me,  that  after  twice  reading  it  over  in  hopes 
to  find  something  diverting  in  it,  I  reached  your  two 
books  off  the  shelf,  and  set  into  a  steady  reading  of 
them,  till  I  had  nearly  finished  botli  before  I  went  to 
bed.  The  two  of  your  last  edition,  of  course,  I  mean. 
And  in  the  morning  I  awoke  determining  to  take  down 
the  '  Excursion.*  I  wish  the  scoundrel  imitator  could 
know  this.  But  why  waste  a  wish  on  him  ?  I  do  not 
believe  that  paddling  about  with  a  stick  in  a  pond,  and 
fishing  up  a  dead  author,  whom  his  intolerable  wrongs 
had  driven  to  that  deed  of  desperation,  would  turn  the 
heart  of  one  of  these  obtuse  literary  Bells.  There  is 
no  Cock  for  such  Peters ;  —  hang  'em  !  I  am  glad  this 
aspiration  came  upon  the  red  ink  line.  It  is  more 
of  a  bloody  curse.  I  have  delivered  over  your  other 
presents  to  Alsager  and  G.  D.  A.,  I  am  sure,  will 
value  it,  and  be  proud  of  the  hand  from  which  it  came. 
To  G.  D.  a  poem  is  a  poem.  His  own  as  good  as  any- 
body's, and,  God  bless  him  I  anybody's  as  good  as  his 
own  ;  for  I  do  not  think  he  has  the  most  distant  guess 
of  the  possibility  of  one  poem  being  better  than  an- 
other. The  gods,  by  denying  him  the  veiy  faculty  itself 
of  discrimination,  have  effectually  cut  off  every  seed 
of  envy  in  his  bosom.  But  with  envy,  they  excited 
curiosity  also  ;  and  if  you  wish  the  copy  again,  which 
you  destined  for  him,  I  think  I  shall  be  able  to  find  it 
again  for  you,  on  his  third  shelf,  where  he  stuffi  hit 
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presentation  copies,  uncnt,  in  shape  and  matter  resem* 
bling  a  lump  of  dry  dust ;  but  on  care&IIy  removing 
that  stratum,  a  thing  like  a  pamphlet  will  emerge.  I 
have  tried  this  with  fifty  different  poetical  works  that 
have  been  given  G.  D.  in  return  for  as  many  of  his 
own  performances,  and  I  confess  I  never  had  any 
scruple  in  taking  mt^  aum  again,  wherever  I  found  ity 
shaking  the  adherences  off — and  by  this  means  one 
copy  of  *  my  works '  served  for  G.  D.  —  and,  with  a 
little  dusting,  was  made  over  to  my  good  friend  Dr. 
G ,  who  little  thought  whose  leavings  he  was  tak- 
ing when  he  made  me  that  graceful  bow.  By  the  way, 
the  Doctor  is  the  only  one  of  my  acquaintance  whp 
bows  gracefully,  my  town  acquaintance,  I  mean.  How 
do  you  like  my  way  of  writing  with  two  inks  ?  I  think 
it  is  pi*etty  and  motley.  Suppose  Mrs.  W.  adopts  it, 
the  next  time  she  holds  the  pen  for  you.  My  dinner 
waits.  I  have  no  time  to  indulge  any  longer  in  these 
laborious  curiosities.  God  bless  you,  and  cause  to 
thrive  and  burgeon  whatsoever  you  write,  and  fear 
no  inks  of  miserable  poetasters. 

"  Yours  truly, 

*^  Charles  Lame. 
"Mary's  love^" 

The  following  letter,  probably  written  about  this 
time,  is  entirely  in  red  ink. 


TO  MR.   COLERIDGE. 

"  Dear  Coleridge, — A  letter  written  in  the  blood  ot 
jovr  poor  friend  would  indeed  be  of  a  nature  to  startle 
you ;  but  this  is  nought  but  harmless  red  ink,  or,  as  the 
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witty  mercantile  phrase  hath  it,  clerk's  blood.  Hang 
*ein  I  my  brain,  skin,  flesh,  bone,  carcass,  soul,  time  is 
all  theirs.      The  Royal  Exchange,  Gresham's  Folly, 

hath  mq  body  and  spirit.    I  admire  some  of 's  Unas 

on  you,  and  I  admire  your  postponing  reading  them. 
He  is  a  sad  tattler,  but  this  is  under  the  rose.  Twenty 
years  ago  he  estranged  one  friend  from  me  quite,  whom 
I  have  been  regretting,  but  never  could  regain  since  ; 
he  almost  alienated  you  also  from  me,  or  me  from  you, 
I  don't  know  which.  But  that  breach  is  closed.  The 
dreary  sea  is  filled  up.  He  has  lately  been  at  work 
*  telling  again,'  as  they  call  it,  a  most  gratuitous  piece 
of  mischief,  and  has  caused  a  coolness  betwixt  me  and  a 
(not  friend  exactly,  but)  intimate  acquaintance.  I  sus- 
pect also,  he  saps  Manning's  faith  in  me,  who  am  to 
Manning  more  than  an  acquaintance.  Still  I  like  his 
writing  verses  about  you.  Will  your  kind  host  and 
hostess  give  us  a  dinner  next  Simday,  and  better  still, 
not.  expect  u%  if  the  weather  is  very  bad.  Why  you 
should  refrise  twenty  guineas  per  sheet  for  Blackwood's 
or  any  ojbher  magazine  passes  my  poor  comprehension. 
But,  as  Strap  says, '  you  know  best.'  I  have  no  quarrel 
with  you  about  pneprandial  avocations,  so  don't  imag- 
ine one.  That  Manchester  sonnet  *  I  think  very  likely 
is  Capel  Lofft's.  Another  sonnet  appeared  with  the 
same  initials  in  the  same  paper,  which  turned  out  to 

be  P 's.     What  do  the  rascals  mean  ?     Am  I  to 

have  the  fathering  of  what  idle  rhymes  every  beggarly 
poetaster  pours  forth  1  Who  put  your  marine  sonnet 
'  about  Browne '  into  '  Blackwood '  ?  I  did  not.  So 
BO  more  till  we  meet. 

"  Ever  yours,  C.  L." 

A  foimet  in  "  Blackwood,"  dated  Manchester,  and  signed  (X  L. 
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The  following  letter  (of  postmark  1822)  is  addresRed 
to  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  when  Miss  Wordsworth 
was  yisiting  her  brother,  Dr.  Wordsworth. 


TO  MISS  WORDSWORTH. 

"  Mary  perfectJy  approves  of  the  appropriation  of 

the  featherB^  and  wishes  them  peacock's  for  your  fair 

niece's  sake. 

•*i82a. 

"  Dear  Miss  Wordsworth,  —  I  had  just  written  the 

above  endearing  words  when  M tapped  me  on  the 

shoulder  with  an  invitation  to  cold  goose-pie,  which 
I  was  not  bird  of  that  sort  enough  to  decline.    Mrs. 

M ,  I  am  most  happy  to  say,  is  better.     Mary  has 

been  tormented  with  a  rheumatism,  which  is  leaving 
her.  I  am  suffering  from  the  festivities  of  the  season. 
I  wonder  how  mv  misused  carcass  holds  it  out.  I  have 
played  the  experimental ,  philosopher  on  it,  that's  cer- 
tain. Willy  *  shall  be  welcome  to  a  mince-pie,  and  a 
bout  at  commerce  whenever  he  comes.  He  was  in  our 
eye.     I  am  glad  you  liked  my  new  year's  speculations ;  % 

everybody  likes  them,  except  the  author  of  the  *  Pleas- 
ures of  Hope.'  Disappointment  attend  him  1  How  I 
like  to  be  liked,  and  what  /  cfo  to  be  likod !  They 
flatter  me  in  magazines,  newspapers,  and  all  the  minor 
reviews ;  the  Quarterlies  hold  aloof.  But  they  must 
come  into  it  in  time,  or  their  leaves  be  waste  paper. 
Salute  Trinity  Library  in  my  name.  Two  special 
things  are  worth  seeing  at  Cambridge,  a  portrait  of 
Cromwell,  at  Sydney,  and  a  better  of  Dr.  Harvey, 
(who  found  out  that  blood  was  red,)  at  Dr.  Davy's , 

*  Mr.  Wordsworth*8  second  son,  then  at  the  Charterhouse. 
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yon  should  see  them.  Coleridge  is  pretty  well ;  I  have 
not  seen  him,  bnt  hear  often  of  him  from  Allsop,  who 
sends  me  hares  and  pheasants  twice  a  week ;  I  can 
hardly  take  so  fast  as  he  gives.  I  have  almost  forgot- 
ten butcher's  meat,  as  plebeian.  Are  yon  not  glad  the 
cold  is  gone  ?  I  find  winters  not  so  agreeable  as  they 
used  to  be  *when  winter  bleak  had  charms  for  me.* 
I  caimot  conjure  up  a  kind  similitude  for  those  snowy 
flakes.     Let  them  keep  to  twelfth  cakes  I 

"  Mrs.  P ,  our  Cambridge  friend,  has  been  in 

town.     You  do  not  know  the  W 's  in  Trumping 

ton  Street.  They  are  capital  people.  Ask  anybody 
you  meet  who  is  the  biggest  woman  in  Cambridge,  and 

I'll  hold  you  a  wager  they'll  say  Mrs. ;  she  broke 

down  two  benches  in  Trinity  gardens,  one  on  the  con- 
fines  of  St.  John's,  which  occasioned  a  litigation  be- 
tween the  Societies  as  to  repairing  it.  In  warm 
weather,  she  retires  into  an  ice-cellar  (literally  I),  and 
dates  the  returns  of  the  years  fcom  a  hot  Thursday 
some  twenty  years  back.  She  sits  in  a  room  with  op> 
posite  doors  and  windows,  to  let  in  a  thorough  draught, 
which  gives  her  slenderer  friends  toothaches.  She  is 
to  be  seen  in  the  market  every  morning  at  ten,  cheap- 
ening fowls,  which  I  observe  the  Cambridge  poulterers 
are  not  sufficiently  carefiil  to  stump. 

**  Having  now  answered  most  of  the  points  contained 
in  your  letter,  let  me  end  with  assuring  you  of  our  very 
best  kindness,  and  excuse  Mary  for  not  handling  the 
pen  on  this  occasion,  especially  as  it  has  fallen  into 
80  much  better  hands !  Will  Dr.  W.  accept  of  my 
respects  at  the  end  of  a  foolish  letter  ? 

"  C.  L.'* 
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The  foQowing  letter  to  Mr.  Walter  Wflson,  who 
composing  a  ^^  Life  of  De  Foe,"  in  reply  to  inquiries  on 
various  points  of  the  great  novelist's  history,  is  dated 
24th  Feb.,  1828. 


TO  MR.  WALTER  WILSON. 

*'  Dear  W.,  —  I  write  that  you  may  not  think  me 
neglectful,  not  that  I  have  anything  to  say.  In  answer 
to  your  questions,  it  was  at  your  house  I  saw  an  edition 
of  ^  Roxana,'  the  pre&ce  to  which  stated  that  the  author 
had  left  out  all  that  part  of  it  which  relaUsd  to  Roxana's 
daughter  persisting  in  imagining  herself  to  be  so,  in 
spite  of  tlie  mother's  denial,  from  certain  hints  she  had 
picked  up,  and  throwing  herself  continually  in  her 
mother's  way  (as  Savage  is  said  to  have  done  in  the 
way  of  his,  piying  in  at  windows  to  get  a  glimpse  of 
her),  and  tliat  it  was  by  advice  of  Southern,  who  ob* 
jected  to  the  circumstances  as  being  untrue,  when  the 
rest  of  the  story  was  founded  on  £u;t ;  which  shows  S. 
to  have  been  a  stupid-ish  fellow.  The  incidf^nts  so  re- 
semble Savage's  story,  that  I  taxed  Godwin  with  tak- 
ing Falkner  from  his  life  by  Dr.  Johnson.  You  should 
have  the  edition  (if  you  have  not  parted  with  it),  for 
I  saw  it  never  but  at  your  place  at  the  Mews'  Gate, 
nor  did  I  then  read  it  to  compare  it  with  my  own ; 
only  I  know  the  daughter's  curiosity  is  the  best  part  of 
my  ^  Roxana.'  The  prologue  you  speak  of  was  mine, 
and  so  named,  but  not  worth  much.  You  ask  me  for 
two  or  three  pages  of  verse.  I  have  not  written  so 
much  since  you  knew  me.  I  am  altogether  prosaic. 
Maybe  I  may  touch  off  a  sonnet  in  time.  I  do  not 
prefer  '  Colonel  Jack '  to  either  ^  Robinson  Crusoe '  or 


LBTTKB  TO  WILSON.  26$ 

fii:>xana/  I  only  spoke  of  the  beginning  of  it,  his 
childish  history.  The  rest  is  poor.  I  do  not  know 
anywhere  any  good  character  of  De  Foe  besides  what 
you  mention.*  I  do  not  know  tliat  Swift  mentions 
him;  Pope  does.  I  forget  if  D'Israeli  has.  Dunlop 
I  think  has  nothing  of  him.  He  is  quite  new  ground^ 
and  scarce  known  beyond  ^  Crusoe.'  I  do  not  know 
who  wrote  *  Quarl.'  I  never  thought  of  '  Quarl '  as 
having  an  autlior.  It  is  a  poor  imitation  ;  the  monkey 
is  the  best  in  it,  and  his  pretty  dishes  made  of  shells* 
Do  you  know  the  paper  in  the  ^  Englishman '  by  Sir 
Richard  Steele,  giving  an  account  of  Selkirk  ?  It  is 
admirable,  and  has  all  the  germs  of  |  Crusoe.'  You 
must  quote  it  entire.  Captain  G.  Carleton  wrote  his 
ovm  memoirs ;  they  are  about  Lord  Peterborough's 
campaign  in  Spain,  and  a  good  book.  ^  Puzzelli '  puz- 
zles me,  and  I  am  in  a  cloud  about  ^Donald  M'Leod.' 
I  never  heard  of  them  ;  so  you  see,  my  dear  Wilson, 
what  poor  assistances  I  can  give  in  the  way  of  informa- 
tion. I  wish  your  book  out,  for  I  shall  like  to  see  any- 
thing about  De  Foe  or  from  you. 

"  Your  old  friend,  0.  Lamb* 

**  From  my  and  your  old  compound." 

.  The  following  is  the  fragment  of  a  letter  addressed 
m  the  beginning  of  1828  to  Miss  Hutchinson  at  Rams- 
gate,  whither  she  had  gone  with  an  invalid  relative. 

*  Those  who  wish  to  read  an  admirable  character  of  De  Foe,  associated 
with  tbn  most  valuable  information  respectinj;  his  personal  history,  should 
revert  tc  an  article  in  the  "'  Edinbnrgh  Review,"  on  De  Foe,  attributed  to 
the  author  of  the  '*  Lives  of  the  Statesmen  of  the  Commonwealth/*  and 
jf  the  delightful  **  Biography  of  Oliver  Goldsmith/'  almost  as  channing  a« 
Hi  snlgect 
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TO  MISS  HUTCHIKSON. 

"  AprD  aSth,  19XL 

**Dear  Miss  H.,  —  It  gives  me  great  pleasure  (the 
letter  now  begins)    to  hear  that  yon  got  down  so 

smoothly,  and  that  Mrs.  M 's  spirits  are  so  good 

and  enterprising.  It  shows,  whatever  her  posture  may 
be,  that  her  mind  at  least  is  not  supine.  I  hope  the 
excursion  will  enable  the  former  to  keep  pace  with  its 
outstripping  neighbor.  Pray  present  our  kindest  wishes 
to  her  and  all ;  (that  sentence  should  properly  have 
come  into  the  Postscript,  but  we  airy  mercurial  spirits^ 
there  is  no  keepjng  us  in.)  ^  Time '  (as  was  said  of 
one  of  us)  '  toils  after  us  in  vain/  I  am  afraid  our 
co-visit  with  Coleridge  was  a  dream^  I  shall  not  get 
away  before  the  end  (or  middle)  of  June,  and  then 
you  will  be  frog-hopping  at  Boulogne ;  and  besides,  I 
think  the  Gilmans  would  scarce  trust  him  with  us; 
I  have  a  malicious  knack  at  cutting  of  apron-strings. 
The  Saints'  days  you  speak  of  have  long  since  fled  to 
heaven,  with  Astrasa,  and  the  cold  piety  of  the  age  lacks 
fervor  to  recall  them;  only  Peter  left  his  key  —  the 
iron  one  of  the  two  that  ^  shuts  amain '  —  and  that  is 
the  reason  I  am  locked  up.  Meanwhile  of  afternoons 
we  pick  up  primroses  at  Dalston,  and  Mary  corrects  me 
when  I  call  'em  cowslips.     Grod  bless  you  all,  and  pray, 

remember  me  euphoniously  to  Mr.  G .     That  Lee 

Priory  must  be  a  dainty  bower.  Is  it  built  of  flints  ?  — - 
and  does  it  stand  at  Kingsgate  ?  " 

In  this  year,  Lamb  made  his  greatest  essay  in  hous» 
keeping,  by  occupying  Colebrook  Cottage  at  Islington, 
on  the  banks  of  his  beloved  New  River.     There  oo 
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carred  the  immersion  of  George  Dyer  at  noontide, 
which  supplies  the  subject  of  one  of  "  The  Last  Es- 
says of  Elia;"  and  which  is  veritably  related  in  the 
following  letter  of  Lamb,  which  is  curious,  as  contain* 
ing  the  germ  of  that  delightful  article,  and  the  first 
sketches  of  the  Brandy-and- Water  Doctor  therein  oel 
ebrated  as  miraculous. 


TO  MRS.  HAZLITT. 

*<  Noyember,  1828. 

"  Dear  Mrs.  H.,  —  Sitting  down  to  write  a  letter  is 
such  a  painful  operation  to  Mary,  that  you  must  accept 
me  as  her  proxy.  You  have  seen  our  house.  What 
I  now  tell  you  is  literally  true.  Yesterday  week, 
George  Dyer  called  upon  us,  at  one  o'clock  (bright 
noonday^^  on  his  way  to  dine  with  Mrs.  Barbauld,  at 
Kewington.  He  sat  with  Mary  about  half  an  hour, 
and  took  leave.  The  maid  saw  him  go  out,  from  her 
kitchen-window,  but  suddenly  losing  sight  of  him,  ran 
up  in  a  fi'ight  to  Mary.  G.  D.,  instead  of  keeping  the 
slip  that  leads  to  the  gate,  had  deliberately,  staff  in 
hand,  in  broad  open  day,  marched  into  the  New  River. 
He  had  not  his  spectacles  on,  and  you  know  his  absence. 
Who  helped  him  out,  they  can  hardly  tell,  but  between 
'em  they  got  him  out,  drenched  thro'  and  thro'.  A 
mob  collected  by  that  time,  and  accompanied  him  in. 
•  Send  for  the  Doctor  1 '  they  said  :  and  a  one-eyed  fel- 
low, dirty  and  drunk,  was  fetched  from  the  pubUc- 
house  at  the  end,  Where  it  seems  he  lurks,  for  the  sake 
of  picking  up  water-practice ;  having  formerly  had  a 
medal  from  the  Humane  Society  for  some,  rescue.  By 
bis  advice,  the  patient  was  put  between  blankets ;  and 


H 


■"H 
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when  I  came  home  at  four,  to  dinner,  I  found  G.  D* 
*4wd,  luid  iwiBg^  light-faauM,  with  die  facMidymd- 

water  which  the  doctor  had  administered.  He  snng, 
laughed,  whimpered,  screamed,  babbled  of  guardian  an- 
gels, would  get  up  and  go  home ;  but  we  kept  him 
there  by  force ;  and  by  next  morning  he  departed 
sobered,  and  seems  to  have  received  no  injury.  All 
my  friends  are  open-mouthed  about  having  paling  be- 
fore the  river,  but  I  cannot  see,  because  an  absent^  man 
chooses  to  walk  into  a  river,  with  his  eyes  open,  at  mid- 
day, I  am  any  the  more  likely  to  be  drowned  in  it, 
coming  home  at  midnight. 

*^I  have  had  the  honor  of  dining  at  the  Mansion 
House,  on  Thursday  last,  by  special  card  from  tha 
Lord  Mayor,  who  never  saw  my  &ce^  nor  I  his ;  and 
all  fit)m  being  a  writer  in  a  magazine  I  The  dinner 
costly,  served  on  massy  plate,  champagne,  pines,  &c. ; 
forty-seven  present,  among  whom,  the  Chairman,  and 
two  other  directors  of  the  India  Company.  There's 
for  you  I  and  got  away  pretty  sober  I  Quite  saved  my 
credit! 

*'  We  continue  to  like  our  house  prodigiously.  Our 
kind  remembrances  to  you  and  yours.  —  Yours  truly, 

"C.  Lamb. 

^^I  am  pleased  that  H.  liked  my  letter  to  the 
Laureate." 

Requested  by  the  Quaker  Poet,  to  advise  him  on  a 
proposal  for  appropriating  a  large  suni  of  money  raised 
by  a  few  admiring  friends  to  his  comfort  in  advancing 
years.  Lamb  gave  his  wise  and  genial  judgment  in  the 
following  letter 
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TO  BERKAHD  BABTON. 

«  Maroh  24th,  1824. 

*'  Dear  B.  B.,  —  I  hasten  to  say  that  if  my  opinion 
can  strengthen  you  in  your  choice,  it  is  decisive  for 
your  acceptance  of  what  has  been  so  handsomely 
offer'd.  I  can  see  nothing  injurious  to  your  most 
honorable  sense.  Think  that  you  are  called  to  a  poeti- 
cal Ministry — nothing  worse — the  Minister  is  worthy 
of  the  hire.  —  The  only  objection  I  feel  is  founded  on 
a  fear  that  the  acceptance  may  be  a  temptation  to  you 
to  let  fall  the  bone  (hard  as  it  is)  which  is  in  your 
mouth  and  must  afford  tolerable  pickings,  for  the 
shadow  of  independence.  You  cannot  propose  to  be- 
come independent  on  what  the  low  state  of  interest 
could  afford  you  from  such  a  principal  as  you  mention  ; 
!  and  the  most  graceftd  excuse  for  the  acceptance,  would 

be,  that  it  left  you  free  to  your  voluntary  functions. 
That  is  the  less  Ught  part  of  the  scruple.  It  has  no 
darker  shade.  I  put  in  darker^  because  of  the  ambigu- 
ity of  the  word  light,  which  Donne,  in  his  admirable 
poem  on  the  Metempsychosis,  has  so  ingeniously  illus- 
trated in  his  invocation  — 

IS  12 

I  *  Make  my  dark  heavy  poem,  Uffht  and  Ugkty* 

I  where  the  two  senses  of  Ught  are  opposed  to  different 

i  opposites.     A  trifling  ^criticism.  —  I  can  see  no  reason 

for  any  scruple  then  but  what  arises  from  your  own 

interest;  which  is  in  your  own  power  of  course  to 

solve.     K  you  still  have  doubts,  read  over  Sanderson's 

'  Cases  of  Conscience,'  and  Jeremy  Taylor's  *  Ductor 

Dubitantium,'  the  first  a  moderate  octavo,  the  latter  a 

folio  of  900  close  pages,  and  when  you  have  thoroughly 
VOL.  n.  18 
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digested  the  admirable  reasons  pro  and  con  which  they 
give  for  every  possible  case,  you  will  be  — jast  as  wise 
as  when  you  began.  Every  man  is  his  own  b^ 
Casuist;  and  after  all,  as  Ephraim  Smooth  in  tne 
pleasant  comedy  of  *  Wild  Oats '  has  it,  *  there  is  no 
harm  in  a  Guinea.'     A  fortiori,  there  is  less  in  2000. 

^^  I  therefore  most  sincerely  congratulate  with  you, 
excepting  so  iar  as  excepted  above.  If  you  have  fair 
prospects  of  adding  to  the  principal,,  cut  the  Bank ;  but 
in  either  case  do  not  refuse  an  honest  Service.  Your 
lieart  tells  you  it  is  not  offered  to  bribe  yon  Jram  any 
duty,  but  to  a  duty  which  you  feel  to  be  your  vocation. 
Farewell  heartily.  C.  L." 

The  following,  with  its  grotesque  sketches,  is  ad- 
di'essed  also 


TO  BERNARD   BARTON. 

M  December  Ist,  18S4. 

"  Dear  B.  B.,  —  If  Mr.  Mitford  will  send  me  a  full 
and  circumstantial  description  of  his  desired  vases,  I 
will  transmit  the  same  to  a  gentleman  resident  at 
Canton,  whom  I  think  I  have  interest  enough  in  to 
take  the  proper  care  for  their  execution.  But  Mr.  M. 
must  have  patience.  China  is  a  great  way  off,  further 
perhaps  than  he  thinks ;  and  his  next  year's  roses 
must  be  content  to  wither  in  a  Wedgwood  pot.  He 
will  please  to  say  whether  he  should  like  his  Arms 
upon  them,  &c.  I  send  herewith  some  patterns  which 
suggest  themselves  to  me  at  the  first  blush  of  the  sub- 
ject, but  he  will  probably  consult  his  own  taste  aflar 
all. 
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^  The  last  pattern  is  obviously  fitted  for  rannnculusea 
onlj.  The  two  former  may  indifferently  hold  daisies, 
marjoram,  sweet-williams,  and  that  sort*     My  friend  in 


Canton  is  Inspector  of  Teas,  his  naime  is  Ball ;  and  I 
can  think  of  no  better  tunneL  I  shall  expect  Mr.  M/s 
decision. 

**  Taylor  and  Hessey  finding  their  magazine  goes  off 
very  heavily  at  2».  6rf.  are  pmdently  going  to  raise 
their  price  another  shilling ;  and  having  already  more 
authors  than  they  want,  intend  to  increase  the  number 
of  them.  If  they  set  up  against  the  *  New  Monthly,' 
they  must  change  their  present  hands.  It  is  not  tying 
the  dead  carcass  of  a  Review  to  a  half-dead  Magazine 
will  do  tlieir  business.  It  is  like  G.  D.  multiplying  his 
volumes  to  make  'em  sell  better.  When  he  finds  one 
will  not  go  off,  he  publishes  two ;  two  stick,  he  tries 
three ;  three  hang  fire,  he  is  confident  that  four  will 
have  a  better  chance.  C.  L." 

The  following  letter  to  Miss  Hutchinson,  at  Tor- 
quay, refers  to  some  of  Lamb's  later  articles,  published 
in  the  ^^  London  Magazine,"  which,  in  extending  its 
size  and  pretensions  to  a  three-and-sixpenny  miscel- 
lany, had  lost  much  of  its  spirit.  He  exults,  however, 
in  his  veracious  *^  Memoir  of  Liston  I " 
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TO  MISS  HUTCHINSON. 

^  The  brevity  of  this  is  owing  to  scratching  it  off  at 
my  desk  amid  expected  interruptions.  By  habit,  I  can 
write  letters  only  at  office. 

"  Dear  Miss  H.,  —  Thank  you  for  a  noble  goose, 
which  wanted  only  the  massive  incrustation  that  we 
used  to  pickaxe  pen,  about  this  season,  in  old  Gloster 
Place.  When  shall  we  eat  another  goose-pie  together? 
The  pheasant,  too,  must  not  be  forgotten ;  twice  as  big, 
and  half  as  good  as  a  partridge.  You  ask  about  the 
editor  of  the  '  London ' ;  I  know  of  none.  Tliis  first 
specimen  is  fiat  and  pert  enough  to  justify  subscribers 
who  grudge  at  t'other  shilling.  De  Quincy's  ^Pais 
ody '  was  Submitted  to  him  before  printed,  and  had 
his  JProbatum*  The  '  Horns '  is  in  a  poor  taste,  re* 
sembling  the  most  labored  papers  in  the  *  Spectator.' 
I  had  signed  it '  Jack  Homer ' ;  but  Taylor  and  Hessey 
said  it  would  be  thought  an  offensive  article,  unless  I 
put  my  known  signature  to  it,  and  wrung  from  me  my 
slow  consent.  But  did  you  read  the  '  Memoir  of  Lis- 
ton '  ?  —  and  did  you  guess  whose  it  was  ?  Of  all  the 
lies  I  ever  put  off,  I  value  this  most.  It  is  firom  top  to 
toe,  every  paragraph,  pure  invention,  and  has  passed 
for  gospel;  has  been  republished  in  newspapers,  and 
in  the  penny  play-bills  of  the  night,  as  an  authentic 

*  Mr.  Do  Quinoy  had  commeDced  a  teriet  of  letters  in  the  **  Londoa 
Magazine/*  ^To  a  Yoang  Man  whose  education  has  been  neglected/' 
as  a  vehicle  for  conyeying  miscellaneous  information  in  his  admiraMa 
■tyle.  Upon  this  hint  Lamb,  with  the  assent  which  Mr.  De  Qainc/ 
oonld  well  afford  to  give,  contributed  a  parody  on  the  scheme,  ic  **  A 
Letter  to  an  Old  Gentleman  whose  edncation  has  been  neglected.'* 
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account.  I  shall  certainly  go  to  the  naughty  man  some 
day  for  my  fibbings.  In  the  next  number  I  figure  as  a 
theologian  I  and  have  attacked  my  late  brethren,  the 
Unitarians.  What  Jack  Pudding  tricks  I  shall  play 
next,  I  know  not ;  I  am  almost  at  the  end  of  my  tether. 
Coleridge  is  quite  blooming,  but  his  book  has  not 
budded  yet.  I  hope  I  have  spelt  Torquay  right  now, 
and  that  this  will  find  you  all  mending,  and  looking  for- 
ward to  a  London  flight  with  the  Spring.  Winter,  we 
bare  had  none,  but  plenty  of  foul  weather.  I  have 
lately  picked  up  an  epigram  which  pleased  me— 

" '  Two  noble  earls,  whom  If  I  quote, 
Some  folks  might  call  me  simier. 
The  one  Invented  half  a  ooat, 
The  other  half  a  dinner* 

The  plan  was  good,  as  some  will  saj. 

And  fitted  to  console  one  ; 
Because,  In  this  poor  starving  daj, 

Few  can  afford  a  whole  one.* 

^^  I  have  made  the  lame  one  still  lamer  by  imperfect 
memory ;  but  spite  of  bald  diction,  a  little  done  to  it 
might  improve  it  into  a  good  one.  Tou  have  nothing 
else  to  do  at  Torquay.  Suppose  you  try  it.  Well,  God 
bless  you  all,  as  wishes  Mary  most  sincerely,  with  many 
thanks  for  letter,  &c.  Elia." 

The  first  dawning  hope  of  LamVs  emancipation 
£rom  the  India  House  is  suggested  in  the  following 
note  to  Manning,  proposing  a  visit,  in  which  he  refers 
to  a  certificate  of  non-capacity  for  hard  desk-WQr&, 
(pven  by  a  medical  friend. 
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TO  MB.  MANNING. 

**  Mj  dear  M.  —  You  might  have  come  inoppof- 
tanely  a  week  since,  when  we  had  an  inmate.  At 
present  and  for  as  long  as  eoer  you  like,  our  castle  is 

at  your  service.     I  saw  T yesternight,  who  has 

done  for  me  what  may 

'  To  all  my  nights  and  days  to  come, 
Give  solely  sovran  sway  and  masterdom.' 

But  I  dare  not  hope  for  fear  of  disappointment.  I  can- 
not be  more  explicit  at  present.  But  I  have  it  under 
his  own  hand,  that  I  am  9u>9^-capacitated,  (I  cannot 
write  it  ivr^  for  business.  O  joyous  imbecility  I  Not 
a  susuration  of  this  to  anybody! 

"  Mary's  love.  C.  Lamb.** 

a 

The  dream  was  realized  —  in  April,  1825,  the 
**  world-wearied   clerk  "    went   home   forever  —  with 

■ 

what  delight  has  been  told  in  the  elaborate  raptures  : 

of  his  **  Superannuated  Man,"  and  in  the  letters  al-  ^ 

ready  published.     The  following  may  be  now  added  \ 

to  these,  illucidatlve  of  his  too  brief  raptures.  \ 


TO  MB.  WOBDSWOBTH. 

"  Dear  W.  —  I  write  post-haste  to  insure  a  frank. 
Thanks  for  your  hearty  congratulations  I  I  may  now 
date  from  the  sixth  week  of  my  *  Hegira,  or  Flight 
from  Leadenhall.'  I  have  lived  so  much  in  it,  that  a 
summer  seems  already  past ;  and  'tis  but  early  May 
yet  with  you  and  other  people.  How  I  look  down  on 
the  slaves  and  drudges  of  the  world  I  Its  inhabitants 
are  a  vast  cotton* web  of  spin-spin-spinners  I     O  the 
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marking  cares !     O  the  money-grubbers  1     Sempiterna] 
muckworms ! 

"  Your  Virgil  I  have  lost  sight  of,  but  suspect  it  is 
in  the  hands  of  Sir  G.  Beaumont ;  I  think  that  circum- 
stance made  me  shy  of  procuring  it  before.  Will  you 
write  to  him  about  it  ?  —  and  your  commands  shall  be 
obeyed  to  a  tittle. 

"  Coleridge  has  just  finished  his  prize  Essay,  by  which, 
if  it  get  the  prize,  he'll  touch  an  additional  lOOZ.  I  fan- 
cy. His  book,  too,  ('  Commentary  on  Bishop  Leigh- 
ton,')  is  quite  finished,  and  penes  Taylor  and  Hessey. 

"  In  the  '  London,'  which  is  just  out  (1st  May),  are 
two  papers  entitled  the  '  Superannuated  Man,'  which 
I  wish  you  to  see ;  and  also,  1st  April,  a  little  thing 

called   ^Barbara  S ,'  a  story   gleaned  fi-om   Miss 

Kelly.     The  L.  M.,  if  you  can  get  it,  will  save  my  en- 
largement upon  the  topic  of  my  manumission. 

"I  must  scribble  to  make  up  my  hiatus  crumence; 
•  for  there  are  so  many  ways,  pious  and  profligate,  of 
getting  idd  of  money  in  this  vast  city  and  suburbs, 
that  I  shall  miss  my  thirds.  But  couragio  !  I  de- 
spair not.  Tour  kind  hint  of  the  cottage  was  well 
thrown  out ;  an  anchorage  for  age  and  school  of  econ- 
omy, when  necessity  comes ;  but  without  this  latter,  I 
have  an  unconquerable  terror  of  changing  place.  It 
does  not  agree  with  us.  I  say  it  from  conviction ;  else 
I  do  sometimes  ruralize  in  fancy. 

*'  Some  d — d  people  are  come  in,  and  I  must  finish 
abruptly.  By  d— d,  I  only  mean  deuced.  'Tis  these 
suitors  of  Penelope  that  make  it  necessary  to  author* 
ize  a  little  for  gin  and  mutton,  and  such  trifles. 

•*  Excuse  my  abortive  scribble. 

**  Yours,  not  in  more  haste  than  heart,     C.  L/* 
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**  Love  and  recollects  to  all  the  Wms.,  Doras, 
round  your  Wrekin. 

"  Mary  is  capitally  well.     Do  write  to  Sir  G.  B.,  for 
T  am  ahyish  of  applying  to  him." 


CHAPTER  VIIL 

[1825  to  1884.] 
LBTTERS  OV  LAMB'S  LAST  TEABS. 

How  imperfectly  the  emancipation,  so  rapturouslj 
liailed,  fulfilled  its  promises ;  how  Lamh  left  Islington 
for  Enfield,  and  there,  after  a  while,  subsided  into  a 
lodger;  and  how,  at  last,  he  settled  at  Edmonton  to  die, 
sufficiently  appear  in  the  former  series  of  his  letters. 
Those  which  occupy  tliis  chapter,  scattered  through 
nine  years,  have  either  been  subsequently  communi* 
cated  by  the  kindness  of  the  possessors,  or  were  omit- 
ted for  some  personal  reason  which  has  lost  its  force  in 
time.  The  following,  addressed  in  1829  to  the  Edi- 
tor, on  occasion  of  his  giving  to  a  cliild  the  name  of 
"  Charles  Lamb,"  though  withheld  from  an  indispo- 
sition to  intrude  matters  so  personal  to  himself  on  the 
reader,  may  now,  on  his  taking  farewell  of  the  subject, 
find  its  place. 

TO  MR.  TALFOURD. 

*'  Dear  Talfourd,  —  You  could  not  have  told  me  of 
a  more  fiiendly  thing  than  you  have  been  doing.  I  am 
proud  of  my  namesake.     I  shall  take  care  never  to  do 
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any  dirty  action,  pick  pockets,  or  anyhow  get  my* 
i»lf  hanged,  for  fear  of  reflecting  ignominy  upon  jom 
young  Chrisom.  I  have  now  a  motive  to  be  good.  I 
shall  not  (mmis  moriar;  —  my  name  borne  down  the 
black  gulf  of  oblivion. 

"  I  shall  survive  in  eleven  letters,  five  more  than 
Caesar.  Possibly  I  shall  come  to  be  knighted,  or  more  I 
Sir  C.  L.  Talfourd,  Bart.  I 

"  Yet  hath  it  an  authorish  twang  with  it,  which  will 
wear  out  with  my  name  for  poetry.  Give  him  a  smile 
from  me  till  I  see  him.  If  you  do  not  drop  down  be- 
fore, some  day  in  the  week  after  next  I  will  come  and 
take  one  night's  lodging  with  you,  if  convenient,  before 
you  go  hence.  You  shall  name  it.  We  are  in  town 
to-morrow  ftpeciali  ffratid^  but  by  no  arrangement  can 
get  up  near  you. 

**  Believe  us  both,  with  greatest  regards,  yours  and 
Mrs.  Talfourd's. 

«  Chakles  Lamb-Philo-Talfoubd, 

.  **  I  come  as  near  it  as  I  can.**  * 

*  The  child  who  bore  the  name  so  honored  hy  his  parents,  siunrived  his 
godfather  only  a  year  —  dying  at  Brighton,  whither  he  had  been  taken 
in  tiie  vain  hope  of  restoration,  on  the  8rd  December,  1886.  Will  the 
reader  forgive  the  weakness  which  prompts  the  desire,  in  this  place,  to 
link  their  memories  together,  by  inserting  a  few  verses  which,  having 
been  only  published  at  the  end  of  the  last  small  edition  of  the  Editor's 
dramas,  may  have  missed  some  of  the  friendly  eyes  fbr  which  they  wen 
written  9 

Our  fentte  GhailM  has  pass'd  awsj 
Vrom  earth'i  ihovt  bondage  flew, 
And  ]«n  to  OS  Ito  kadMi  dsj 
And  mlstpenshfoiidsd  i 


Bare,  by  the  ooeaa^  tcmosd  ild«, 
S^fMi  bonn  of  hopo  were  knswn, 

Whuiflxfl  the  triWDph  of  its  tMs 
Sosm'd  eBMB  of  oar  own 


•>-*' 


^ 
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The  following  eight  Letters,  evoked  by  LamVs  ex- 
cellent and  indefatigable  correspondent,  Barton,  speak 
for  themselves:-:^ 


TO  BERNARD  BARTON. 

**  My  dear  B.  B.,  -^  My  nervous  attack  has  so  niX' 
fitted  me  that  I  have  not  courage  to  sit  down  to  a  let- 


That  eager  Joy  the  sea-hreeM  gave, 

When  fint  It  taiaed  hk  hair, 
Sank  with  eaeh  day^s  retiiinc  wave, 

Beyond  the  reach  of  prayer. 

The  ran-bDnk  that  thronn^  diteling  mlrt, 

To  fUokertng  hope  akin, 
Lone  waTee  with  feeble  fimdneai  kki'df 

Ko  mile  M  ftint  can  win ; 

Tei  not  in  Tain  with  xadianoe  iraak 
The  heavenly  stranger  gleams — 

Not  of  the  world  It  lights  to  speak. 
Bat  tiiat  from  whence  It  streams. 

That  world  our  patient  suflSner  aonghti 

Serene  with  pitying  eyes, 
As  if  his  mooating  spirit  eaui^t 

The  wisdom  of  the  skies. 

With  boandless  love  it  looked  abroad 
For  one  bright  moment  giTon, 

Shone  with  a  loyeUneas  that  awed, 
And  qniver'd  into  HeaTen. 

A  year  made  slow  by  care  and  ioU 

Has  paced  Its'weaxy  round. 
Since  Death  enrich'd  with  kindred  spoil 

The  snow-clad,  frost-ribbed  gronnd. 

Then  Lamb,  with  whose  endearing 

Oar  boy  we  proudly  graced. 
Shrank  fitnn  the  warmth  of  sweeter 

Than  ever  bard  embraced. 

Still  *twaB  a  moarnftal  Joy  to  think 

Our  darHng  mi|^t  suppfy, 
For  yean  to  as,  a  living  Hnk, 

With  name  that  cannot  dit. 


r 


LETTEBS  TO  BABTON.  28B 

ter.  My  poor  pittance  in  the  *  London  *  you  will  see 
is  drawn  from  my  sickness.  Your  book  is  very  accept- 
able to  me,  because  most  of  it  is  new  to  me ;  but  your 
book  itself  we  cannot  thank  you  for  more  sincerely 


And  though  fuoh  fluiej  gleam  no  mon 

On  Mirthly  aonow't  night, 
Troth's  nobler  torch  nnTdls  the  short 

Whleh  lends  to  both  Its  light. 

The  nnrsling  there  that  band  maj  tako, 

None  erar  grasp'd  In  Tain, 
And  smiles  of  irell4cnown  sireetness  mka^ 

Without  their  tinge  of  pain. 

Though,  'twixt  the  chUd  and  ehUdJiks  baid 

Late  seem'd  distlnetion  vide, 
Th^  now  may  trace,  in  HeaTsn's  fsgatdt 

How  near  thej  were  allied. 

Within  the  Inlknt's  ample  brow 

Blythe  fimdee  lay  nnftirrd. 
Which  all  unemsh'd  may  open  now 

To  charm  a  sinless  world. 

Though  the  soft  spirit  of  those  ejes 
Might  ne'er  with  Lamb's  compete  — 

Ne'er  sparkle  with  a  wit  as  wisci 
Or  melt  in  tears,  as  sweet, 

The  nursling's  nnforgotten  loctk 

A  kindred  lore  reveals, 
linth  his  who  never  fHend  flirsook, 

Or  hurt  a  thing  that  fbels. 

In  thought  profound,  in  wildest  |^M^ 
In  sorrow's  lengthening  range. 

His  guileless  soul  of  Infimcy 
Endured  no  spot  or  change. 


tiom  traits  of  each  our  lore 
Vor  comfort  nobler  scope ; 

While  light  which  childlike  genius 
Gonflrms  the  inlkufs  hope : 


And  In  that  hope  with  sweetness  firaui^ 

Be  aching  hearts  b^n^ll^d. 
To  blend  in  one  delightftil  thought 

The  Poet  and  the  Child: 
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than  for  the  introdacdon  yon  &vored  ns  with  to  Anne 
Knight.  Now  cannot  I  write  Mrs.  Anne  Knight  for 
the  life  of  me.  She  is  a  very  pleas—,  but  I  won't 
write  all  we  have  said  of  her  so  often  to  ourselves,  be- 
cause I  suspect  you  would  read  it  to  her.  Only  give 
my  sister's  and  my  kindest  rememhranceB  to  her,  and 
how  glad  we  are  we  can  say  that  word.  If  ever  she 
come  to  Southwark  again,  I  count  upon  another  pleas- 
ant Bridge  walk  with  her.  Tell  her,  I  got  home,  time 
for  a  rubber ;  but  poor  Tryphena  will  not  imderstand 
that  phrase  of  the  worldlings. 

"  I  am  hardly  able  to  appreciate  your  volume  now ; 
but  I  liked  the  dedication  much,  and  the  apology  for 
your  bald  burying  grounds.  To  Shelley,  but  that  is 
not  new.  To  the  young  vesper-singer,  Great  Bealings, 
Playford,  and  what  not  ? 

^*  If  there  be  a  cavil,  it  is  that  tiie  topics  of  religious 
consolation,  however  beautiftil,  are  repeated  till  a  sort 
of  triteness  attends  them.  It  seems  as  if  you  were  for- 
ever losing  friends'  children  by  death,  snd  reminding 
their  parents  of  the  Resurrection.  Do  children  die  so 
often,  and  so  good  in  your  parts?  The  topic  taken 
from  the  consideration  that  they  are  snatched  away 
from  possible  vanities^  seems  hardly  sound ;  for  to  an 
Omniscient  eye  their  conditional  failings  must  be  one 
with  their  actual ;  but  I  am  too  unwell  for  theology. 

*'  Such  as  I  am, 
**  I  am  yours  and  A.  K.'s  truly, 

"  0.  Lamb/' 


LETTERS  TO  BABTON.  285 

TO  BERNARD  BARTON. 

**  August  10th,  1826. 

'*  We  shall  be  soon  again  at  Colebrook 

"Dear  B.  B.,  —  You  must  excuse  my  not  writing 
before,  when  I  tell  you  we  are  on  a  visit  at  Enfield, 
where  I  do  not  feel  it  natural  to  sit  down  to  a  letter. 
It  is  at  all  times  an  exertion.  I  had  rather  talk  with 
you,  and  Anne  Knight,  quietly  at  Colebrook  Lodge, 
over  the  matter  of  your  last.  You  mistake  me  when 
you  express  misgivings  about  my  relishing  a  series  of 
scriptural  poems.  I  wrote  confusedly  ;  what  I  meant 
to  say  was,  that  one  or  two  consolatory  poems  on 
deaths  would  have  had  a  more  condensed  effect  than 
many.  Scriptural  —  devotional  topics  —  admit  of  infi- 
nite variety.  So  far  firom  poetry  tiring  me  because  re- 
ligious, I  can  read,  and  I  say  it  seriously,  the  homely 
old  version  of  the  Psalms  in  our  Prayer-books  for  an 
hour  or  two  together  sometimes  without  sense  of  weari- 
ness. 

"  I  did  not  express  myself  clearly  about  what  I  think 
a  false  topic  insisted  on  so  frequently  in  consolatory 
addresses  on  the  death  of  infants.  I  know  something 
like  it  is  in  Scripture,  but  I  think  humanly  spoken.  It 
is  a  natural  thought,  a  sweet  fallacy  to  the  survivors  — 
but  still  a  fiJlacy.  If  it  stands  on  the  doctrine  of  this 
being  a  probationary  state,  it  is  liable  to  this  dilemma. 
Omniscience,  to  whom  possibility  must  be  clear  as  act, 
a  list  know  of  the  child,  what  it  would  hereafter  turn 
out :  if  good,  then  the  topic  is  false  to  say  it  is  secured 
from  falling  into  future  wilfiilness,  vice,  &c.  If  bad,  I 
do  not  see  how  its  exemption  fi:om  certain  fiiture  oveil 
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acts,  by  being  snatched  away  at  all  tells  in  its  &Tor. 
You  stop  the  arm  of  a  murderer,  or  arrest  the  finger 
of  a  pickpurse,  but  is  not  the  guilt  incurred  as  much 
by  the  intent  as  if  never  so  much  acted  ?  Why  chil- 
dren are  hurried  off,  and  old  reprobates  of  a  hundred 
left,  whose  trial  humanly  we  may  think  was  complete 
at  fifty,  is  among  the  obscurities  of  providence.  The 
very  notion  of  a  state  of  probation  has  darkness  in  it. 
The  All-knower  has  no  need  of  satisfying  his  eyes  by 
seeing  what  we  will  do,  when  he  knows  before  what 
we  will  do.  Methinks  we  might  be  condemned  before 
commission.  In  tliese  things  we  grope  and  flounder, 
and  if  we  can  pick  up  a  little  human  comfort  that  die 
child  taken  is  snatch'd  ft*om  vice  (no  great  compliment 
to  it,  by  the  by),  let  us  take  it.  And  as  to  where 
an  untried  child  goes,  whether  to  join  the  assembly 
of  its  elders  who  have  borne  the  heat  of  the  day  — 
fire-purified  martyrs,  and  torment-sifted  confessors  — 
what  know  we  ?  We  promise  heaven,  methinks,  too 
cheaply,  and  assign  large  revenues  to  minors,  incom- 
peteitt  to  manage  them.  Epitaphs  run  upon  this  topic 
of  consolation,  till  the  very  fi'equency  induces  a  cheap- 
ness. Tickets  for  admission  into  Paradise  are  sculp- 
tured out  at  a  penny  a  letter,  two  pence  a  syllable,  &c. 
It  is  all  a  mystery,  and  tlie  more  I  try  to  express  my 
meaning  (having  none  that  is  clear),  the  more  I 
founder.  Finally,  write  what  to  your  own  conscience, 
which  to  you  is  the  unerring  judge,  seems  best,  and  be 
careless  about  the  whimsies  of  such  a  half-baked  no- 
tionist  as  I  am.  We  are  here  in  a  most  pleasant  coun- 
try, full  of  walks,  and  idle  to  our  hearts'  desire.  Tay- 
lor has  dropt  the  ^  London.'  It  was  indeed  a  dead 
weight.      It   has  got  in  the  Slough  of  Despond.     I 
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fhdSe  off  mj  part  of  the  pack,  and  stand  like  Chris- 
tian with  light  and  merrj  shoulders.  It  had  got  sillj, 
indecorous,  pert,  and  everything  that  is  bad.  Both 
our  kind  remembrances  to  Mrs.  K.,  and  yourself,  and 
strangers'-greeting  to  Lucy — is  it  Lucy  or  Ruth?  — 
that  gathers  wise  sayings  in  a  Book. 

''C.  Lamb/' 

TO   BERNARD  BARTON.     * 

"  Dear  B.  B.,  —  I  don't  know  why  I  have  delay'd 
80  long  writing.  'Twas  a  fault.  The  under-current 
of  excuse  to  my  mind  was  that  I  had  heard  of  the  ves- 
sel in  which  Mitford's  jars  were  to  come ;  that  it  had 
been  obliged  to  put  into  Batavia  to  refit  (which  ac- 
counts for  its  delay),  but  was  daily  expected.  Days 
are  past,  and  it  comes  not,  and  the  mermaids  may  be 
driiddng  their  tea  out  of  his  china  for  aught  I  know ; 
but  let's  hope  not.  In  the  mean  time  I  have  paid  282., 
&c.  for  the  freight  and  prime  cost.  But  do  not  men- 
tion it.  I  was  enabled  to  do  it  by  a  receipt  of  SOL 
from  Colbum,  with  whom,  however,  I  have  done.  I 
should  else  have  run  short.  For  I  just  make  ends 
meet.  We  will  wait  the  arrival  of  the  trinkets,  and 
to  ascertain  their  full  expense,  and  then  bring  in  the 
biU. 

^*  Colbum  had  something  of  mine  in  last  month, 
which  he  has  had  in  hand  these  seven  months,  and  had 
lost,  or  couldn't  find  room  6)r :  I  was  used  to  different 
treatment  in  the  *  London,'  and  have  forsworn  periodi-^ 
cals.  I  am  going  thro'  a  course  of  reading  at  the 
Museum :  the  Grarrick  plays,  out  of  part  of  which  I 
formed  my  specimens.     I  have  two  thousand  to  go 
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thro^ ;  and  in  a  few  weeks  hare  despatched  the  tythe 
of  *em.  It  18  a  sort  of  oflSce  to  me ;  hoars,  ten  to  fonr, 
the  same.  It  does  me  good*  Man  must  have  regoLir 
occupation,  that  has  been  used  to  it* 

^^  Will  you  pardon  my  neglect  ?  Mind,  again  I  say, 
don't  show  this  to  M. ;  let  me  wait  a  little  longer  to 
know  the  event  of  his  luxuries.  Heaven  send  him  his 
jars  uncrack'd,  and  me  my . 

"  Yours,  with  kindest  wishes  to  your  daughter  and 
friend,  in  which  Mary  joins,  C.  L," 


TO  BERNABD  BABTON. 

^ Dear  B.  B.,—  The  Bustf  Bee,  as  Hood  after  Dr. 
Watts  apostrophizes  thee,  and  well  dost  thou  deserve  it 
for  thy  labors  in  the  Muses'  gardens,  wandering  over 
parterres  of  Think-on-mes  and  Forget-me-nots,  to  a 
total  impossibility  of  forgetting  thee,  —  thy  letter  was 
acceptable,  thy  scruples  may  be  dismissed,  thou  art  rec^ 
tu8  in  curid,  not  a  word  more  to  be  said,  verbum  iopien^ 
Uy  and  so  forth,  the  matter  is  decided  with  a  white 
stone,  classically,,  mark  me,  and  the  apparitions  van 
ish'd  which  haunted  me,  only  the  cramp,  Caliban's  dis- 
temper, clawing  me  in  the  calvish  part  of  my  nature, 
makes  me  ever  and  anon  roar  bullishly,  squeak  coward- 
ishly,  and  limp  cripple-ishly.  Do  I  write  quakerly  and 
simply,  'tis  my  most  Master  Mathews'  like  intention  to 
do  it.  See  Ben  Jonson.  —  I  think  you  told  me  youi 
acquaintance  with  the  drama  was  confin'd  to  Shak* 
speare  and  Miss  Baillie:  some  read  only  Milton  and 
Croly.  The  gap  is  as  from  an  ananas  to  a  turnip.  I 
have  fighting  in  my  head  the  plots^  characters,  sitoar 
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tions,  and  sentiments  of  400  old  plays  (bran  n&w  to 
me)  which  I  have  been  digesting  at  the  Museum,  and 
mj  appetite  sharpens  to  twice  as  many  more,  which  I 
mean  to  course  over  this  winter.  I  can  scarce  avoid 
dialogue  fashion  in  this  letter.  I  soliloquize  my  medi- 
tations, and  habitually  speak  dramatic  blank  verse 
without  meaning  it.  Do  you  see  Mitford  ?  He  will 
tell  you  something  of  my  .labors.  Tell  him  I  am  sorry 
to  have  missed  seeing  him,  to  have  talked  over  those 
old  Treasures.  I  am  still  more  sorry  for  his  missing 
Pots.  But  I  shall  be  sure  of  the  earliest  intelligence 
of  the  ^  Lost  Tribes.'  His  Sacred  Specimens  are  a 
thankful  addition  to  my  shelves.  Marry,  I  could  wish 
he  had  been  more  careiid  of  corrigenda.  I  have  dis- 
covered certain  which  have  slipt  his  errata.  I  put  'em 
in  the  next  page,  as  perhaps  thou  canst  transmit  them 
to  him.  For  what  purpose,  but  to  grieve  him  (which 
yet  I  should  be  sorry  to  do),  but  then  it  shows  my 
learning,  and  the  excuse  is  complimentary,  as  it  implies 
their  correction  in  a  future  edition.  His  own  things  in 
the  book  are  magnificent,  and  as  an  old  Christ's  Ho»* 
pitaller  I  was  particularly  refreshed  with  his  eulogy  on 
our  Edward.  Many  of  the  choice  excerpta  were  new 
to  me.  Old  Christmas  is  a-coming,  to  the  concision 
of  Puritans,  Muggletonians,  Anabaptists,  Quakers,  and 
that  unwassailing  crew.  He  cometh  not  with  his 
wonted  gait,  he  is  shrunk  nine  inches  in  his  girth,  but 
is  yet  a  lusty  fellow.  Hood's  book  is  mighty  clever, 
and  went  off  600  copies  the  first  day.  Sion's  Songs  do 
not  disperse  so  quickly.  The  ne2ct  leaf  is  for  Rev.  J. 
M.     In  this  adieu,  thine  briefly,  in  a  tall  friendship, 

"  C.  Lamb." 

VOL   II.  10 
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TO  BERNARD  BARTON. 

«*  Jane  11»  1827. 

**  Dear  B.  B.,  — Martin's '  Belshazzar  *  (the  picture) 
I  have  seen.  Its  architectural  effect  is  stupendous,  but 
the  human  figures,  the  squalling  contorted  little  antics 
that  are  playing  at  being  fiightened,  like  children  at 
a  sham  ghost,  who  half  know  it  to  be  a  mask,  are  de- 
testable. Then  the  letters  are  nothing  more  than  a 
transparency  lighted  up,  such  as  a  Lord  might  order  to 
be  lit  up  on  a  sudden  at  a  Christmas  gambol,  to  scare 
the  ladies.  The  type  is  as  plain  as  Baskerville's  —  they 
should  have  been  dim,  full  of  mystery,  letters  to  the 
mind  rather  than  the  eye. 

^^  Rembrandt  has  painted  only  Belshazzar  and  a 
courtier  or  two,  (taking  a  part  of  the  banquet  for  the 
whole,)  not  fribbled  out  a  mob  of  fine  folks.  Then 
everything  is  so  distinct,  to  the  very  necklaces,  and 
that  foolish  little  prophet.  What  one  point  is  there  of 
interest  ?  The  ideal  of  such  a  subject  is,  that  you  the 
spectator  should  see  nothing  but  what  at  the  time  yoa 
would  have  seen,  —  the  fiandy  and  the  JSSng^  —  not  to 
be  at  leisure  to  make  tailoivremarks  on  the  dresses, 
or.  Dr.  Eitchener^like,  to  examine  the  good  things  at 
table. 

**Just  such  a  confosed  piece  is  his  *  Joshua,'  frit- 
tered into  a  thousand  fragments,  little  armies  here, 
little  armies  there,  —  you  should  see  only  the  Sun  and 
Joshiia,  If  I  remember,  he  has  not  left  out  that  lumi* 
nary  entirely,  but  for  Joshua,  I  was  ten  minutes  a-find- 
ing  him  out.  Still  he  is  showy  in  all  that  is  not  the 
human  figure  or  the  preternatural  interest;  but  the 
Qrst  are  below  a  drawing-school  girl's  attainment,  and 
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iJie  last  is  a  phantasmagoric  trick,  —  *  Now  yon  shall 
see  what  you  shall  see,  dare  is  Balshazzar  and  dare  is 
Daniel.' 
*^  Yon  have  my  thoughts  of  M.,  and  so  adieu  I 

"C.  Lamb.'* 


TO  BERNARD  BARTON. 

"1827, 

**  My  dear  B.  B.,  —  You  will  understand  my  silence 
when  I  tell  you  that  my  sister,  on  the  very  eve  of  en- 
tering into  a  new  house  we  have  taken  at  Enfield,  was 
Buvprised  with  an  attack  of  one  of  her  sad  long  illnesses, 
which  deprive  me  of  her  society,  though  not  of  her 
domestication,  for  eight  or  nine  weeks  together.  I  see 
her,  but  it  does  her  no  good.  But  for  this,  we  have 
the  snuggest,  most  comfortable  house,  with  everything 
most  compact  and  desirable.  Colebrook  is  a  wilder- 
ness. The  books,  prints,  &c.,  are  come  here,  and  the 
New  River  came  down  with  us.  The  familiar  prints, 
the  bust,  the  Milton,  seem  scarce  to  have  changed 
their  rooms.  One  of  her  last  observations  was  *  how 
frightfully  like  this  room  is  .to  our  room  in  Islington,' 
—  our  up-stairs  room,  she  meant.  How  I  hope  you 
will  come  some  better  day,  and  judge  of  it  I  We  have 
tried  quiet  here  for  four  months,  and  I  will  answer  for 
the  comfort  of  it  enduring. 

"  On  emptying  my  bookshelves  I  found  an  *  Ulysses,' 
which  I  will  send  to  A.  K.  when  I  go  to  town,  for  her 
acceptance  —  unless  the  book  be  out  of  print.  One 
likes  to  have  one  copy  of  everything  one  does.  I 
neglected  to  keep  one  of  *  Poetry  for  Children,'  the 
joint  production  of  Mary  and  me,  and  it  is  not  to  be 
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had  for  love  or  money.  It  had  in  the  title-page  *hj 
the  Author  of  Mrs.  Liester's  School.*  Know  you  any 
one  that  has  it,  and  would  exchange  it  ? 

^'  Strolling  to  Waltham  Cross  the  other  day,  I  hit 
off  these  lines.     It  is  one  of  the  Crosses  which  Edward 
I.  caused  to  be  built  for  his  wife  at  every  town  where 
her  corpse  rested  between  Northamptonshire  and  Lon 
don. 

**  A  stately  cross  each  sad  spot  doth  attest 
Whereat  the  corpse  of  Eleanor  did  rest, 
From  Herdby  fetched — her  spouse  so  honor*d  her— 
To  sleep  with  royal  dust  at  Westminster. 
And,  if  less  pompous  obsequies  were  thine, 
Duke  BruoswiclL's  daughter,  princely  Caroline, 
Grudge  not,  great  ghost,  nor  count  thy  funeral  loesess 
Thou  in  thy  lifetime  had*st  thy  share  of  crosses. 


**  My  dear  B.  B. 

*^  My  head  aches  with  this  little  excondoii. 
"  Pray  accept  two  sides  for  three  for  onoot 

"  And  believe  me 

"  Yours  sadly, 

*•  C.  h." 

*«  Chase  Side,  Enfield.** 

TO  BERNARD  BARTON. 

•1827. 

"  My  dear  B.,  —  We  are  all  pretty  well  again  and 
comfortable,  and  I  take  a  first  opportunity  of  sending 
the  ^Adventures  of  Ulysses,'  hoping  that  among  us  — 
Homer,  Chapman,  and  Co.  —  we  shall  afford  you  some 
pleasure.  I  fear  it  is  out  of  print ;  if  not,  A.  K.  will 
accept  it,  with  wishes  it  were  bigger ;  if  another  copy 
is  not  to  be  had,  it  reverts  to  me  and  my  heirs  ^br- 
ever.      With  it   I  send  a  trumpery  book ;   to  which. 
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without  my  knowledge,  the  editor  of  the  Bijonx  has 
contributed  Lucy's  verses ;  I  am  asham'd  to  ask  her 
acceptance  of  the  trash  accompanying  it.  Adieu  to 
Albums  —  for  a  great  while — I  said  when  I  came 
here,  and  had  not  been  fixed  for  two  days,  but  my 
landlord's  daughter  (not  at  the  Pot  house)  requested 
me  to  write  in  her  female  friends',  and  in  her  own  ;  if 
I  go  to  — ,  thou  art  there  also,  O  all-pervading' 
Album  I  AH  over  the  Leeward  Islands,  in  Newfound- 
land, and  the  Back  Settlements,  I  understand  there 
is  no  other  reading.  They  haunt  me.  I  die  of 
Albophobial  C.  L." 


TO  BEBNARD  BARTON. 

"  My  dear  B,  B.,  —  A  gentleman  I  never  saw  before 
brought  me  your  welcome  present, — imagine  a  scrap- 
ing, fiddling,  fidgeting,  petit-maitre  of  a  dancing- 
school  advancing  into  my  plain  parlor  with  a  coupee 
and  a  sideling  bow,  and  presenting  the  book  as  if  he 
had  been  handing  a  glass  of  lemonade  to  a  young  miss, 
—  imagine  this,  and  contrast  it  with  the  serious  nature 
of  the  book  presented  I  Then  task  your  ima^nation, 
reversing  this  picture,  to  conceive  of  quite  an  opposite 
messenger,  a  lean,  strait-locked,  whey-fiuied  Methodist, 
for  such  was  he  in  reality  who  brought  it,  the  Genius 
(it  seems)  of  the  *  Wesleyan  Maga^e.'  Certes,  friend 
B.,  thy  *  Widow's  Tale '  is  too  horrible,  spite  of  the  leni- 
tives of  Religion,  to  embody  in  verse ;  I  hold  prose  to 
be  the  appropriate  expositor  of  such  atrocities!  No 
ofience,  but  it  is  a  cordial  that  makes  the  heart  sick. 
Still  thy  skill  in  compounding  it  I  do  not  deny.    I  turn 
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to  what  ga^e  me  less  mingled  pleasm'e.  I  find  marked 
with  pencil  these  pages  in  thy  pretty  book,  and  fear  I 
have  been  penurious. 


••  Page  62,  58  —  Capital. 

(«  59  —  6th  stanza,  exquisite  simfle. 

i*  61  —  11th  stanza,  equally  good. 

M         1QQ  —  8rd  stanza,  I  long  to  see  Van  Balen. 

^         111  —  A  downright  good  sonnet,    DixL 

M         153  —  Lines  at  the  bottom. 

So  you  see,  I  read,  hear,  and  marky  if  I  don't  learn* 
In  short  this  little  volume  is  no  discredit  to  any  of  your 
former,  and  betrays  none  of  the  senility  you  fear  about. 
—  Apropos  of  Van  Balen,  an  artist  who  painted  me 
lately,  had  painted  a  blackamoor  praying,  and  not 
filling  his  canvas,  stuffed  in  his  little  girl  aside  of 
blackey,  gaping  at  him  unmeaningly;  and  then  didn't 
know  what  to  call  it.  Now  for  a  picture  to  be  pro- 
moted to  the  Exhibition  (Suffolk  Street)  as  BUtoricaly 
a  subject  is  requisite.  What  does  me  ?  I  but  chiisten 
it  the  ^  Young  Catechist '  and  fiirbish'd  it  with  dialogae 
following,  which  dubb'd  it  an  Historical  Pas  >  ting. 
Nothing  to  a  firiend  at  need. 

**  While  this  tawnj  Ethiop  pnyeth, 
Painter,  who  is  she  that  stayeth 
By,  with  skin  of  whitest  lustre; 
Snnny  locks,  a  shining  cluster; 
Saint-like  seeming  to  direct  him 
To  the  Power  that  most  protect  him? 
Is  she  of  the  heav*n-bom  Throe, 
Ifeek  Hope,  strong  Faith,  sweet  Charitj  f 
Or  some  Ohemb  ? 

They  you  mention 
Far  transcend  my  weak  invention. 


i 
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*Tb  B  simple  Christian  child, 
Missionary  young  and  mild, 
From  her  store  of  script* ral  knowledge, 
(Bible-taught,  without  a  college) 
Which  by  reading  she  could  gather, 
Teaches  him  to  say  Our  Father 
To  the  common  Parent,  who 
C!olor  not  respects,  nor  hue. 
White  and  black  in  him  have  part, 
Who  looks  not  to  the  skin,  but  heart. 

When  I'd  done  it,  the  artist  (who  had  clapt  in  Miss 
merely  as  a  fill-space)  swore  I  exprest  his  full  mean- 
ing, and  the  damosel  bridled  up  into  a  missionary's 
vanity.  I  like  verses  to  explain  pictures ;  seldom  pic- 
tares  to  illustrate  poems.  Your  woodcut  is  a  mefiil 
lignum  mortis.  By  the  by,  is  the  widow  likely  to 
marry  again? 

^^  I'  am  giving  the  fruit  of  my  old  play  reading  at  the 
Museum  to  Hone,  who  sets  forth  a  portion  weekly  in 
the  *  Table  Book.'  Do  you  see  it?  HowisMitford?  — 
I'll  just  hint  that  the  pitcher,  the  cord  and  the  bowl 
are  a  little  too  often  repeated  (passim)  in  your  book, 
and  that  in  page  17,  last  line  but  4,  him  is  put  for  he^ 
but  the  poor  widow  I  take  it  had  small  leisure  for 
grammatical  niceties.  Don't  you  see  there's  Ae,  my%elf^ 
and  him  ;  why  not  both  him  f  likewise  impervioudy  is 
cruelly  spelt  imperiously.  These  are  trifles,  and  I 
honestly  like  your  book  and  you  for  giving  it,  though  I 
really  am  ashamed  of  so  many  presents.  I  can  think 
of  no  news,  therefore  I  will  end  with  mine  and  Mary's 
kindest  remembrances  to  you  and  yours,  C.  L." 


'  ji 


*7S 


While  Lamb  was  residing  at  Enfield,  the  firiendship 
which,  in  1824,  he  had  formed  with  Mr.  Moxon,  led 
lo  very  firequent  intercourse,  destined,  in  after  years,  to 
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be  rendered  habitual,  by  the  marriage  of  his  friend  with 
the  young  ladj  whom  he  regarded  ahnost  as  a  daughter. 
In  1828  Mr.  Moxon,  at  the  request  of  Mr.  Hurst,  of 
the  firm  of  Hurst,  Chance,  and  Co.,  applied  to  Lamb 
to  supply  an  article  for  the  **  Keepsake,''  which  he, 
always  disliking  the  flimsy  elegancies  of  the  Annuals-^ 
sadly  opposed  to  his  own  exclusive  taste  for  old,  stand- 
ard, moth-eaten  books  —  thus  declined  ^  — 


TO  MB.  MOXON. 

"  Httoh  I9tfa,  1828. 

My  dear  M.  —  It  is  my  firm  determination  to  haTB 
nothing  to  do  with  •  Forget-me-Nots ;  * — pray  excuse 
me  as  civilly  as  you  can  to  Mr.  Hurst.  I  will  take 
care  to  refdse  any  other  applications.  The  things 
which  Pickering  has,  if  to  be  had  again,  I  have  prom* 
ised  absolutely,  you  know,  to  poor  Hood,  firom  whom  I 
had  a  melancholy  epistle  yesterday ;  besides  that  Emma 
has  decided  objections  to  her  own  and  her  fiiends'  Al- 
bum verses  being  published ;  but  if  she  gets  over  that, 
they  are  decidedly  Hood's. 
*'  Till  we  meet,  fiu^well.     Loves  to  Dash.* 

^  C.  L.*' 


<t 


The   following    introduced   Mr.   Patmore  to    Mr. 
Moxon ;  — 

TO  MB.  MOXON. 

•*  May  8id,  18S8. 

"Dear  M.  —  My  friend  Patmore,  author  of   the 
*  Months,'    a    very    pretty    publication  —  of    sundry 

*  The  great  dog,  which  wa«,  at  one  time,  the  constant  compaDion  of  hii 
long  walks. 
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EasajB  in  the  *  London/  *  New  Monthly/  &c.,  wants 
to  dispose  of  a  volume  or  two  of  ^  Tales.'  Perhaps 
they  might  chance  to  suit  Hurst ;  he  that  as  it  may, 
he  will  call  upon  you,  imder  favor  of  my  recommendor 
Hon  ;  and  as  he  is  returning  to  France,  where  he  lives, 
if  you  can  do  anything  for  him  in  the  Treaty  line,  to 
save  him  dancing  over  the  Channel  every  week,  I  am 
sure  you  will.  I  said  I'd  never  trouble  you  again ;  but 
how  vain  ai*e  the  resolves  of  mortal  man  I  P.  is  a 
very  hearty  fiiendly  good  fellow — and  was  poor  John 
Scott's  second,  as  I  will  be  yours  when  you  want  one* 
May  you  never  be  mine  I 

"  Yours  truly,  0.  L." 

*  Enfield." 

The  following  letter  exemplifies  some  of  the  most 
remarkable  peculiarities  of  thought  and  intellectual 
sentiment  which  streaked,  without  darkening.  Lamb's 
evening  of  life. 


TO  BERNARD  BARTON. 

"*  Maroh  26th,  1829. 

**  Dear  B.  B.,  —  I  have  just  come  from  Town,  where 
I  have  been  to  get  my  bit  of  quarterly  pension.  And 
have  brought  home,  from  stalls  in  Barbican,  the  old 
*  Pilgrim's  Progress,*  with  the  prints — Vanity  Fair, 
&c.  —  now  scarce.  Four  shillings.  Cheap.  And 
also  one  of  whom  I  have  oft  heard  and  had  dreams, 
but  never  saw  in  the  flesh  —  that  is  in  sheepskin—* 
The  whole  theologic  works  of 

Thomas  Aquinas!' 
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My  arms  ached  with  luggmg  it  a  mile  to  the  stage,  bat 
the  burden  was  a  pleasure,  such  as  old  Ancfaises  was 
to  the  shoulders  of  iBneas  —  or  the  Lady  to  the  Lover 
in  old  romance,  who  having  to  carry  her  to  the  top  of 
a  high  mountain  —  the  price  of  obtaining  her — clam« 
bered  with  her  to  the  top,  and  fell  dead  with  fiitigae. 

*  0,  the  glorious  old  Schoolmen  I ' 

There  must  be  something  in  him.  Such  great  names 
imply  greatness.  Who  hath  seen  Michael  Angelo*8 
things — of  us  that  never  pilgrimaged  to  Rome  —  and 
yet  which  of  us  disbelieves  his  greatness  ?  How  I  will 
revel  in  his  cobwebs  and  snbdeties,  tiU  my  brain  spins  I 

"  N.  B.  I  have  wnt  in  the  old  Hamlet  —  ofler  it  to 
Mitford  in  my  name,  if  he  have  not  seen  it.  'Tis  wo- 
fully  below  our  editions  of  it.     But  keep  it,  if  yon  like. 

^^I  do  not  mean  this  to  go  for  a  letter,  only  to 
apprise  you,  that  the  parcel  is  booked  for  you  this 
26th  March,  1829,  from  the  Four  Swans,  Bishopsgate. 
With  both  our  loves  to  Lucy  and  A.  K., 

"  Yours  ever,  C.  L." 

The  following  notes,  undated,  but  of  about  1829, 
were  addressed  to  Coleridge,  under  the  genial  care  of 
Mr.  Oilman  at  Highgate :  — 

TO  MB.  COLEBIPGE. 

"  Dear  0.  —  Your  sonnet  is  capital.  The  paper  in- 
genious,* only  that  it  split  into  four  parts  (besides  a 
side  splinter)  in  the  carriage.  I  have  transferred  it  to 
the  common  English  paper,  manufa^:tured  of  rags^  for 

*  Some  gauzy  tissue  paper  on  which  the  sonnet  was  copied. 
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better  preservation.  I  never  knew  before  how  the 
*  Hiad  '  and  '  Odyssey '  were  written.  'Tis  strikingly 
corroborated  by  observations  on  Cats.  These  domestic 
animals,  put  'em  on  a  rug  before  the  fire,  wink  their 
eyes  up,  and  listen  to  the  kettle,  and  then  purr,  which 
is  (i^  poetry. 

♦*  On  Sunday  week  we  kiss  your  hands  (if  they  are 
clean).  This  next  Sunday  I  have  been  engaged  for 
some  time. 

^*  With  remembrances  to  your  good  host  and  hostess, 

"  Yours  ever,  0.  Lamb." 


TO  MB.  COLERIDGE. 

•*  My  dear  Coleridge,  —  With  pain  and  grief,  I  must 
entreat  you  to  excuse  us  on  Thursday.  My  head, 
though  externally  correct,  has  had  a  severe  concussion 
m  my  long  illness,  and  the  very  idea  of  an  engage- 
ment hanging  over  for  a  day  or  two,  forbids  my  rest, 
and  I  get  up  miserable.  I  am  not  well  enough  for 
company.     I  do  a?*^  ve  you,  no  other  thing  prevents 

me  coming.     I  expect and  his  brothers  this  or 

to-morrow  evening,  and  it  worries  me  to  death  that  I 
am  not  ostensibly  ill  enough  to  put  'em  off.  I  will  get 
better,  when  I  shall  hope  to  see  your  nephew.  He 
will  come  again.  Mary  joins  in  best  love  to  the  Gil- 
mans.  Do,  I  earnestly  entreat  you,  excuse  me.  I 
assure  you,  again,  that  I  am  not  fit  to  go  out  yet. 

"  Yours  (though  shattered), 

«C.  Lamb.'' 

"Tnesday.'V 

The  next  two  Ttotdets  are  addressed  to  Coleridge's 
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excellent  host,  on  the  occasion  of  borrowing  and 
turning  the  works  of  Fuller :  ** 


TO  MB.  OILMAN. 

"  Pray  trust  me  with  the  *  Church  Histoiy/  as  weD 
as  the  ^  Worthies.'  A  moon  shall  restore  both.  Also 
give  me  back  ^  Him  of  Aquinum.'  In  return  you  have 
the  light  of  my  counteviance*     Adieu. 

*'*'  P.  S.  A  sister  also  of  mine  comes  with  it.  A  son 
of  Nimshi  drives  her.  Their  driving  will  have  been 
furious,  impassioned.  Pray  God  they  have  not  top- 
pled over  the  tunnel  I  I  promise  you  I  fear  their  steed, 
bred  out  of  the  wind  without  fiither,  semi-Melchisedeo- 
ish,  hot,  phaetontic  From  my  country  lodgmgs  at 
Enfield.  C.  L." 

TO  MB.  GILMAN. 

**  Dear  Oilman,  —  Pray  do  you,  ot  S.  T.  C,  imme* 
diately  write  to  say  you  have  received  back  the  golden 
works  of  the  dear,  fine,  silly  old  angel,  which  I  part 
firom,  bleeding,  and  to  say  how  the  winter  has  used 
you  alL 

^^It  is  our  intention  soon,  weather  p^mitting,  to 
come  over  for  a  day  at  Highgate;  for  beds  we  will 
trust  to  the  Gate-House,  should  you  be  full ;  tell  me 
if  we  may  come  casually,  for  in  this  change  of  climate, 
there  is  no  naming  a  day  for  walking.  With  best 
loves  to  Mrs.  Gilman,  &c., 

**  Yours,  mopish  but  in  health, 

"  a  Lamb,** 

*  A  dutch  of  Lamb»  bj  an  amstenr  artist. 
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**I  shall  be  uneasy  till  I  hear  of  Fuller's  safe 
arrival." 

The  following  two  letters,  addressed  to  Mr.  H.  C. 
Robinson,  when  afflicted  with  rheumatism,  are  in 
Lamb's  wildest  strain  of  mirth.  In  the  first,  he  pr^ 
tends  to  endure  all  the  pain  he  belieyes  his  friend  to 
be  suffering,  and  attributes  it  to  his  own  incautious 
habits ;  in  the  second,  he  attributes  the  suffering  to  his 
friend  in  a  strain  of  exaggeration,  probably  intended  to 
make  the  reality  more  tolerable  by  comparison :  —  ' 


TO  MR.  H.  C.  ROBINSON. 

*'ApraiOth,18S». 

"Dear  Robinson,  —  We  are  afraid  you  will  slip 
from  us  from  England  without  again  seeing  us.  It 
would  be  charity  to  come  and  see  me.  I  have  these 
three  days  been  laid  up  with  strong  rheumatic  pains, 
in  loins,  back,  shoulders.  I  shriek  sometimes  from 
the  violence  of  them.  I  get  scarce  any  sleep,  and  the 
consequence  is,  I  am  restless,  and  want  to  change 
sides  as  I  lie,  and  I  cannot  turn  without  resting  on  my 
hands,  and  so  turning  all  my  body  all  at  once,  like  a 
log  with  a  lever.  While  this  rainy  weather  lasts,  I 
have  no  hope  of  alleviation.  I  have  tried  flannels 
and  embrocation  in  vain.  Just  at  the  hip  joint  the 
pangs  sometimes  are  so  excruciating,  that  I  cry  out. 
It  is  as  violent  as  the  cramp,  and  far  more  continuous. 
I  am  ashamed  to*  whine  about  these  complaints  to 
you,  who  can  ill  enter  into  them ;  but  indeed  they 
are  sharp.  Tou  go  about  in  rain  or  fine,  at  all  hours, 
without  discommodity.      I   envy  you  your  immunity 
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at  li  time  of  life  not  much  removed  from  my  o^n* 
But  you  owe  your  exemption  to  temperance,  which  it 
is  too  late  for  me  to  pursue.  I,  in  my  lifetime,  have 
had  my  good  things.  Hence  my  frame  is  brittle  — 
your's  strong  as  brass.  I  never  knew  any  ailment 
you  had.  You  can  go  out  at  night  in  all  weathers* 
ait  up  all  hours.  Well,  I  don't  want  to  moralize,  I 
only  wish  to  say^  that  if  you  are  inclined  to  a  game  at 
double-dumby,  I  would  try  and  bolster  up  myself  in 
a  chair  for  a  rubber  or  so.  My  days  are  tedious,  but 
less  so,  and  less  painfiil  than  my  nights.  May  you 
never  know  the  pain  and  difficulty  I  have  in  writing 
so  much  I     Maiy,  who  is  most  kind,  joins  in  the  wish  I 

«  C.  Lamb," 


THE  COMPANION  LETTER  TO  THE  SAME. 

(a  mSSK  AimWARM.) 

*^  I  do  confess  to  mischief.  It  was  the  subtlest  dia- 
bolical piece  of  malice  heart  of  man  has  contrived.  I 
have  no  more  rheumatism  than  that  poker.  Never 
was  freer  from  all  pains  and  aches.  Every  joint  sound, 
to  the  tip  of  the  ear  from  the  extremity  of  the  lesser 
toe.  The  report  of  thy  torments  was  blown  circui- 
tously  here  from  Bury.  I  could  not  resist  the  jeer. 
I  conceived  you  writhing,  when  you  should  just  receive 
my  congratulations.  How  mad  you'd  be.  Well,  it  is 
not  in  my  method  to  inflict  pangs.  I  leave  that  to 
Heaven.  But  in  the  existing  pangs  of  a  friend  I  have 
a  share.  His  disquietude  crowns  my  exemption.  I 
imagine  you  howling,  and  pace  across  the  room,  shoot- 
ing out  my  free  arms,  legs,  &c.,  J\^  this  way  and 
that  way,  with  an  assurance  of  not  kindling  a  spark  of 
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pain  from  tbem.  I  deny  that  Nature  meant  ns  to  i 
patliize  with  agonies.  Those  foce-contoi-tions,  p 
■tlons,  distortions  have  the  meiriness  of  antics, 
tore  meant  them  for  farce — not  so  pleasant  to 
actor,  indeed ;  but  Grimaldi  cries  when  we  laugh, 
'tis  but  one  that  suffers  to  make  thousannj  rejoice. 

'*  Yon  say   that  shampooing  is  ineffectual. 
per  Be,  it  is- good,  to  stow  the  introvolutions,  extras 
tions,  of  which  the  animal  frame  is  capable  — to  E 
what  the  creature  is  receptible  of,  short  of  dissoluti 

"  You  are  worst  of  nights,  an't  you  ?  Yon  n 
was  rack'd,  was  you  ?  I  should  like  an  authentic 
of  those  feelings. 

"  You  seem  to  have  the  flying  gout.  You 
scarcely  screw  a  smile  out  of  your  iace,  can  you 
sit  at  immunity  and  sneer  ad  libitum.  'Tis  now 
time  for  you  to  make  good  resolutions.  I  may  g 
breaking  'em  for  anything  the  worse  I  find  mj 
Your  doctor  seems  to  keep  you  on  the  long  < 
Predpitate  healings  are  never  good.  Don't  ( 
while  you  are  so  bad ;  I  shan't  be  able  to  atten 
your  throes  and  the  dumby  at  once.  I  should  \i\ 
know  how  slowly  the  pain  goes  off.  But  don't  w 
unless  the  motion  will  be  likely  to  make  your  s 
bility  more  exquisite. 

"  Your  aflectionate  and  truly  healthy  fiieud, 

"  C.  Lame 

*'  Mary  thought  a  letter  from  me  might  amuse 
ni  your  torment." 

The  illness  of  Mr.  Barton's  daughter  drew 
lamb  the  following  expression  of  kindred  lonel 
&nd  sorrow:  — 
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TO  BERNARD  BARTON. 

**  Dear  B.  B.,  —  I  am  yerj  much  grieved  indeed  for 
the  indispositioii  of  poor  Lucy.  Your  letter  found  me 
in  domestic  troubles.  Mj  sister  is  i^gain  taken  ill,  and 
I  am  obliged  to  remove  her  out  of  the  house  far  manj 
weeks,  I  fear,  before  I  can  hope  to  have  her  again.  I 
have  been  very,  desolate  indeed.  My  loneliness  is  a 
little  abated  by  our  young  fiiend  Emma  having  just 
come  here  for  her  holidays,  and  a  schoolfellow  of  hers 
that  was,  with  her.  Still  the  house  is  not  the  same,  tbo* 
she  is  the  same.  Mary  had  been  pleasing  herself  with 
the  prospect  of  seeing  her  at  this  time ;  and  with  all 
their  company,  the  house  feels  at  times  a  firightful  soli- 
tude.  May  you  and  I  in  no  very  long  time  have  a 
more  cheerful  theme  to  write  about,  and  congratulate 
upon  a  daughter's  and  a  sister's  perfect  recovery.  Do 
not  be  long  without  telling  me  how  Lucy  goes  on.  I 
have  a  right  to  call  her  by  her  quakep-name,,you  know. 
Emma  knows  that  I  am  writing  to  you,  and  b^  to  be 
remembered  to  you  with  thankfiilneas  for  your  ready 
contribution.  Her  album  is  filling  apace.  But  of  her 
contributors  one,  almost  the  flower  of  it,  a  most  amia- 
ble young  man  and  late  acquaintance  of  mine^  has  been 
carried  off  by  consumption,  on  return  from  ope  of  the 
Azores  islands,  to  which  he  went  with  hopes  of  master- 
ing the  disease,  came  back  improved,  went  back  to  a 
most  close  and  confined  counting-house,  and  rekpsed. 
His  name  was  Dibdin,  grandson  of  the  Songster. 

C.  L. 


44  n   T.  w  J 


The  following  graphic  sketch  of  the  happy  tempoy 
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nnait  of  one  of  Lamb's  intimatQ  friends,  now  no  more, 
is  contained  in  a  letter  to 


MB.  WORDSWOBTH. 

"  A is  well,  and  in  barmonj  with  liiroself  i 

the  world,  I  don't  know  how  lie,  and  those  of  his  c 
stitution,  keep  their  nerves  so  nicely  balanced  as  il 
do.  Or,  Lave  they  any?  Or,  are  they  made  of  pa 
thread?  He  is  proof  against  weather,  ingratitu 
meat  nnderdone,  every  weapon  of  fate.  I  have  j 
DOW  a  jagged  end  of  a  tooth  pricking  against 
tongue,  which  meets  it  half  way,  in  a  wantonness 
provocation ;  and  there  they  go  at  it,  the  tongue  pri 
ing  itself,  like  the  viper  against  the  file,  and  the  to 
galling  all  the  gum  inside  and  out  to  torture  ;  tonj 
and  tooth,  tooth  and  tongue,  hard  at  it ;  and  I  to  ] 
the  reckoning,  till  my  mouth  is  as  hot  as  brimstoi 
and  I'd  venture  the  roof  of  mj  mouth,  that  at  this  i 
ment,  at  which  I  conjecture  my  full-happiness 'd  irii 
is  picking  his  crackers,  that  not  one  of  the  double  r< 
of  ivory  in  his  privileged  mouth  has  as  much  as  a  fi 
in  it,  but  all  perform  their  functions,  and,  having  [ 
formed  them,  expect  to  be  picked  (luxurious  st«edi 
and  rubbed  down.  I  don't  think  he  could  be  rohb 
or  could  have  his  house  set  on  fire,  or  ever  want  mon 
I  have  heard  him  express  a  similar  opinion  of 
own  impassibility.     I  keep  acting  here  Heantontimo 


"  Have  you  seen  a  curious  letter  in  the  *  Mom 

Chronicle,'  by  0.  L,,"  the  genius  of  absurdity,  respi 

*  Cip«l  Lofft,  ■  buTuter  rWHling  in  SoJTulk,  s  it«11-Buh>wii  wblg 
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ing  Bonaparte's  suing  out  his  Habeas  Corpus  ?  That 
man  is  his  own  moon.  He  has  no  need  of  ascending 
mto  that  gentle  planet  for  mild  influences/' 

In  the  spring  of  the  year,  Mr.  Murray,  the  eminent 
publisher,  through  one  of  Lamb's  oldest  and  most  cher- 
ished friends,  Mr.  Ayrton,  proposed  that  he  should  un- 
dertake a  continuation  of  his  ^  Specimens  of  the  Old 
English  Dramatists.'  The  proposal  was  communicated 
by  Mr.  Ayrton  to  Lamb,  then  at  Enfield,  and  then  too 
painfully  anxious  for  the  recovery  of  Miss  Isola,  who 
was  dangerously  ill  in  Suffolk,  to  make  the  arrangement 
desired*     The  following  is  the  reply :  '• — 


TO  MR.  AYRTON. 

**  lb,  We8twood*8,  Chase  Side,  Enfieldt 

*«  14th  March,  1830. 

"  My  dear  Ayrton,  —  Your  letter,  which  was  only 
not  so  pleasant  as  your  appearance  would  have  been, 
has  revived  some  old  images ;  Phillips,*  (not  the  Colo- 
Mend  of  Major  Wyvil  and  Major  Cartwrij^ht,  who  gometimes  half  vexed 
Lamb  by  signing,  as  he  had  a  right,  their  common  initials  to  a  sonnet  He 
wrote  a  very  vehement  letter,  contending  that  the  detention  of  Napoleon 
on  board  a  vessel  off  the  coast,  preparatory  to  his  being  sent  to  St.  Helena, 
was  illegal,  and  that  the  captain  of  the  vessel  would  be  compelled  to  snr 
render  him  in  obedience  to  a  writ  of  Habeas  Corpus. 

*  Edward  Phillips,  Esq.,  Secretary  to  the  Right  Hon.  Charles  Abbott, 
Speaker  of  the  House  of  Commons.  The  ^  Colonel "  alluded  to  was  the 
Lieutenant  of  Marines  who  accompanied  GapL  Cook  in  his  last  voyage 
and  on  shore  with  that  great  man  when  he  fell  a  victim  to  his  humanity. 
On  the  death  of  his  commander,  Lieutenant  Phillip^  himself  wonnded, 
swam  off  to  the  boats;  but  seeing  one  of  his  marines  struggling  in  the 
water  to  escape  the  natives  who  were  pursuing  him,  gallnntly  swam  back, 
protected  his  man  at  the  peril  of  his  own  life,  and  both  reached  their  boat 
in  safety.  He  afterwards  married  that  accomplished  and  amiable  daugh* 
ter  of  Dr.  Burney,  whoso  name  so  frequently  occurs  in  the  Diiiry  and 
Correspondence  of  her  sister,  Madame  d*Arblay. 
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Del,)  with  his  few  hairs  bristling  up  at  the  charge  of  a 
revoke,  which  he  declares  impossible  ;  the  old  Captain's 
significant  nod  over  the  right  shoulder*  (was  it  not?) ; 

Mrs.  B 's  determined  questioning  of  the  score,  after 

the  game  was  absolutely  gone  to  the  d — ^1;  the  plain 
but  hospitable  cold  boiled-beef  suppers  at  sideboard; 
all  which  fancies,  redolent  of  middle  age  and  strength- 
fiil  spirits,  come  across  us  ever  and  anon  in  this  vale  of 
deliberate  senectitude,  jcleped  Enfield. 

"  You  imagine  a  deep  gulf  between  you  and  us ;  and 
there  is  a  pitiable  hiatus  in  Jdnd  between  St.  James's 
Park  and  this  extremity  of  Middlesex.  But  the  mere 
distance  in  turnpike  roads  is  a  trifle.  The  roof  of  a 
coach  swings  you  down  in  an  hour  or  two.  We  have 
a  sure  hot  joint  on  a  Sunday,  and  when  had  we  better? 
I  suppose  you  know  that  ill  health  has  obliged  us  to 
give  up  housekeeping,  but  we  have  an  asylum  at  the 
very  next  door  —  only  twenty-four  inches  further  from 
town,  which  is  not  material  in  a  country  expedition  — 
where  a  table  dChAte  is  kept  for  us,  without  trouble  on 
our  parts,  and  we  adjourn  after  dinner,  when  one  of 
the  old  world  (old  friends)  drops  casually  down  among 
ns.  Come  and  find  us  out :  and  seal  our  judicious 
change  with  your  approbation,  whenever  the  whim 
bites,  or  the  sun  prompts.  No  need  of  announcement, 
for  we  are  sure  jto  be  at  home. 

"  I  keep  putting  off  the  subject  of  my  answer.  In 
truth  I  am  not  in  spirits  at  present  to  see  Mr.  Murray 
on  such  a  business ;  but  pray  offer  him  my  acknowledg- 
ments, and  an  assurance  that  I  should  like  at  least 
one  of  hij?  propositions,  as  I  have  so  much  additional 
matter  for  the  Specimens,  as  might  make  two  volumes 

*  Ouptain  (afterwards  Admiral)  James  Buniey. 
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in  all ;  or  one  (new  edition)  omitting  such  better  known 
authors  as  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Jonson,  &c. 

"  But  we  are  both  in  trouble  at  present  A  very 
dear  young  friend  of  ours,  who  passed  her  Christmas 
holidays  here,  has  been  taken  dangerously  ill  with  a 
fever,  from  which  she  is  very  precariously  recovering, 
and  I  expect  a  summons  to  fetch  her  when  she  is  well 
enough  to  bear  the  journey  from  Bury.  It  is  Emma 
Isola,  with  whom  we  got  acquainted  at  our  first  visit  to 
your  sister  at  Cambridge,  and  she  has  been  an  occasional 
inmate  with  tis  —  and  of  late  years  much  more  fire* 
quently  —  ever  since.  While  she  is  in  this  danger, 
and  till  she  is  out  of  it,  and  here,  in  a  probable  way  to 
recovery,  I  feel  that  I  have  no  spirits  for  an  engage- 
ment of  any  kind.  It  has  been  a  terrible  shock  to  us ; 
therefore  I  beg  that  you  will  make  my  handsomest 
excuses  to  Mr.  Murray. 

**  Our  very  kindest  loves  to  Mrs.  A.  and  the  younger 
A.'s.  '  Your  unforgotten 

**C.  Lamb.'* 

Good  tidings  soon  reached  Lamb  of  Miss  Isola's 
health,  and  he  went  to  Fomham  to  bring  her,  for  a 
month's  visit,  to  Enfield.  The  following  are  portions 
of  letters  addressed  to  the  lady  from  whose  care  he  had 
removed  her,  after  their  arrival  at  home,  other  parts  of 
which  have  been  already  .published. 


TO  MBS.  WILLIA^IS. 

''Enaeld,  AprO  3nd,  18SQ. 

^Dear  Madam,  —  I  have  great  pleasure  in  letting 
you  know  Miss  Isola  has  suffered  very  little  firom 
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latigue  on  her  long  journey ;  I  am  ashamed  to  say  that 
I  came  home  rather  the  more  tirod  of  the  two.  But  I 
am  a  very  unpractised  traveller.  We  found  my  sister 
very  well  in  health,  only  a  little  impatient  to  see  her ; 
and,  after  a  few  hysterical  tears  for  gladness,  all  was 
comfortable  again..  We  arrived  here  from  Epping 
between  five  and  six. 

**  How  I  employed  myself  between  Epping  and  En- 
field, the  poor  verses  in  the  front  of  my  paper  may  in- 
form you,  which  you  may  please  to  christen  an  '  Acros- 
tic in  a  cross-road,*  and  which  I  wish  were  worthier  of 
the  lady  they  refer  to,  but  I  trust  you  will  plead  my 
pardon  to  her  on  a  subject  so  delicate  as  a  lady's  good 
name.  Your  candor  must  acknowledge  that  they  are 
written  straight.  And  now,  dear  madam,  I  have  left 
myself  hardly  space  to  express  my  sense  of  the  friendly 
reception  I  found  at  Fomham.  Mr.  Williams  will  tell 
you  that  we  had  the  pleasure  of  a  slight  meeting  with 
him  on  the  road,  where  I  could  almost  have  told  him, 
but  that  it  seemed  ungracious,  that  such  had  been  your 
hospitality,  that  I  scarcely  missed  the  good  master  of 
the  family  at  Fomham,  though  heartily  I  should  have 
rejoiced  to  have  made  a  little  longer  acquaintance  with 
him.  I  will  say  nothing  of  our  deeper  obligations  tn 
both  of  you,  because  I  think  we  agreed  at  Fomham 
that  gratitude  may  be  over-exacted  on  the  part  of  the 
obliging,  and  over-expressed  on  the  part  of  the  obliged 
person. 

•  **  Miss  Isola  is  writing,  and  will  tell  you  that  we  are 
going  on  very  comfortably.  Her  sister  is  just  come. 
She  blames  my  last  verses,  as  being  more  written  on 
Mr.  Williams  than  on  yourself;  but  how  should  I  hav^ 
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parted  whom  a  Superior  Power  has  brought  together  ? 
I  beg  you  will  jointly  accept  of  all  our  best  respects, 
and  pardon  your  obsequious  if  not  troublesome  corre- 
spondent, C*  L. 

**  P.  S.  —  I  am  the  worst  folder-up  of  a  letter  in  the 
world,  except  certain  Hottentots,  in  the  land  of  Caffi^, 
who  never  fold  up  their  letters  at  all,  writing  very 
badly  upon  skins,  &c." 

The  following  contains  Lamb's  account  of  the  same 
journey  addressed  to  Buxton :  — 


TO  MRS.  HAZLITT. 

•«  May  24th,  1880. 

Mary's  love?    Yes.    Mary  Lamb  is  quite  well. 


44 


"  Dear  Sarah,  —  I  found  my  way  to  Northaw  on 
Thursday,  and  saw  a  very  good  woman  behind  a 
counter,  who  says  also  that  you  are  a  very  good  lady.'' 
I  did  not  accept  her  offered  glass  of  wine  (home-made, 
I  take  it),  but  craved  a  cup  of  ale,  with  which  I  sea- 
soned a  slice  of  cold  lamb,  from  a  sandwich  box,  which 
I  ate  in  her  back  parlor,  and  proceeded  for  Berkhamp- 
stead,  &c. ;  lost  myself  over  a  heath,  and  had  a  day's 
pleasure.  I  wish  you  could  walk  as  I  do,  and  as  yon 
used  to  do.  I  am  sorry  to  find  you  are  so  poorly ;  and, 
now  I  have  found  my  way,  I  wish  you  back  at  Goody 
Tomlinson's.  What  a  pretty  village  'tis.  I  should 
have  come  sooner,  but  was  waiting  a  summons  to  Bury. 
Well,  it  came,  and  I  found  the  good  parson's  lady  (he 
was  from  home)  exceedingly  hospitable. 
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"  Poor  Enlfma,  the  first  moment  we  were  alone,  took 
me  into  a  comer,  and  said,  *  Now,  pray,  don't  drink ; 
do  check  yourself  after  dinner,  for  my  sake,  and  when 
we  get  home  to  Enfield,  you  shall  drink  as  much  as 
ever  you  please,  and  I  won't  say  a  word  about  it.' 
How  I  behaved  you  may  guess,  when  I  tell  you  that 
Mrs.  Williams  and  I  have  written  acrostics  on  each 
other,  and  she  hoped  that  she  should  have  *'  no  reason 
to  regret  Miss  Isola's  recovery,  by  its  depriving  her  of 
our  begun  correspondence.'  Emma  stayed  a  month 
with  us,  and  has  gone  back  (in  tolerable  health)  to  her 
long  home,  for  she  comes  not  again  for  a  twelvemonth. 
I  amused  Mrs.  Williams  with  an  occurrence  on  our 
road  to  Enfield.*  We  travelled  with  one  of  those 
troublesome  fellow-passengers  in  a  stage-coach,  that  is 
called  a  well-informed  man.  For  twenty  miles  we 
discoursed  about  the  properties  of  steam,  probabilities 
of  carriages  by  ditto,  till  all  my  science,  and  more  than 
all,  was  exhausted,  and  I  was  tliinking  of  escaping  my 
torment  by  getting  up  on  the  outside,  when,  getting 
into  Bishops  Stortford,  my  gentleman,  spying  some 
farming  land,  put  an  unlucky  question  to  me  :  *  What 
sort  of  a  crop  of  turnips  I  thought  we  should  have  this 
year  ? '  Emma's  eyes  turned  to  me,  to  know  what  in 
the  world  I  could  have  to  say ;  and  she  burst  into  a 
violent  fit  of  laughter,  maugre  her  pale,  serious  cheeks, 
when,  with  the  greatest  gravity,  I  replied,  that  *  it  de- 
pended, I  believed,  upon  boiled  legs  of  mutton.'  This 
clinched  our  conversation,  and  my  gentleman,  with  a 
face  half  wise,  half  in  scorn,  troubled  us  with  no  more 
conversation,  scientific  or  philosophical,   for  the    re- 

*  This  little  anecdote  was  told  by  Lamb  in  a  letter  previously  paolished 
bat  not  quite  so  richly  as  here. 


812  LETTER  TO  MBS.  HAZLITT 

mainder  of  the  journey.     S was  here  yesterday, 

and  as  learned  to  the  full  as  my  fellow-traveller.  What 
a  pity  that  he  will  spoil  a  wit,  and  a  most  pleasant  fel-^- 

low  (as  he  is)  by  wisdom.     N.  Y *  is  as  good,  and 

as  odd  as  ever.     We  had  a  dispute  about  the  word 

*  heir,*  which  I  contended  was  pronounced  like  *  air ;  * 
he  said  that  it  might  be  in  common  parlance ;  or  that 
we  might  so  use  it,  speaking  of  the  *  Heii^at-Law,*  a 
comedy ;  but  that  in  the  law  courts  it  was  necessary  to 
give  it  a  full  aspiration,  and  to  say  hayer  ;  he  thought 
it  might  even  vitiate  a  cause,  if  a  counsel  pronounced 
it  otherwise.  In  conclusion,  he  'would  consult  Ser- 
jeant Wilde,*  who  gave  it  against  him.  Sometimes 
he  falleth  into  the  water ;  sometimes  into  the  fire.  He 
came  down   here,   and  insisted    on    reading  Virgil's 

*  JEneid'  all  through  with  me  (which  he  did),  because 
a  counsel  must  know  Latin.  Another  time  he  read 
out  all  the  Gospel  of  St.  John,  because  Biblical  quo- 
tations are  very  emphatic  in  a  court  of  justice.  A 
third  time,  he  would  carve  a  fowl,  which  he  did  very 
ill-favoredly,  because  'we  did  not  know  how  indise- 
pensable  it  was  for  a  barrister  to  do  all  those  sort  of 
things  well  1  Those  little  things  were  of  more  conse- 
quence than  we  supposed.'  So  he  goes  on,  harassing 
about  the  way  to  prosperity,  and  losing  it.  With  a 
long  head,  but  somewhat  a  wrong  one  —  harum- 
scarum.  Why  does  not  his  guardian  angel  look  to 
him  ?  He  deserves  one :  maybe,  he  has  tired  him 
out. 

"  I  am  with  this  long  scrawl,  but  I  thought  in  your 
exile,  you  might  like  a  letter.     Commend  me  to  all  the 

*  A  very  oM  and  dear  friend  of  Lamb  who  had  just  been  tailed  to  the 
bar. 
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wonders  in  Derbyshire,  and  tell  the  devil  I  humbly  kiss 
• — my  hand  to  him. 

"  Yours  ever,  C.  Lamb." 

"*  Enfield,  aabtrday.*' 

The  esteem  which  Lamb  had  always  cherished  for 
Mr.  Rogers,  was  quickened  into  a  livelier  feeling  by 
the  generous  interest  which  the  poet  took  in  tlie  suc- 
cess of  Mr.  Moxon,  who  was  starting  as  a  publisher. 
The  following  little  note  shows  the  state  of  his  feelings 
at  this  time  towards  two  distinguished  persons. 


TO  IIR.  MOZON. 

**  Enfield,  7W«2^.'* 

"  Dear  M.,  —  I  dined  with  your  and  my  Rogers,  at 
Mr.  Gary's,  yesterday.  Gary  consulted  me  on  the 
proper  bookseller  to  offer  a  lady's  MS.  novel  to.  I 
said  I  would  write  to  yoiL  But  I  wish  you  would  call 
on  the  translator  of  Dante,  at  the  British  Musemn,  and 
talk  with  him.  He  is  the  pleasantest  of  clergymen.  I 
told  him  of  all  Rogers's  handsome  behavior  to  you,  and 
you  are  already  no  stranger.  Go  I  I  made  Rogers 
laugh  about  your  ^Nightingale  Sonnet,'  not  having 
heard  one.  'Tis  a  good  sonnet,  notwithstanding.  You 
shall  have  the  books  shortly.  G.  L.' 


»» 


The  petty  criticisms  on  the  small  volume  of  "  Al- 
bum Verses,"  by  which  a  genial  trifle,  intended  to 
mark  the  commencement  of  the  career  of  a  dear  friend, 
was  subjected  to  absurd  severity,  and  which  called 
forth  a  little  indignant  poem  from  the  Laureate,  pro* 
voked  the  following  notice  from  Lamb,  in  a  letter 
addressed 
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TO  BERNARD  BARTON. 

**AngaBt80, 1880. 

"Dear  B.  B.,  —  My  address  is  84,  Soutliampton 
Buildings,  Holbom.  For  God^s  sake  do  not  let  me 
be  pestered  with  annuals.  They  are  all  rogues  who 
edit  them,  and  something  else  who  write  in  them.  I 
am  still  alone,  and  very  much  out  of  sorts,  and  can* 
not  spur  up  my  mind  to  writing.  The  sight  of  one  of 
those  year-books  makes  me  sick.  I  get  nothing  by 
any  of  'em,  not  even  a  copy. 

"  Thank  you  for  your  warm  interest  about  my  little 
volume,  for  the  critics  on  which  I  care  the  five  hundred 
thousandth  part  of  the  tythe  of  a  half-&rthing.  I  am 
too  old  a  Militant  for  that.  How  noble,  though,  in 
S.  S.,*  to  come  forward  for  an  old  friend,  who  had 
treated  him  so  unworthily. 

"  Moxon  has  a  shop  without  customers,  I  a  book 
without  readers.  But  what  a  clamor  against  a  poor 
collection  of  Albimi  verses,  as  if  we  had  put  forth  an 
Epic.  I  cannot  scribble  a  long  letter — I  am,  when 
not  at  foot,  very  desolate,  and  take  no  interest  in  any- 
thing, scarce  hate  anything,  but  Annuals.  I  am  in  an 
interregnum  of  thought  and  feeling.  What  a  beautiful 
autumn  morning  this  is,  if  it  was  but  with  me  as  In 
times  past  when  the  candle  of  the  Lord  shined  round 
me.  I  cannot  even  muster  enthusiasm  to  admire  the 
French  heroism.  In  better  times  I  hope  we  may  some 
day  meet,  and  discuss  an  old  poem  or  two.  But  if 
jrou'd  have  me  not  sick,  no  more  of  Annuals. 

«  C.  L.,  Ex-Elia. 

*'  Love  to  Lucy  and  A.  K.  always." 

*  Robert  Souther 
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In  1830,  Lamb  tried  the  experiment  of  lodging  a 
little  while  in  London ;  but  Miss  Lamb^s  maladj  com- 
pelled him  to  return  to  the  solitude  of  Enfield.  He 
thus  communicates  the  sad  state  of  his  sister :  — 


TO  MB.  MOXON. 

"  Dear  Moxon,  —  I  have  brought  my  sister  to  En- 
field, being  sure  that  she  had  no  hope  of  recovery  in 
London.  Her  state  of  mind  is  deplorable  beyond  any 
example.  I  almost  fear  whether  she  has  strength  at 
her  time  of  life  ever  to  get  out  of  it.  Here  she  must 
be  nursed,  and  neither  see  nor  hear  of  anything  in  the 
world  out  of  her  sick  chamber.  The  mere  hearing 
that  Southey  had  called  at  our  lodgings  totally  upset 
her.  Pray  see  him,  or  hear  of  him  at  Mr.  Hickman's, 
and  excuse  my  not  writing  to  him.  I  dare  not  write, 
or  receive  a  letter  in  her  presence ;  every  little  talk  so 
agitates  her.  Westwood  will  receive  any  letter  for  me, 
and  give  it  me  privately. 

"  Pray  assure  Southey  of  my  kindliest  feelings  tow- 
ards him,  and,  if  you  do  not  see  him,  send  this  to  him. 

^^  Kindest  remembrances  to  your  sister,  and  believe 
me  ever  yours,  C.  Lamb* 

**  Remember  me  kindly  to  the  AUsops.** 

The  following  curious  piece  of  modem  Latin  was 
addressed 

TO  6ERNABD  BARTON. 

•*  April,  1«81. 

**  Vir  Bone  I  —  Recepi  literas  tuas  amicissimas,  et  in 
mentem  venit  responsuro  mihi,  vel  rafo,  vel  nunquam. 
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inter  nos  intercedisse  Latinam  lingaam,  organam  re- 
Bcribendi,  loquendive.  EpistolaB  taas,  Plinianis  elegan- 
tiis  (supra  quod  Trehulo  deceat)  refertas,  tarn  a  yerbis 
Plinianis  adeo  abhorrent,  at  ne  vocem  quamqaam  (Ro- 
manam  scilicet)  habere  videaris,  quam  ^  ad  canem/  at 
aiunt,  ^rejectare  possis.'  Forsan  desuetudo  Latinia- 
sandi  ad  vemaculam  linguam  usitandam,  plusquam  opus 
sit,  coegit.  Per  adagia  quaedam  nota,  et  in  ore  om- 
nium pervulgata,  ad  Latinitatis  perditaB  recuperationem 
revocare  tz  institui. 

"  Felis  in  abaco  est,  et  «grS  videt 

*^  Omne  quod  splendet  nequaquam  aurum  pates. 

**Imponas  equo  mendlcum,  equitabit  idem  ad  diar 
bolum. 

'*  Fur  commodS  a  ftire  prenditur. 

"O  Maria,  Maria,  valdft  contraria,  quomodo 
tarescit  hortulus  tuus? 

"  Nunc  raajora  canaraus. 

^^  Thomas,  Thomas,  de  Islington,  uxorem  duxit  die 
nupera  Dominica.  Reduxit  domum  postersL  Sncce- 
denti  baculum  emit.  Postridie  ferit  illam.  JEgresdt 
ilia  subsequenti.  Proximft  (nempe  Veneris)  est  mor^ 
tua.  Plurimum  gestiit  Thomas,  quod  appropinquanti 
Sabbato  efierenda  sit. 

^^  Homer  quidam  Johannidus  in  angulo  sedebat,  ar- 
tocreas  quasdam  deglutiens.  Inseruit  pollices,  pruna 
nana  eveUens,  et  magn&  voce  exclamavit  *  Dii  boni, 
quam  bonus  puer  fio  I ' 

"  Diddle-diddle-dumkins  1  mens  unicus  filius  Johan- 
nes cubitum  ivit,  integris  braccis,  calig&  im&  tantilmy 
indutus.     Diddle-diddle,  &c.    Da  Capo. 

^*Hic  adsum  saltans  Joannula.  Cam  nemo  adsit 
mihi,  semper  resto  sola. 
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**  iSnigma  nuhi  hoc  solvas,  et  (Edipus  fies. 

**  Qu&  ratione  assimilandus  sit  equns  Tremttlo  ? 

**  Qtdppe  cai  tota  communicatio  sit  per  Hat  et 
Keigh,  juxta  consilium  illud  Dominicum,  ^Fiat.omnis 
commnnicatio  vestra  Yea  et  Nat.'  't 

"In  bis  nngis  caram  diem  consume,  dmn  invigilo 
valetudini  canons  nostrsB  Emmse,  quae  apud  nos  jamdu- 
dum  aegrotat.  Salvere  vos  jubet  mecum  Maria  mea, 
ipsa  integr&  valetudine.  Elia. 


"  Ab  agro  Enfeldiense  datum,  Aprilis  nescio  quibus 
Calendis— f  Davus  sum,  non  Calendarius. 


9f 


**  P.  S.  —  Perdita  in  toto  est  Billa  Reformatura. 


Mr.  Moxon,  having  become  the  publisher  of  "  The 
Englishman's  Magazine,"  obtained  Lamb's  aid,  as  a  con- 
tributor of  miscellaneous  articles,  which  were  arranged 
to  appear  under  the  comprehensive  title  of  "  Peter's 
Net."  The  following  accompanied  his  first  contribu- 
tion, in  which  some  reminiscences  of  the  Bojal  Acad- 
emy were  enshrined. 


TO  MB.  MOXON. 

**Anpi8t,1881. 

"  Dear  M.,  —  The  i2.  A,  here  memorized  was 
Greorge  Dawe,  whom  I  knew  well,  and  heard  many 
anecdotes  of,  jfrom  Daniels  and  Westall,  at  H.  Rog- 
ers's ;  to  each  of  them  it  will  be  well  to  send  a  magazine 
in  my  name.  It  will  fly  like  wildfire  among  the  Royal 
Academicians  and  artists.     Could  you  get  hold  of 
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Procter  ?  —  his  chambers  are  in  Lincoln's  Inn,  at 
Montague's  ;  or  of  Janus  Weathercock  ?  both  of  their 
jpro«e  is  capital.  Don't  encourage  poetry.  The 
*  Peter's  Net '  does  not  intend  fiuiny  things  only.  All 
is  fish.  And  leave  out  the  sickening  *•  £lia '  at  the 
end.  Then  it  may  comprise  letters  and  characters, 
addressed  to  Peter ;  but  a  signature  forces  it  to  be  all 
characteristic  of  the  one  man,  Elia,  or  the  one  man, 
Peter,  wliich  cramped  me  formerly.  I  liave  agreed  not 
for  my  sister  to  know  the  subjects  I  choose,  till  the 
magazine  comes  out ;  so  beware  of  speaking  of  'em, 
or  writing  about  'em,  save  generally.  Be  particular 
about  this  warning.  Can't  you  drop  in  some  afternoon 
and  take  a  bed  ?  The  *•  Athenaeum  '  has  been  hoaxed 
with  some  exquisite  poetry,  that  was,  two  or  three 
montlis  ago,  in  *  Hone's  Book.*  I  like  your  first  num 
ber  capitally.  But  is  not  it  small  ?  Come  and  see  us, 
week-day  if  possible. 

"Send,  or  bring  me.  Hone's  number  for  August. 
The  anecdotes  of  E.  and  of  G.  D.,  are  substantially 
true;  what  does  Elia  (or  Peter)  care  for  dates? 

"  The  poem  I  mean,  is  in  *  Hone's  Book,'  as  &lc 
back  as  April.  I  do  not  know  who  wrote  it ;  but  'tis 
a  poem  I  envy —  that  and  Montgomery's  *  Last  Man ; ' 
I  envy  the  writers,  because  I  feel  I  could  have  done 
something  like  them.  C.  L." 

The  following  contains  Lamb's  characteristic  ac- 
knowledgment of  a  payment  on  account  of  these  con* 
tributions. 
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TO  MB.  MOXONi 

"Sept  Bth,  1881.. 

**  Dear  M.,  —  Your  letter's  contents  pleased  me.  I 
am  only  afraid  of  taxing  you.  Yet  I  want  a  stimulus, 
or  I  think  I  should  drag  sadly.  I  shall  keep  the  mon- 
eys in  trust,  till  I  see  you  fairly  over  the  next  1st  Jan- 
uary. Then  I  shall  look  upoii  'em  as  earned.  Ko 
part  of  your  letter  gave  me  more  pleasure  (no,  not  the 
lOZ.,  tho'  you  may  grin)  than  that  you  will  revisit  old 
Enfield,  which  I  hope  will  be  always  a  pleasant  idea  to 
you. 

«  Yours,  very  faithfully,  C.  L." 

The  magazine,  although  enriched  with  Lamb's  arti- 
cles, and  some  others  of  great  merit,  did  not  meet  with 
a  success  so  rapid  as  to  requite  the  proprietor  for  the 
labor  and  anxiety  of  its  production.  The  following  is 
Lamb's  letter,  in  reply  to  one  annoimcing  a  determi- 
nation to  discontinue  its  publication  :  — 


TO  MB.  MOXON. 

*•  Oct  24th,  1881. 

**  To  address  an  abdicated  monarch  is  a  nice  point 
of  breeding.  To  give  him  his  lost  titles  is  to  mock 
hint;  to  withhold  'em  is  to  wound  him.  But  his  min- 
ister, who  fiills  with  him,  may  be  gracefully  sympa- 
thetic, I  do  honestly  feel  for  your  diminution  of  hon« 
ors,  and  regret  even  the  pleasing  cares  which  are  part 
and  parcel  of  greatness.  Your  magnanimous  submis- 
sion, and  the  cheerful  tone  of  your  renunciation,  in  a 
letter,  which,  without  flattery,  would   have  made  an 
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*  Akttcle,'  and  which,  rarely  as  I  keep  letters,  shall 
be  preserved,  comfort  me  a  little.  Will  it  please,  or 
plague  you,  to  say  that  when  your  parcel  came  I  cursed 
it,  for  my  pen  was  warming  in  my  hand  at  a  ludicrous 
description  of  a  Landscape  of  an  R.  A.,  which  I  cal- 
culated upon  sending  you  to-morrow,  the  last  day  you 
gave  me  ?  Now  any  one  calling  in,  or  a  letter  coming, 
puts  an  end  to  my  writing  for  the  day.  Little  did  I 
think  that  the  mandate  had  gone  out,  so  destructive  to 
my  occupation,  so  relieving  to  the  apprehensions  of  the 
whole  body  of  R.  A.'s ;  so  you  see  I  had  not  quitted 
the  ship  whUe  a  plank  was  remaining. 

*'  To  drop  metaphors,  I  am  sure  you  have  done 
wisely.  The  very  spirit  of  your  epistle  speaks  that 
you  have  a  weight  off  your  mind.     I  have  one  on 

mine  ;  the  cash  in  hand,  which  as less  truly  says, 

bums  in  my  pocket.  I  feel  queer  at  returning  it,  (who 
does  not?)  you  feel  awkward  at  retaking  it,  (who 
ought  not  ?)  —  is  there  no  middle  way  of  adjusting 
this  fine  embarrassment  ?  I  think  I  have  hit  upon  a 
medium  to  skin  the  sore  place  over,  if  not  quite  to  heal 
it.  You  hinted  that  there  might  be  something  under 
lOZ.,  by  and  by,  accruing  to  me — DeviTs  Mon^;* 
(you  are  sanguine,  say  71.  10«.)  ;  that  I  entirely  re- 
nounce, and  abjure  all  future  interest  in  :  I  insist  upon 
it,  and,  *  by  him  I  will  I  not  name,'  won't  touch  a 
penny  of  it.  That  will  split  your  loss,  one  half,*and 
leave  me  conscientious  possessor  of  what  I  hold.  Less 
than  your  assent  to  this,  no  proposal  will  I  accept  of. 

"  The  Rev,  Mr,  — -,  whose  name  you  have  left 
illegible  (is  it  SeaguUf^  never  sent  me  any  book  on 

*  Alloding  to  a  little  extravagance  of  Lamb's  —  scarcely  worth  recoil 
Ucting—  in  emolatioQ  of  the  ''  DeyiPs  Walk  "  of  Soatliey  aad  Co. 


LETTERS  TO  MOXOK.  821 

Christ's  Hospital,  bj  which  I  could  dream  that  I  was 
indebted  to  him  for  a  dedication.  Did  G.  D.  send  his 
penny  tract  to  me,  to  convert  me  to  Unitarianism  ? 
Dear,  blundering  soul  I  why  I  am  as  old  a  one  God- 
dite  as  himself.  Or  did  he  think  his  cheap  publica- 
tion would  bring  over  the  Methodists  over  the  way 
Here?*  However,  I'll  give  it  to  the  pew-opener,  in 
whom  I  have  a  little  interest,  to  hand  over  to  the 
clerk,  whose  wife  she  sometimes  drinks  tea  with,  for 
him  to  lay  before  the  deacon,  who  exchanges  the  civil- 
ity of  the  hat  with  him,  for  to  transmit  to  the  min- 
ister, who  shakes  hands  with  him  out  of  chapel,  and  he, 
in  all  odds,  will  light  his  pipe  with  it. 

"  I  wish  very  much  to  see  you.  I  leave  it  to  yon 
to  come  how  you  will ;  we  shall  be  very  glad  (we 
need  not  repeat)  to  see  your  sister,  or  sisters,  with 
you ;  but  for  you,  individually,  I  will  just  hint  that 
a  dropping-in  to  tea,  unlocked  for,  about  five,  stop- 
ping bread-and-cheese  and  gin-and-water,  is  worth  a 
thousand  Sundays.  I  am  naturally  miserable  on  a 
Sunday ;  but  a  week-day  evening  and  supper  is  like 
old  times.  Set  out  no«;,  and  give  no  time  to  deliln 
eration. 

"  P.  S.  —  The  second  volume  of  *  Elia  *  is  delight- 
ful (ly  bound,  I  mean),  and  quite  cheap.  Why,  man, 
'tis  a  unique  I 

^^  If  I  write  much  more  I  shall  expand  into  an  arti- 
cle, which  I  cannot  afford  to  let  you  have  so  cheap. 
By  the  by,  to  show  the  perverseness  of  human  wiU, 
while  I  thought  I  must  furnish  one  of  those  accursed 
things  monthly,  it  seemed  a  labor  above  Hercules' 
•Twelve'  in  a  year,  which  were  evidently  monthly 

*  Beferrmg  to  a  ohapel  opposite  his  lodging  at  Enfield. 

VOL.II.  21 
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contributions.     Now  I  am  emancipated,  I  feel  as  if  I 
had  a  tho^isand  Essays  swelling  within  me.     False  fed 
ings  both  I 

**  Your  ex-Lampoonist,  or  Lamb-punnist,  from  En 
field,  October  24,  or  *last  day  but  one  for  receiving 
articles  that  can  be  inserted.' " 

The  following  was  addressed  soon  after, 

TO  MB.  MOXON. 

»  F«b.  1B«. 

*^  Dear  Moxon,  —  The  snows  are  ankle-deep,  slush, 
and  mire,  that  'tis  hard  to  get  to  the  post-oiBce,  and 
cruel  to  send  the  maid  out.  'Tis  a  slough  of  despair, 
or  I  should  sooner  have  thanked  you  for  your  offer  of 
the  ^  lAfe^^  which  we  shall  very  much  like  to  have,  and 
will  return  duly.  I  do  not  know  when  I  shall  be  in 
town,  but  in  a  week  or  two,  at  farthest,  when  I  will 
come  as  far  as  you,  if  I  can.  We  are  moped  to  death 
with  confinement  within  doors.  I  send  you  a  curiosi^ 
of  G.  Dyer's  tender  conscience.  Between  thirty  and 
forty  years  since,  G.  published  the  *  Poet's  Fate,'  in 
which  were  two  very  harmless  lines  about  Mr.  Rogers, 
but  Mr.  R.,  not  quite  approving  of  them,  they  were  j 

left  out  in  a  subsequent  edition,  1801.  But  G.  has 
been  worrying  about  them  ever  since ;  if  I  have  heard 
him  once,  I  have  heai-d  him  a  hundred  times,  express  a 
remorse  proportioned  to  a  consciousness  of  having  been 
guilty  of  an  atrocious  libel.  As  the  devil  would  have 
it,  a  man  they  call  Barker,  in  his  ^  Parriana '  has 
quoted  the  identical  two  lines,  as  they  stood  in  some 
obscure  edition  anterior  to  1801,  and  the  withers  of 
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poor  G.  are  again  wrung.  His  letter  is  a  gem ;  with 
his  poor  blind  eyes  it  has  been  labored  out  at  six  sit- 
tings. The  history  of  the  couplet  is  in  page  8  of  this 
irregular  production,  in  which  every  variety  of  shape 
and  size  that  letters  can  be  twisted  into,  is  to  be  found. 
Do  show  his  part  of  it  to  Mr.  R.  some  day.  If  he  has 
bowels,  they  must  melt  at  the  contrition  so  queerly 
charactered  of  a  contrite  sinner.  G.  was  bom,  I  verily 
think,  without  original  sin,  but  chooses  to  have  a  con- 
science, as  every  Christian  gentleman  should  have  ;  his 
dear  old  face  is  insusceptible  of  the  twist  they  call  a 
sneer,  yet  he  is  apprehensive  of  being  suspected  of  that 
ugly  appearance.  When  he  makes  a  compliment,  he 
thinks  he  has  given  an  afiront  —  a  name  is  personality. 
But  show  (no  hurry)  this  unique  recantation  to  Mr. 
R. :  'tis  like  a  dirty  pocket-handkerchief,  mucked  with 
tears  of  some  indigent  Magdalen.  There  is  the  impress 
of  sincerity  in  every  pot-hook  and  hanger ;  and  then 
tlie  gilt  frame  to  such  a  pauper  picture  I  It  should  go 
into  the  Museum. 

**  Come  when  the  weather  will  possibly  let  you  ;  I 
want  to  see  the  Wordsworths,  but  I  do  not  much  like 
to  be  all  night  away.  It  is  dull  enough  to  be  here 
together,  but  it  is  duller  to  leave  Mary  ;  in  short,  it  is 
painful,  and  in  a  flying  visit  I  should  hardly  catch 
them.  I  have  no  beds  for  them  if  they  came  down, 
and  but  a  sort  of  a  house  to  receive  them  in ;  yet  I 
shall  regret  their  departure  unseen ;  I  feel  cramped  and 
straitened  every  way.     Where  are  they  ? 

"We  have  heard  from  Emma  but  once,  and  that 
a  month  ago,  and  are  very  anxious  for  another  letter. 

"  You  say  we  have  forgot  your  powers  of  being  ser- 
viceable to  us.     That  we  never  shall ;  I  do  not  know 
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what  I  should  do  without  you  when  I  want  a  little  com* 
mission.  Now  then:  there  are  left  at  Miss  Baffon^s. 
the  ^  Tales  of  the  Castle,'  and  certain  volumes  of  the 
*  Retrospective  Review.'  The  first  should  be  conveyed 
to  Novello's,  and  the  Reviews  should  be  taken  to  Tal- 
fourd's  office,  ground-floor,  east  side,  Ehn  Court,  Mid* 
die  Temple,  to  whom  I  should  have  written,  but  my 
spirits  are  wretched ;  it  is  quite  an  effort  to  write  this. 
So,  with  the  *  lAfe^  I  have  cut  you  out  three  pieces  of 
service.  What  can  I  do  for  you  here,  but  hope  to  see 
you  very  soon,  and  think  of  you  with  most  kindness  ? 
I  fear  to-morrow,  between  rains  and  snows  it  would  be 
impossible  to  expect  you,  but  do  not  let  a  practicable 
Sunday  pass.     We  are  always  at  home. 

^^  Mary  joins  In  remembrances  to  your  sister,  whom 
we  hope  to  see  in  any  fine-ish  weather,  when  she'll 
venture. 

^*  Remember  us  to  AUsop,  and  all  the  dead  people ; 
to  whom,  and  to  London,  we  seem  dead." 

In  February,  1838,  the  following  letter  was  ad- 
dressed by  Lamb  to  the  editor,  on  his  being  made 
Serjeant :  — 


TO  MB.  SERJEANT  TALFOUBD. 

"  My  dear  T.,  —  Now  cannot  I  call  him  Serjtcmt, 
what  is  there  in  a  coif?  Those  canvas-sleeves  protec- 
tive from  ink,*  when  he  was  a  law-chit  —  a  Chiity' 
I^Qg)  Got  the  leathern  apron  be  apocryphal}  do  more 

*  Mr.  Lamb  alwayn  insisted  that  the  coetame  referred  to  was  worn  when 
he  first  gladdeneJiiis  young  friend  by  a  call  at  Mr.  Chitty's  Ohambert.    I 
afVaid  it  is  uU  upocryphal. 
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s{)eciallj  plead  to  the  Jmy  Court,  of  old  memory. 
The  costume  (will  he  ftgnize  it  ?)  was  as  of  a  desk- 
feUow,  or  Socius  Plutci.    Methought  I  spied  a  brother  I 

"  That  familiarity  is  extinct  forever.  Curse  me  if  I 
can  call  him  Mr.  Serjeant — except,  mark  me,  in  cowr' 
pony.  Honor  where  honor  is  due  ;  but  should  he  ever 
visit  us,  (do  you  think  he  ever  will,  Mary  ?)  what  a 
distinction  should  I  keep  up  between  him  and  our  less 
fortunate  friend,  H.  C.  R.  I  Decent  respect  shall 
always  be  the  Crabb's  —  but,  somehow,  short  of,  rever- 
ence. 

*'  Well,  of  my  old  friends,  I  have  lived  to  see  two 
knighted,  one  made  a  judge,  another  in  a  &ir  way  to 
it.  Why  am  I  restive?  why  stands  my  sun  upon 
Gibeah? 

*'  Variously,  my  dear  Mrs.  Talfourd,  [I  can  be  more 
familiar  with  her  I]  -Mr«.  Serjeant  Talfourd,  —  my 
sfiter  prompts  me  —  (these  ladies  stand  upon  cere- 
monies) —  has  the  congratulable  news  affected  the 
members  of  our  small  conununity.  Mary  compre- 
hended it  at  once,  and  entered  into  it  heartily.     Mrs. 

W was,  as  usual,  perverse ;  wouldn't,  or  couldn't, 

imderstand  it.     A  Serjeant  ?    She  thought  Mr.  T.  was 
in  the  law.     Didn't  know  that  he  ever  'listed. 

^^  Enmia  alone  truly  sympathized.  She  had  a  silk 
gown  come  home  that  very  day,  and  has  precedence 
before  her  learned  sisters  accordingly. 

^i  We  are  going  to  drink  the  health  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Serjeant,  with  all  the  young  serjeantry  —  and  that  is 
all  that  I  can  see  that  I  shall  get  by  the  promotion. 

^^  Yalete,  et  mementote  amid  quondam  vestri  humil- 
Bmi,  C.  Ti," 
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The  following  note  to  Mr.  Moxon,  on  some  long 
forgotten  occasion  of  momentary  displeasure,  the  nature 
and  object  of  which  is  uncertain,  —  contains  a  iantasti* 
cal  exaggeration  of  anger,  which,  judged  by  those  who 
knew  the  writer,  will  only  illustrate  the  entire  absence 
of  all  the  bad  passions  of  hatred  and  contempt  it  feigns. 


TO  MB.  MOXON. 

"  Dear  M.,  —  Many  thanks  for  the  books  ;  but  most 
thanks  for  one  immortal  sentence :  ^  If  I  do  not  cheat 
him,  never  trust  me  again.'  I  do  not  know  whether 
to  admire  most,  the  wit  or  justness  of  the  sentiment. 
It  has  my  cordial  approbation.  My  sense  of  meum 
and  tuum  applauds  it.  I  maintain  it,  the  eighth  com- 
mandment hath  a  secret  special  reservation,  by  which 
the  reptile  is  exempt  from  any  protection  from  it  As 
a  dog,  or  a  nigger,  he  is  not  a  holder  of  property.  Not 
a  ninth  of  what  he  detains  from  the  world  is  his  own. 
Keep  your  hands  from  picking  and  stealing,  is  noways 
referable  to  his  acquists.  I  doubt  whether  bearing  false 
witness  against  thy  neighbor  at  all  contemplated  this 
possible  scrub.  Could  Moses  have  seen  the  speck  in 
vision  ?  An  ex  poBt  facto  law  alone  could  relieve  him  ; 
and  we  are  taught  to  expect  no  eleventh  command- 
ment. The  outlaw  to  the  Mosaic  dispensation!  — 
unworthy  to  have  seen  Moses  behind !  — to  lay  his  des- 
ecrating hands  upon  EUal  Has  the  irreverent  art- 
toucher  been  struck  blind,  I  wonder?  The  more  I 
think  of  him,  the  less  I  think  of  him.  His  meanness 
is  invisible  with  aid  of  solar  microscope.     My  moral 
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eye  smarts  at  him.     The  less  flea  that  bites  little  fleas  I 
The  great  Beast  I     The  beggarly  Nit  ! 

"  More  when  we  meet ;  mind,  you'll  come,  two  of 
you ;  and  couldn't  you  go  off  in  the  morning,  that  we 
may  have  a  day-long  curse  at  him,  if  curses  are  not 
dishallowed  by  descending  so  low?  Amen.  Male- 
dicatur  in  extremis  I  C.  L.'* 

In  the  spring  of  1833,  Lamb  made  his  last  removal 
from  Enfield  to  Edmonton.  He  was  about  to  lose  the 
society  of  Miss  Isola,  on  the  eve  of  marriage,  and 
determined  to  live  altogether  with  his  sister,  whether 
in  her  sanity  or  her  madness.  This  change  was  an- 
nounced in  the  following  letter 


TO  MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

*«  End  of  May  nearly. 

**Dear  Wordsworth,  —  Your  letter,  save  in  what 
respects  your  dear  sister's  health,  cheered  me  in  my 
new  solitude.  Mary  is  ill  again.  Her  illnesses  en- 
croach yearly.  The  last  was  three  months,  followed 
by  two  of  depression  most  dreadful.  I  look  back  upon 
her  earlier  attacks  with  longing.  Nice  little  durations 
of  six  weeks  or  so,  followed  by  complete  restoration,  — 
shocking  as  they  were  to  me  then.  In  short,  half  her 
life  she  is  dead  to  me,  and  the  other  half  is  made 
anxious  with  fears  and  lookings  forward  to  the  next 
shock.  With  such  prospects,  it  seemed  to  me  neces- 
sary that  she  should  no  longer  live  with  me,  and  be 
fluttered  with  continual  removals ;  so  I  am  come  to  live 
with  her,  at  a  Mr.  Walden's,  and  his  wife,  who  take  in 
patients,  and  have  arranged   to   lodge  and   board  ns 
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only.  They  have  had  the  care  of  her  hefore.  I  see 
little  of  her,  alas !  I  too  often  hear  her.  Sunt  lachry- 
maa  rerum!  and  you  and  I  must  bear  it. 

^'  To  lay  a  little  more  load  on  it,  a  circumstance  has  ; 

happened,  ci^'uspars  magna  fui^  and  which,  at  another  ; 

crisis,  I  should  have  more  rejoiced  in.  I  am  about  to 
lose  my  old  and  only  walk-companion,  whose  mirthful 
spirits  were  the  'youth  of  our  house,'  Emma  Isola. 
I  have  her  here  now  for  a  little  while,  but  she  is  too 
nervous,  properly  to  be  under  such  a  roof,  so  she  will 
make  short  visits,  —  be  no  more  an  iimiate.  With  my 
perfect  approval,  and  more  than  concurrence,  she  is 
to  be  wedded  to  Moxon,  at  the  end  of  August — so 
'  perish  the  roses  and  the  flowers '  —  how  is  it  ? 

*'  Now  to  the  brighter  side.  I  am  emancipated  firom 
Enfield.  I  am  with  attentive  people,  and  younger.  I 
am  three  or  four  miles  nearer  the  great  city;  coaches 
half-price  less,  and  going  always,  of  which  I  will  avul 
myself.  I  have  few  friends  lef^  there,  one  or  two 
though,  most  beloved.  But  London  streets  and  &ces 
cheer  me  inexpressibly,  though  of  the  latter,  there 
should  be  not  one  known  one  remaining. 

"  Thank  you  for  your  cordial  reception  of  *  Elia.* 
Inter  nos,  the  '  Ariadne '  is  not  a  darling  with  me ; 
several  incongruous  things  are  in  it,  but  in  the  com« 
position  it  served  me  as  illustrative. 

"  I  want  you  in  the  *  Popular  Fallacies  *  *  to  like  the 
*  Home  that  is  no  home,'  and  *  Rising  with  the  lark.' 

"  I  am  feeble,  but  cheerful  in  this  my  genial  hot 
weather.  "Walked  sixteen  miles  yesterday.  I  can't 
read  much  in  summer  time. 

*  A  series  of  articles  contributed,  under  this  title,  by  Lftmb  to  the  *  Kev 
Monthly  Magazine." 
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"  With  my  tmdest  love  to  all,  and  prayers  for 
Dorothy, 

**  I  remain  moat  afiectionately  yours, 

"C.  Li« 

"  At  Mr.  Walden's,  Chnrch  Street,  Edmonton,  ] 
dlesex. 

"  Moxon  has  introduced  Emma  to  Rogers,  am 
smiles  upon  the  project.  I  have  given  E.  my  Mil 
(will  yon  pardon  me  ?  ")  in  part  of  a  portion.  It  b 
fiimoiisly  in  his  Murray-like  shop," 

On  the  approach  of  the  wedding-day,  fixed  for 
July,  Lamb  turned  to  the  account  of  a  balf-te 
merriment,  the  gift  of  a  watch  to  the  young  lady  n 
he  was  about  to  lose. 


TO  UB.  HOXOH. 

»  July  Mth,  1 
"  For  God's  sake  give  Emma  no  more  watches 
has  turned  her  head.  She  is  arrogant  and  inaul 
She  said  something  very  unpleasant  to  our  old  do 
the  passage,  as  if  he  did  not  keep  time,  and  yet  h( 
made  her  no  appmntment.  She  takes  it  out  ever 
atant  to  look  at  the  momentrhand.  She  lugs  ni 
into  the  fields,  because  there  the  bird-boys  ask 
'  Pray,  sir,  can  you  tell  us  what's  o'clock  ? '  ant 
answers  them  punctually.  She  loses  all  her  time 
ing  to  see  '  what  the  time  is.'     I  OTerheard  her 

*  It  bad  b«c  pMpoged  by  Limb  that  Hr.  W.  aboald  b*  th«  p« 
of  tha  pnrtniC  If  be  outlirsd  bii  friand,  *Dd  tlwt  *fl«[wudi  it  wi 
beqauthed  to  Chrlit's  CoUe|t«,  Cuobridge. 


-f.^r 
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pering,  *  Just  so  many  hours,  minutes,  &c.,  to  Tuesday; 
I  think  St.  George's  goes  too  slow.'  This  little  present 
of  Time  !  —  why, —  'tis  Eternity  to  her  1 

"What  can  make  her  so  fond  of  a  gingerbread 
watch  ? 

"  She  has  spoiled  some  of  the  movements.  Between 
ourselves,  she  has  kissed  away  *  half-past  twelve,* 
which  I  suppose  to  be  the  canonical  hour  in  Hanover 
Square. 

"  Well,  if  *  love  me,  love  my  watch,*  answers,  ahe 
win  keep  time  to  you. 

"  It  goes  right  by  the  Horse  Guards. 

"Dearest  M., —  Never  mind  opposite*  nonsense. 
She  does  not  love  you  for  the  watch,  but  the  watch  for 
you.  I  will  be  at  the  wedding,  and  keep  the  80th 
July,  as  long  as  my  poor  months  last  me,  as  a  festival, 
gloriously.  Your  ever  EUcl 

"  We  have  not  heard  fix)m  Cambridge.'  I  will  write 
the  moment  we  do. 

^^  Edmonton,  24th  July,  twenty  minutes  past  three 
by  Emma's  watch." 

Miss  Lamb  was  in  the  sad  state  of  mental  estrange- 
ment up  to  the  day  of  the  wedding ;  but  then  in  the 
constant  companionship  of  her  brother  at  Edmonton. 
The  following  cluster  of  little  letters  to  the  new  mar- 
ried pair — the  first  from  Charles,  introducing  one  from 
liary  —  shows  the  happy  effect  of  the  news  on  her 
mental  health. 

•  Written  on  the  oppoeita  page  to  that  in  which  the  preTloiia  affeotk^ 
•te  banter  appeara. 
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TO  MB.  AND  MBS.  MOXON. 

<«Angn8t,1888. 

"Dear  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Moxon,  —  Time  very  short. 
I  wrote  to  Miss  Fryer  and  had  the  sweetest  letter 
about  you,  Emma,  that  ever  friendship  dictated.  *  I 
am  fill]  of  good  wishes,  I  am  crying  with  good  wishes,' 
she  says ;  but  you  shall  see  it. 

"  Dear  Moxon,  —  I  take  your  writing  most  kindly, 
and  shall  most  kindly  your  writing  from  Paris. 

**  I  want  to  crowd  another  letter  to  Miss  Fryer,  into 
the  little  time  after  dinner,  before  post-time.  So  with 
twenty  thousand  congratulations, 

«  Yours,  C-  L." 

**  I  am  calm,  sober,  happy.  Turn  over  for  the  rea- 
son. I  got  home  from  Dover  Street,  by  Evans  half  as 
sober  as  a  jvdge,  I  am  turning  over  a  new  leaf,  as  I 
hope  you  will  now.' 


j> 


The  turn  of  the  leaf  presented  the  following  from 
Miss  Lamb:  — 

"  My  dear  Emma  and  Edward  Moxon,  —  Accept 
my  sincere  congratulations,  and  imagine  more  good 
wishes  than  my  weak  nerves  will  let  me  put  into  good 
set  words.  The  dreary  blank  of  unanswered  questions 
which  I  ventured  to  ask  in  vain,  was  cleared  up  on  the 
wedding-day  by  Mrs.  W.*  taking  a  glass  of  wine,  and, 
with  a  total  change  of  countenance,  begging  leave  to 
drink  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Moxon's  health.     It  restored  me 

*  Th«  wife  of  the  landlord  of  tli«  house  at  Edmonton 
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from  that  moment,  as  if  bj  an  electrical  stroke,  to  the 
entire  possession  of  my  senses*  I  never  felt  so  calm 
and  quiet  after  a  similar  illness  as  I  do  now.  I  feel  as 
if  all  tears  were  wiped  from  my  eyes,  and  all  care  from 
my  heart.  Makt  Lamb.'' 

At  the  foot  of  this  letter  is  the  following  by 
Charles :  — 

**  Wednesday. 

"  Dears,  again,  —  Tour  letter  interrupted  a  seventh 
game  at  picquet  which  we  were  having,  after  walking 
to  Wright's  and  purchasing  shoes*  We  pass  our  time 
in  cards,  walks,  and  reading.     We  attack  Tasso  soon* 

"  C.  L. 

•*  Never  was  such  a  calm,  or  such  a  recovery.  *Tls 
her  own  words,  undictated." 

Lamb's  latter  days  were  brightened  by  the  frequent 
—  latterly  periodical  —  hospitality  of  the  admirable 
translator  of  Dante,  at  the  British  Museum.  The  fol- 
lowing  was  addressed  to  this  new  friend  lately  acquired, 
but  who  became  an  old  friend  at  once,  while  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Moxon  were  on  their  wedding  tour  2  — 


TO  REV.  H.  F.  GARY. 

«"  Sept.  9th,  1888. 

**  Dear  Sir, — Your  packet  I  have  only  just  received^ 
owing,  I  suppose,  to  the  absence  of  Moxon,  who  is 
flaimting  it  about  d  la  Paritienne^  with  his  new  bride, 
our  Emma,  much  to  his  sati^EKstion,  and  not  a  little  to 
our  dulness.     We  shall  be  quite  well  by  the  time  you 
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return  from  Worcestershire,  and  most,  most  (observe 
the  repetition)  glad  to  see  you  here,  or  anywhere. 

"  I  will  take  my  time  with  Barley's  act.  I  wish 
poets  would  write  a  little  plainer ;  he  begins  some 
of  his  words  with  a  letter  which  is  unknown  to  the 
English  lypography. 

**  Yours,  most  truly,  C.  Lamb. 

**  P.  S.  —  Pray  let  me  know  when  you  return.  We 
are  at  Mr.  Walden's,  Church  Street,  Edmonton ;  no 
longer  at  Enfield.  You  will  be  amused  to  hear  that 
my  sister  and  I  have,  with  the  aid  of  Emma,  scrambled 
through  the  *  Inferno,'  by  the  blessed  furtherance  of 
your  polar-star  translation.  I  think  we  scarce  left  any- 
thing unmadeout.  But  our  partner  has  left  us,  and  we 
have  not  yet  resumed.  Mary's  chief  pride  in  it  was 
that  she  should  some  day  brag  of  it  to  you.  Your 
*  Dante '  and  Sandys'  *  Ovid '  are  the  only  helpmates 
of  translations.     Neither  of  you  shirk  a  word. 

^^Fair&x's  *Tasso'  is  no  translation  at  all.  It's 
better  in  some  places,  but  it  merely  observes  the 
number  of  stanzas ;  as  for  images,  similes,  <tc.,  he 
finds  'em  himself,  and  never  *  troubles  Peter  for  the 
matter.' 

"  In  haste,  dear  Gary,  yours  ever,  C.  Lamb. 

"Has  M.  sent  you  *Elia,'  second  volume?  if  not 
he  shall." 

Miss  Lamb  did  not  escape  all  the  cares  of  house- 
keeping by  the  new  alrangement ;  the  following  little 
note  shows  the  grotesque  uses  to  which  Lamb  turned 
the  smaller  household  anxieties :  — 


\ 
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TO  MB.  MOXON. 

"less. 

*'  Dear  M.,  —  Mary  and  I  are  very  poorly.  We 
have  had  a  sick  child,  who,  sleeping  or  not  sleeping, 
next  me,  with  a  pasteboard  partition  between,  kiUed 
my  sleep.  The  little  bastard  is  gone.  My  bedfellows 
are  cough  and  cramp  ;  we  sleep  three  in  a  bed.  Do- 
mestic arrangements  (baker,  butcher,  and  aU}  devolve 
on  Mary.  Don't  come  yet  to  this  house  of  pest  and 
age  I     We  propose,  when  you  and  E.  agree  on  the 

time,  to  come  up  and  meet  you  at  the  B ^'s,  say  a 

week  hence,  but  do  you  make  the  appointment. 

^^  Mind,  our  spirits  are  good,  and  we  are  happy  in 
your  happiness.  C.  L. 

*^  Our  old  and  ever  loves  to  dear  Emma." 

The  following  is  Lamb's  reply  to  a  welcome  com- 
munication of  Sonnets,  addressed  by  the  bridegroom 
to  the  fair  object  of  Lamb's  regard  —  beautiful  in 
themselves  —  and  endeared  to  Lamb  by  honored  mem- 
ories and  generous  hopes :  — 


TO  MB,  MOXON. 

**  Not.  29tli,  1888. 

Mary  is  of  opinion  with  me,  that  two  of  these 
Sonnets  are  of  a  higher  grade  than  any  poetry  you 
have  done  yet.  The  one  to  Emma  is  so  pretty  I  I 
have  only  allowed  myself  to  transpose  a  word  in  the 
third  line.  Sacred  shall  it  be  from  any  intermeddling 
of  mine.     But  we  jointly  beg  that  you  will  make  four 


(( 
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fines  in  the  room  <^  Ae  fear  last.  Read  *  Darl 
Joaa,*  in  Mrs.  Moxon's  first  albam.  There  yoi 
how  beaudful  in  age  the  looking  back  to  yc 
years  in  an  old  conple  is.  But  it  is  a  violence 
feelings  to  anticipate  that  time  in  youth.  I  hoj 
and  Emma  will  have  many  a  quarrel  and  m 
make-up  (and  she  b  beautiful  in  reconciliation 
fore  the  dark  days  shall  come,  in  which  ye  shii 
'there  is  small  comfort  in  them.'  Yoa  have 
B  sort  of  character  of  Emma  in  them,  very  sw< 
carry  it  on,  if  yoa  can,  through  the  last  lines. 

"  I  love  the  sonnet  to  my  heiirt,  and  yon  thaU 
it,  and  I'll  be  hanged  if  I  furnish  a  line  towards  i 
much  for  that.     The  next  best  is  to  the  Ocean. 

'  Tb  gnlliint  wind»,  if  e'er  yonr  lustt  cheiks 
Blew  longing  lOTSr  to  hl>  mlitren*  tide, 
0,  pnfT  yonr  loudest,  ipreid  tba  mdtu  wide,' 

B  spirited.  The  last  line  I  altered,  and  have  re-a 
it  as  it  stood.  It  is  closer.  These  two  are  youi 
But  take  a  good  deal  of  time  in  finishing  the 
How  proud  shoidd  Emma  be  of  her  poets  I 

"  Perhaps,  '  O  Ocean '  (though  I  like  it) 
much  of  the  open  vowels,  which  Pope  objec 
*  Great  Ocean  1 '  is  obvions.  To  save  sad  th< 
I  think  is  better  (though  not  good)  than  for  the 
to  save  herself.  But  'tis  a  noble  Sonnet.  '  St.  C 
I  have  no  &ult  to  find  with. 

"  If  I  return  the  Sonnets,  think  it  no  disrespe 
I  look  for  a  printed  copy.  Ton  have  done  bettei 
ever.  And  now  for  a  reason  I  did  not  notice  'ei 
lier.  On  Wednesday  they  came,  and  on  Wedr 
I  was  a-gadding.  Mary  gave  me  a  holiday,  and 
off  to  Snow  Hill.     From  Snow  Hill  I  deliberatel 


S86  1.ETTEBS  TO  UOXOH. 

Inarclung  down,  with  noble  Holbom  before  me,  frun* 
ing  in  mental  cogitation  a  map  of  the  dear  London 
m  prospect,  thinking  to  traverse  Wanloor  Street,  Acw* 
when,  diabolically,  I  was  interrupted  by 

Heigh-ho  1 
Little  Barrow  I  — 

Emma  knows  him  —  and  prevailed  on  to  spend  tlie 
day  at  his  sister's,  where  was  an  album,  and  (O,  march 
of  intellect  I)  plenty  of  literary  conversation,  and  more 
acquaintance  with  the  state  of  modem  poetry  than 
I  could  keep  up  with.  I  was  positively  distanced. 
Knowlea'  play,  which,  epilogned  by  me,  lay  on  £h« 
Piano,  alone  made  me  hold  up  my  head.  When  I 
came  home,  I  read  yonr  letter,  and  glimpsed  at  yoor 
beautiful  sonnet, 

'  F^  art  thou  ■■  (ba  moTDing,  my  yoacg  bride,' 

and  dwelt  upon  it  in  a  confiised  bi^,  but  determined 
not  to  open  them  all  next  day,  being  in  a  state  not  to 
be  told  of  at  Chatteris !  Tell  it  not  in  Gath,  Emma, 
lest  the  daughters  triumph  I  I  am  at  the  end  of  my 
tether.  I  wish  you  could  come  on  Tuesday  with  your 
fcir  bride.  Why  can't  you  ?  Do.  We  are  thankful 
to  yonr  sister  for  being  of  the  party.  Come,  and 
hrinff  a  sonnet  on  Mary's  birthday.  Love  to  the. 
wholo  Moxonry,  and  tell  E,  I  every  day  love  her 
more,  and  miss  her  less.  Tell  her  so,  from  her  loving 
uncle,  as  she  has  let  me  call  myself.  I  bought  a  fine 
embossed  card  yesterday,  and  wrote  for  the  Pawa- 
brokeress's  album.  She  is  a  Miss  Brown,  engaged  to 
fc  Mr.  White.     One  of  the  lines  was  (I  foiget  the  rest 


LETTER  TO  ROGERS.  '       837 

«—  but  she  had  them  at  twenty-four  hours^  notice ;  she 
b  going  out  to  India  with  her  husband)  :  -— 

•  May  your  fame, 
And  fortune,  Frances,  Whiten  with  your  namel ' 

Not  bad  as  a  pun.     I  mU  expect  you  before  two  on 
Tuesday.     I  am  well  and  happy,  tell  E." 

The  following  is  Lamb's  letter  of  acknowledgment 
to  the  author  of  the  "  Pleasures  of  Memory,"  for  an 
early  copy  of  his  "  Illustrated  Poems,"  of  a  share  in 
the  publication  of  which,  Mr.  Moxon  was  "justly 
vain."  The  artisdcal  allusions  are  to  Stothard ;  the 
allusions  to  the  poet's  own  kindnesses  need  no  ex- 
planation to  those  who  have  been  enabled  by  circum- 
stances, which  now  and  then  transpire,  to  guess  at  the 
generons  course  of  his  life. 


TO  MR.  ROGERS. 

"  Dec,  1888. 

My  dear  Sir,  —  Tour  book,  by  the  unremitting 
punctuality  of  your  publisher,  has  reached  me  thus 
early.  I  have  not  opened  it,  nor  will  till  to-morrow, 
when  I  promise  myself  a  thorough  reading  of  it.  The 
*  Pleasures  of  Memory '  was  the  first  school-present  I 
made  to  Mrs.  Moxon  ;  it  has  those  nice  woodcuts,  and 
I  believe  she  keeps  it  still.  Believe  me,  that  all  the 
kindness  you  have  shown  to  the  husband  of  that  excel- 
lent person  seems  done  unto  myself.  I  have  tried  my 
hand  at  a  sonnet  in  the  *  Times.'  But  the  turn  I  gave 
it,  though  I  hoped  it  would  not  displease  you,  I  thought 
might  not  be  eiqually  agreeable  to  your  artist.  I  met 
tqL  n.  22 
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that  dear  old  man  at  poor  Heniy's,  with  you,  and  again 
at  Gary's,  and  it  was  sublime  to  see  him  sit,  deaf,  and 
enjoy  all  that  was  going  on  in  mirth  with  the  company. 
He  reposed  upon  the  many  graceful,  many  &ntastic 
images  he  had  created ;  with  them  he  dined,  and  took 
wine.  I  have  ventured  at  an  antagonist  copy  of  verses, 
in  the  *  Athenaeum,'  to  him^  in  which  he  is  as  every- 
thing, and  you  as  nothing.  He  is  no  lawyer  who  can-i  ; 
not  take  two  sides.  But  I  am  jealous  of  the  combina-  i 
tion  of  the  sister  arts.  Let  them  sparkle  apart  What  | 
injury  (short  of  the  theatres)  did  not  Boydell's  Shaks- 
peare  Gallery  do  me  with  Shakspeare  ?  to  have  Opie's 
Shakspeare,  Northcote's  Shakspeare,  light-headed  Fu- 
seli's  Shakspeare,  heavy-headed  Romney's  Shaks- 
peare, wooden-headed  West's  Shakspeare  (though  he 
did  the  best  in  Lear),  deaf-headed  Reynolds's  Shaks- 
peare, instead  of  my,  and  everybody's  Shakspeare ;  to 
be  tied  down  to  an  authentic  face  of  Juliet  I  to  have 
Imogen's  portrait  I  to  confine  the  illimitable !  I  like 
you  and  Stothard  (you  best),  but  *  out  upon  this  half- 
faced  fellowship  1 '  Sir,  when  I  have  read  the  book,  I 
may  trouble  you,  through  Moxon,  with  some  feint  crit- 
icisms. It  is  not  the  flatteringest  compliment  in  a  let- 
ter to  an  author  to  say,  you  have  not  read  his  book 
yet.  But  the  devil  of  a  reader  he  must  be,  who 
prances  through  it  in  five  minutes ;  and  no  longer  have 
I  received  the  parcel.  It  was  a  little  tantalizing  to  me 
to  receive  a  letter  from  Landor,  Gebir  Landor,  ffom 
Florence,  to  say  he  was  just  sitting  down  to  read  my 
*  Elia,'  just  received  ;  but  the  letter  was  to  go  out  be- 
fore the  reading.  There  are  calamities  in  authorship^ 
which  only  authors  know.  I  am  going  to  call  on 
MoxDn  on  Monday,  if   the  throng  of   carriages  in 
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Dover  Street,  on  the  mom  of  publication,  do  not  ' 
ricade  me  out. 

"  With  many  thanks,  and  most  respectful  rei 
brances  to  your  sister, 

"  Yours,  C.  Laj 

"  Have  you  seen  Coleridge's  happy  exemplific 
in  English  of  the  Ovidian  Elegiac  metre  ? 

Id  tba  Hexamater  rittt  the  rouattin'i  nilrerj  oniTNit, 
In  tha  PentuDater  tj»  hlling  in  malodj  down. 

"  My  sister  is  papering  up  the  book — carefiU  so 

Lamb  and  his  sister  were  now,  for  the  last  yes 
their  united  lives,  always  together.  What  his  lee 
were  in  this  companionship,  when  his  beloved  ass< 
was  deprived  of  reason,  will  be  seen  in  the  folio 
most  affecting  letter,  to  an  old  school-bellow  and 
dear  fnend  of  Mrs.  Moxon's  —  since  dead  —  who 
an  earnest  interest  in  their  wel&re. 


TO  UIS3  FRTER. 

"  Feb.  It, ; 
"  Dear  Miss  Fryer,  —  Tonr  letter  found  me  joa 
turned  from  keeping  my  birthday  (pretty  innoa 
at  Dover  Street.  I  see  them  pretty  often,  I 
since  had  letters  of  business  to  write,  or  should 
replied  earlier.  In  one  word,  be  less  uneasy  aboui 
I  bear  my  privations  very  well ;  I  am  not  in  the  d 
of  desolation,  as  heretofore.  Your  admonition! 
not  lost  upon  me.  Your  kindness  has  sunk  inb 
heart.  Have  faith  in  me  I  It  is  no  new  thing  fo 
to  be  left  to  my  sister.     When  she  is  not  violent 
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ramUmg  chat  is  better  to  me  than  the  sense  and 
sanity  of  this  world.  Her  heart  is  obscured,  not 
buried ;  it  breaks  out  occasionally ;  and  one  can  dis- 
cern a  strong  mind  struggling  with  the  billows  that 
have  gone  over  it.  I  could  be  nowhei'e  happier  than 
under  the  same  roof  with  her.  Her  memory  is  unnat- 
urally strung ;  and  from  ages  past,  if  we  may  so  call  the 
earliest  records  of  our  poor  life,  she  fetches  thousands  of 
names  and  things  that  never  would  have  dawned  upon 
me  again,  and  thousands  from  the  ten  years  she  lived  be- 
fere  me.  What  took  place  frx)m  early  gu-lhood  to  her 
coming  of  age  principally,  lives  again  (every  important 
thing,  and  every  trifle)  in  her  brain,  with  the  vividness 
of  real  presence.  For  twelve  hours  incessantly  she  will 
pour  out  without  intermission,  all  her  past  life,  forgetting 
nothing,  pouring  out  name  after  name  to  the  Waldens, 
as  a  ckream;  sense  and  nonsense;  truths  and  errors 
huddled  together;  a  medley  between  in^iration  and 
possession.  What  things  we  arel  I  know  you  will 
bear  with  me,  talking  of  these  things.  It  seems  to 
ease  me,  for  I  have  nobody  to  tell  these  things  to  now. 
Emma,  I  see,  has  got  a  haj-p !  and  is  learning  to  play. 
She  has  framed  her  three  Walton  pictures,  and  pretty 
they  look.  That  is  a  book  you  should  read ;  such 
sweet  religion  in  it,  next  to  Woolman's !  though  the 
subject  be  baits,  and  hooks,  and  worms,  and  fishes. 
She  has  my  copy  at  present,  to  do  two  more  from. 

"  Very,  very  tired !  I  began  this  epistle,  having 
been  epistolizing  all  the  morning,  and  very  kindly 
would  I  end  it,  could  I  find  adequate  expressions  to 
your  kindness.  We  did  set  our  minds  on  seeing  you 
in  spring.  One  of  us  will  indubitably.  But  I  am  not 
skilled  in  almanac  learning,  to  know  when  spring  pre 
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dsely  begins  and  ends.  Pardon  my  blots;  I  am  glad 
you  like  your  book.  I  wish  it  had  been  half  as  wor- 
thy of  your  acceptance  as  John  Woolman.  But  'tis  a 
good-natured  book." 

A  few  days  afberwards  Lamb's  passionate  desire  to 
serve  a  most  deserving  friend  broke  out  in  the  follow- 
ing earnest  little  letter:  — 

TO  MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

**  Church  Street,  Edmonton, 
''  Febmary  22, 1884. 

"Dear  Wordsworth,  —  I  write  from  a  house  of 
mourning.  The  oldest  and  best  friends  I  have  left 
are  in  trouble,  A  branch  of  them  (and  they  of  the 
best  stock  of  God's  creatures,  I  believe)  is  establishing 

a  school  at  Carlisle ;  her  name  is  1/ M ;  her 

address  75,  Castle  Street,  Carlisle ;  her  qualities  (and 
her  motives  for  this  exertion)  are  the  most  amiable, 
most  upright.  For  thirty  years  she  has  been  tried  by 
me,  and  on  her  behavior  I  would  stake  my  soul.  O, 
if  you  can  recommend  her,  how  would  I  love  you  — 
if  I  could  love  you  better !  Pray,  pray,  recommend 
her.  She  is  as  good  a  human  creature,  —  next  to  my 
sister,  perhaps,  the  most  exemplary  female  I  ever 
knew.  Moxon  tells  me  you  would  like  a  letter  from 
me ;  you  shall  have  one.  TIUb  I  cannot  mingle  up 
with  any  nonsense  which  you  usually  tolerate  fix>m  C. 
Lamb.  Need  he  add  loves  to  wife,  sister,  and  all? 
Poor  Maiy  is  ill  again,  after  a  short  lucid  interval  of 
four  or  five  months.  In  short,  I  may  call  her  half 
dead  to  me.  How  good  you  are  to  me  I  Yours  with 
fervor  of  friendship,  forever,  C.  L. 
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"  If  you  want  references,  the  Bishop  of  Carhsle  may 

be  one.     L 's  sister  (as  good  as  she,  she  cannot  be 

better  though  she  tries)  educated  the  daughters  of  the 
late  Earl  of  Carnarvon,  and  he  settled  a  handsome  an- 
nuity on  her  for  life.  In  short,  all  the  fiunily  are  a 
sound  rock." 

A  quiet  dinner  at  the  British  Museum  with  Mr.  Gary 
once  a  month,  to  wliich  Lamb  looked  forward  with 
almost  boyish  eagerness,  was  now  almost  his  only  festi- 
val. In  a  little  note  to  his  host  about  this  time,  he 
hints  at  one  of  his  few  physical  tastes.  —  **  We  are 
thinking,"  he  sajrs,  "  of  roast  dvovlder  of  mutton  with 
onion  sauce,  but  I  scorn  to  prescribe  to  the  hospitalities 
of  mine  host."  The  following,  after  these  festivities 
had  been  interrupted  by  Mr.  Gary's  visit  to  the  Gonti- 
nent,  is  their  last  itlemorial :  — 


TO  MR.  CART. 

"  Sept  \%  1884. 

«( By  Got's  plessing  we  will  not  be  absence  at  the 
grace. 

"  Dear  G.,  —  We  long  to  see  you,  and  hear  account 
of  your  peregrinations,  of  the  Tun  at  Heiddburg,  the 
Glock  at  Strasburg,  the  statue  at  Rotterdam,  the  dainty 
Rhenish,  and  poignant  Moselle  wines,  Westphalian 
hams,  and  Botargoes  of  Altona.  But  perhaps  you 
have  seen,  not  tasted  any  of  these  things. 

"  Yours,  very  glad  to  chain  you  back  again  to  your 
proper  centre,  books  and  BibliothecaB, 

^'  G.  and  M.  Lamb. 
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•*  I  have  only  got  your  note  just  now  fer  negligen* 
dam  perimqui  MoxoniJ*^ 

The  following  little  note  has  a  mournful  interest,  as 
Lamb's  last  scrap  of  writing.  It  b  dated  on  the  very 
day  on  which  erysipelas  followed  the  accident,  appar- 
ently trifling,  which,  five  days  after,  terminated  in  his 
death.  It  is  addressed  to  the  wife  of  his  oldest  surviv- 
ing fi*iend:  — 

TO  MRS.  DYER. 

'^  Deo.  22nd,  1884. 

"  Dear  Mrs.  Dyer,  —  I  am  very  uneasy  about  a  Book 
which  I  either  have  lost  or  left  at  your  house  on  Thurs- 
day. It  was  the  book  I  went  out  to  fetch  from  Miss 
BuSam's,  while  the  tripe  was  iiying.  It  is  called 
*  Phillip's  Theatrum  Poetarum,'  but  it  is  an  English 
book.  I  think  I  left  it  in  the  parlor.  It  is  Mr.  Gary's 
book,  and  I  would  not  lose  it  for  the  world.  Pray,  if 
you  find  it,  book^  it  at  the  Swan,  Snow  Hill,  by  an 
Edmonton  stage  immediately,  directed  to  Mr.  Lamb, 
Church  Street,  Edmonton,  or  write  to  say  you  cannot 
find  it.  I  am  quite  anxious  about  it.  If  it  is  lost,  I 
shall  never  like  tripe  again. 

**  With  kindest  love  to  Mr.  Dyer  and  all, 

"  Yours  truly,  0.  Lamb.** 
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CHAPTER  THE  LAST. 

lamb's  WEDNESDAY  NIGHTS  COMPARED  WITH  THE  EVENINGS 
OF  HOLLAND  HOUSE  —  HIS  DEAD  COMPANIONS,  DYER,  GOD- 
WIN, THELWALL,  HAZLITT,  BARNES,  HAYDON,  COLERIDOB, 
AND  OTHERS  —  LAST  GLIMPSES  OF  CHARLES  AMD  MART 
LAMB. 


^  Gone;  all  are  gone,  the  old  flunlliar  faoeal " 


Two. circles  of  rare  social  enjoyment  ^ difiering  as 
widely  as  possible  in  all  external  circumstances  —  bat 
each  superior  in  its  kind  to  all  others,  during  the  same 
period  frankly  opened  to  men  of  letters  —  now  existing 
only  in  the  memories  of  those  who  are  &st  departing 
from  us  —  may,  without  offence,  be  placed  side  by  side 
in  grateful-  recollection  ;  they  are  the  dinners  at  Hoi* 
land  House  and  the  suppers  of  ^*  the  Lambs  "  at  the 
Temple,  Great  Russell  Street,  and  Islington.  Strange, 
at  first,  ^as  this  juxtaposition  may  seem,  a  little  reflec* 
tion  will  convince  the  few  survivore  who  have  enjoyed 
both,  that  it  involves  no  injustice  to  either ;  while,  with 
those  who  are  too  young  to  have  been  admitted  to  these 
rare  festivities,  we  may  exercise  the  privilege  of  age  by 
boasting  what  good  fellowship  was  once  enjoyed,  and 
what  "  good  talk  "  there  was  once  in  the  world ! 

But  let  us  call  to  mind  the  aspects  of  each  scene, 
before  we  attempt  to  tell  of  the  conversation,  which 
will  be  harder  to  recall  and  impossible  to  characterize. 
And  first,  let  us  invite  the  reader  to  assist  at  a  dinner 
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Rt  Holland  House  in  the  height  of  the  London  and 
Parliamentary  season,  say  a  Saturday  in  June.  It  is 
scarcely  seven  —  for  the  luxuries  of  the  house  a™  ""- 
hanced  by  a  punctuality  in  the  main  object  of  th 
■which  yields  to  no  dilatory  guest  of  whatever  { 
eioQ  —  and  you  are  seated  in  an  oblong  room,  i 
old  Riding,  opposite  a  deep  recess,  pierced  by  lai 
vindows,  through  which  the  rich  branches  of 
bathed  in  golden  light,  just  admit  the  faint  out! 
the  Surrey  Hills.  Among  the  guests  are  some  p 
c^  the  highest  rank,  always  some  of  high  politic 
portance,  about  whom  the  interest  of  busy  life  gi 
intermixed  with  others  eminent  already  in  hterat 
art,  or  of  that  dawning  promise  which  the  hostt 
lights  to  discover  and  the  host  to  smile  on.  A 
assembled  for  the  purpose  of  enjoyment ;  the  an 
of  the  minister,  the  feverish  struggles  of  the  pa 
the  silent  toils  of  the  artist  or  critic,  are  finished  ; 
week ;  professional  and  literary  jealousies  are  hi 
nckness,  decrepitude,  and  death  are  silently 
shadows ;  and  the  brilliant  assemblage  is  prepa 
exercise  to  the  highest  degree  the  extroordinar] 
ilege  of  mortals  to  live  in  the  knowledge  of  mo 
without  its  consciousness,  and  to  people  the  \ 
hour  with  delights,  as  if  a  man  lived  and  langhe 
enjoyed  in  this  world  forever.  Every  appliai 
physical  luxury  which  the  most  delicate  art  can  s 
attends  on  each ;  every  faint  wish  which  luxury  ( 
is  anticipated ;  the  noblest  and  most  gracious  c 
nance  in  the  world  smiles  over  the  happiness  it  is 
ing,  and  redoubles  it  by  cordial  invitations  and  e 
■ging  words,  which  set  the  humblest  stranger  gi 
perfect  ease.     As  the  dinner  merges  into  the  d 
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and  the  sunset  casts  a  richer  glow  on  the  branches,  stilly 
or  lightly  waving  in  the  evening  Ught,  and  on  the  scene 
within,  the  harmony  of  all  sensations  becomes  more 
perfect ;  a  delighted  and  delighting  chuckle  invites  at- 
tention to  some  joyous  sally  of  the  richest  intellectual 
wit  reflected  in  Ae  faces  of  all,  even  to  the  fevorite  ^ 

page  in  green,  who  attends  his  mistress  with  duty  like  I 

that  of  the  antique  world ;  the  choicest  wines  are  en-  ' 

hanced  in  their  liberal  but  temperate  use  by  the  vista 


opened  in  Lord  Holland's  tales  of  bacchanalian  even-  : 

ings  at  Brookes's,  with  Fox  and  Sheridan,  when  pota-  i 

tiona  deeper  and  more  serious  rewarded  the  Statesman's  | 

toils  and  shortened  his  days ;  until  at  length  the  serener  { 

pleasure  of  conversation,  of  the  now  carelessly  scat- 
tered groups,  is  enjoyed  in  that  old,  long,  unrivalled 
library  in  which  Addison  mused,  and  wrote,  and  drank ; 
where  every  Uving  grace  attends ;  "  and  more  than 
echoes  talk  along  the  walls."  One  happy  peculiarity 
of  these  assemblies  was,  the  number  of  persons  in  dif- 
ferent stations  and  of  various  celebrity,  who  were  grati- 
fied by  seeing,  still  more,  in  hearing  and  knowing  each 
other ;  the  statesman  was  relieved  from  care  by  associ- 
ation with  the  poet  of  whom  he  had  heard  and  partially 
read ;  and  the  poet  was  elevated  by  the  courtesy  which 
"  bared  the  greai  heart "  which  "  beats  beneath  a  star ; " 
and  each  felt,  not  rarely,  the  true  dignity  of  the  other, 
modestly  expanding  under  the  most  genial  auspices. 

Now  turn  to  No.  4,  Inner  Temple  Lane,  at  ten 
o'clock,  when  the  sedater  part  of  the  company  are 
assembled,  and  the  happier  stragglers  are  dropping  in 
from  the  play.  Let  it  be  any  autumn  or  winter  month, 
when  the  fire  is  blazing  steadily,  and  the  clean-swept 
hearth  and  whist-tables  speak  of  the  spirit  of  Mrs, 
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Battle,  and  serious  looks  require  "  the  rigor  of  the 
game."  The  furniture  is  old-fashioned  and  worn ;  the 
ceiling  low,  and  not  wholly  unstained  by  traces  of  "  the 
great  plant,"  though  now  virtuously  foreborne :  but  the 
Hogarths,  in  narrow  black  firames,  abounding  in  infi- 
nite thought,  humor  and  pathos,  enrich  the  walls ;  and 
all  things  wear  an  air  of  comfort  and  hearty  English 
welcome.  Lamb  himself,  yet  unrelaxed  by  the  glass, 
is  sitting  with  a  soil;  of  Quaker  prinmess  at  the  whist- 
table,  the  gentleness  of  liis  melancholy  smile  half  lost 
in  his  intentness  on  the  game ;  his  partner,  the  author 
of  "  Pohtical  Justice,"  (the  majestic  expression  of  his 
large  head  not  disturbed  by  disproportion  of  his  com- 
paratively diminutive  stature,)  is  regarding  his  hand 
with  a  philosophic  but  not  a  careless  eye;  Captain 
Bumey,  only  not  venerable  because  so  young  in  spirit, 
sits  between  them;  and  H.  C.  R.,  who  alone  now  and 
then  breaks  the  proper  silence,  to  welcome  some  incom- 
ing guest,  is  his  happy  partner  —  true  winner  in  the 
game  of  life,  whose  leisure  achieved  early,  is  devoted  to 
his  friends !  At  another  table,  just  beyond  the  circle 
which  extends  from  the  fire,  sit  another  four.  The 
broad,  burly,  jovial  bulk  of  John  Lamb,  the  Ajax 
Telamon  of  the  slender  clerks  of  the  old  South  Sea 
House,  whom  he  sometimes  introduces  to  the  rooms  of 
his  younger  brother,  surprised  to  learn  from  them  that 
he  is  growing  famous,  confronts  the  stately  but  courte- 
ous AJsager;  while  P.,  "his  few  hairs  bristling"  at 
gentle  objui'gation,  watches  his  partner  M.  B.,  dealing, 
with  "  soul  more  white "  *  than  the  hands  of.  which 

*  Lamb*B  Sonnet,  dedicatory  of  his  first  volume  of  prose  to  this  ehar- 
lihed  friend,  thus  conclndes:  — 

"  Tree  from  wlf-fleekiog,  enry,  low  dealgn, 
I  bftTe  not  Ibund  a  whiter  soul  than  thins  " 
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Lamb  once  said,  ^^  M.,  if  dirt  was  tramps,  what  hands 
you  would  hold  1 "  In  one  comer  of  the  room,  you 
may  see  the  pale  earnest  countenance  of  Charles  Lloyd, 
who  is  discoursing  "of  &te,  free-will,  foreknowledge 
absolute, '  with  Leigh  Hunt ;  and,  if  you  choose  to 
listen,  you  will  scarcely  know  which  most  to  admire  — 
the  severe  logic  of  the  melancholy  reasoner,  or  its 
gracefiil  evasion  by  the  tricksome  fancy  of  the  joyous 
poet.  Basil  Montague,  gentle  enthusiast  in  the  cause 
of  humanity,  which  he  has  lived  to  see  triumphant,  is 
pouring  into  the  outstretched  ear  of  George  Dyer  some 
tale  of  legalized  injustice,  which  the  recipient  is  irainly 
endeavoring  to  comprehend.  Soon  the  room  fills ;  in 
douches  Hazlitt  from  the  theatre,  where  his  stubborn 
anger  for  Napoleon's  defeat  at  Waterloo  has  been  soAr 
ened  by  Miss  Stephen's  angelic  notes,  which  might 
"  chase  anger,  and  grief,  and  fear,  and  sorrow,  and  pain 
from  mortal  or  immortal  minds ; "  Kenney,  with  a 
tremulous  pleasure,  announces  that  there  is  a  crowded 
house  to  the  ninth  representation  of  his  new  comedy, 
of  which  Lamb  lays  down  his  cards  to  inquire ;  or  Ayr- 
ton,  mildly  radiant,  whispers  the  continual  triumph  of 
*'  Don  Giovanni,"  for  which  Lamb,  incapable  of  opera, 
is  happy  to  take  his  word.  Now  and  then  an  actor 
glances  on  us  from  "  the  rich  Cathay "  of  the  world 
behind  the  scenes,  with  news  of  its  brighter  human- 
kind, and  with  looks  reflecting  the  public  favor  —  Lis- 
ten, grave  beneath  the  weight  of  the  town's  regards  — 
or  Miss  Kelly,  unexhausted  in  spirit  by  alternating  the 
drolleries  of  high  farce  with  the  terrible  pathos  of  melo- 
drama, —  or  Charles  Kemble  mirrors  the  chivalry  of 
thought,  and  ennobles  the  party  by  bending  on  them 
looks  beaming  with  the  aristocracy  of  nature.     Mean- 
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while  Bidcky  lays  the  cloth  on  the  sid&-table,  under  the 
direction  of  the  most  quiet,  sensible,  and  kind  of  women 
—  who  soon  compels  the  younger  and  more  hungry  of 
the  guests  to  partake  largely  of  the  cold  roast  lamb  or 
boiled  beef,  the  heaps  of  smoking  roasted  potatoes,  and 
the  vast  jug  of  porter,  often  replenished  from  the  foam<- 
ing  pots,  which  the  best  tap  of  Fleet  Street  supplies. 
Perfect  freedom  prevails,  save  when  the  hospitable 
pressure  of  the  mistress  excuses  excess ;  and  perhaps, 
the  physical  enjoyment  of  the  play-goer  exhausted  witli 
pleasure,  or  of  the  author  jaded  with  the  labor  of  the 
brain,  is  not  less  than  that  of  the  guests  at  the  most 
charming  of  aristocratic  banquets.  As  the  hot  water 
and  its  accompaniments  appear,  and .  the  severities  of 
whist  relax,  the  light  of  conversation  thickens :  Hazlitt, 
catching  the  influence  of  the  spirit  &om  which  he  has 
lately  begun  to  abstain,  utters  some  fine  criticism  with 
struggling  emphasis  ;  Lamb  stammers  out  puns  sugge» 
tive  of  wisdom,  for  happy  Barron  Field  to  admire  and 
echo ;  the  various  driblets  of  talk  combine  into  a  stream, 
while  Miss  Lamb  moves  gently  about  to  see  that  each 
modest  stranger  is  duly  served  ;  turning,  now  and  then, 
an  anxious,  loving  eye  on  Charles,  which  is  softened 
into  a  half  humorous  expression  of  resignation  to  inevi- 
table fate,  as  he  mixes  his  second  tumbler  I  This  is  on 
ordinary  nights,  when  the  accustomed  Wednesday-men 
assemble ;  but  there  is  a  difference  on  great  extra  nights, 
gladdened  by  "  the  bright  visitations  "  of  Wordsworth 
or  Coleridge:  —  the  cordiality  of  the  welcome  is  the 
same,  but  a  sedater  wisdom  prevails.  Happy  hours 
were  they  for  the  young  disciple  of  the  then  desperate, 
now  triumphant  cause  of  Wordsworth's  genius,  to  be 
admitted  to  the  presence  of  the  poet  who  had  opened 


f 


350  SOCIAL  COMPABISON. 

a  new  woild  for  him  in  the  midiscoyered  riches  of 
his  own  nature,  and  its  affinities  with  the  ooter  nni 
verse ;  whom  he  worshipped  the  more  devoutly  for  the 
world's  scorn ;  for  whom  he  felt  the  future  in  the 
instant,  and  anticipated  the  ^*  All  hail  hereafter  I  ** 
which  the  great  poet  has  lived  to  enjoj  I     To  win  him  j 

to  speak  of  his  own  poetry  —  to  hear  him  recite  its  f 

noblest  passages  —  and  to  join  in  his  brave  defiance  of  ; 

the  &shion  of  the  age  —  was  the  solemn  pleasure  of  | 

such  a  season ;  and,  of  course,  superseded  all  minor  dis- 
quisitions. So,  when  Coleridge  came,  argument,  wit, 
humor,  criticism  were  hushed;  the  pertest,  smartest, 
and  the  cleverest  felt  that  all  were  assembled  to  listen ; 
and  if  a  card-table  had  been  filled,  or  a  dispute  begun 
before  he  was  excited  to  continuous  speech,  his  gentle 
voice,  undulating  in  music,  soon 

«  Suspended  taidttf  and  took  with  ntviAhmeiit 
The  thronging  aadience.** 

The  conversation  which  animated  each  of  these 
memorable  circles,  approximated,  in  essence,  much 
more  nearly  than  might  be  surmised  firom  the  differ- 
ence in  station  of  the  principal  talkers,  and  the  contrast 
in  physical  appliances ;  that  of  the  bowered  saloon  of 
Holland  House  having  more  of  earnestness  and  depth, 
and  that  of  the  Temple-attic  more  of  airy  grace  than 
would  be  predicated  by  a  superficial  observer.  The 
foimer  possessed  the  peculiar  interest  of  directiy  bor- 
dering on  th<3  scene  of  political  conflict  —  gathering 
together  the  most  eloquent  leaders  of  the  Whig  party, 
whose  repose  from  energetic  action  spoke  of  the  week's 
conflict,  and  in  whom  the  moment's  enjoyment  derived 
a  pecidiar  charm  firom  the  perilous  glories  of  the  strug- 
gle which  the  morrow  was  to  renew  —  when  p'>wer 
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was  jrjt  witliin  reacli,  or  held  with  a  convulsive  grasp 
—  like  the  eager  and  solemn  pleasure  of  the  soldier's 
banquet  in  the  pause  of  victory.  The  pervading  spirit 
of  Lamb's  parties  was  also  that  of  social  progress; 
but  it  was  the  spirit  of  the  dreamers  and  thinkers, 
not  of  the  combatants  of  the  world — men  who,  it 
may  be,  drew  their  theories  from  a  deeper  range  of 
meditation,  and  embraced  the  future  with  more  com- 
prehensive hope  —  but  about  whom  the  immediate 
interest  of  party  did  not  gather ;  whose  victories  were 
all  within ;  whose  rewards  were  visions  of  blessings  for 
their  species  in  the  furthest  horizon  of  benevolent 
prophecy.  If  a  profounder  thought  was  sometimes 
dragged  to  light  in  the  dim  circle  of  Lamb's  com- 
paniom  than  was  native  to  the  brighter  sphere,  it 
was.  still  a  rare  felicity  to  watch  there  the  union  of 
elegance  with  purpose  in  some  leader  of  party — the 
delicate,  almost  fragile  grace  of  illustration  in  some 
one,  perhaps  destined  to  lead  advancing  multitudes  or 
to  withstand  their  rashness ;  to  observe  the  growth  of 
strength  in  the  midst  of  beauty  expanding  from  the 
sense  of  the  heroic  past,  as  the  famed  Basil  tree  of 
Boccaccio  grew  from  the  immolated  relic  beneath  it. 
If  the  alternations  in  the  former  oscillated  between 
wider  extremes,  touching  on  the  wildest  farce  and 
most  earnest  tragedy  of  life ;  the  rich  space  of  bril- 
liant comedy,  which  lived  ever  between  them  in  the 
latter,  was  diversified  by  serious  interests  and  heroic 
allusions.  Sydney  Smith's  wit  —  not  so  wild,  so  gro- 
tesque, so  deep-searching  as  Lamb's  —  had  even  more 
quickness  of  intellectual  demonstration  ;  wedded  moral 
and  political  wisdom  to  happiest  language,  with  a  more 
rapid  perception  of  secret  affinities;   was  capable  of 


*  I  take  leave  to  copy  the  glowing  pictare  of  the  eveniDgs  of  Holland 
House  and  of  its  admirable  master,  drawn  by  this  favorite  guest  himself, 
from  an  article  which  adorned  the  "  Edinburgh  Review,"  just  after  Lord 
Holland's  death. 

**  The  time  is  coming  when,  perhaps  a  few  old  men,  the  last  survivors 
of  our  generation,  will  in  vain  seek,  amidst  new  streets,  and  squares,  and 
railway  stations,  for  the  8ite  of  that  dwelling  which  was  in  their  youth 
the  favorite  resort  of  wits  and  beauties  —  of  painters  and  poets  —  of 
scholars,  philosophers,  and  statesmen.    They  will  then  remember,  with 
strange  tenderness,  many  objects  once  familiar  to  them  — the  avenue  and 
the  terrace,  the  busts  and  the  paintings ;  the  carving,  the  grotesque  gild> 
ing,  and  the  enigmatical  mottoes.    With  peculiar  fondness,  they  will  recal 
that  venerable  chamber,  in  which  all  the  antique  gravity  of  a  college 
library  was  so  singularly  blended  with  all  that  female  grace  and  wit  coul 
devise  to  embellish  a  drawing-room.    They  will  recollect,  not  unmoved 
those  shelves  loaded  with  the  varied  learning  of  many  lands  and  man] 
ages;  those  portraits  in  which  were  preserved  the  features  of  the  best  anc 
wisest  Englishmen  of  two  generations.      They  will  recollect  bow  many 
men  who  have  guided  the  politics  of  Europe  —  who  have  moved  greal 
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producing  epigrammatic  splendor  reflected  more  per- 
manently in  fhe  mind,  than  the  &ntastic  brilliancy  of 
those  rich  conceits  which  Lamb  stammered  out  with  / 
his  painful  smile.  Mackintosh  might  vie  with  Cole-  !j 
ridge  in  vast  and  various  knowledge ;  but  there  the 
competition  between  these  great  talkers  ends,  and  the 
contrast  begins  3  the  contrast  between  facility  and  in- 
spiration ;  between  the  ready  access  to  each  ticketed 
and  labeUed  compartment  of  history,  science,  art,  criti- 
cism, and  the  genius  that  fused  and  renovated  all. 
But  then  a  younger  spirit  appeared  at  Lord  Holland^s 
table  to  redress  the  balance  —  not  so  poetical  as  Cole- 
ridge, but  more  lucid  —  in  whose  vast  and  joyous 
memory  all  the  mighty  past  lived  and  glowed  anew ; 
whose  declamations  presented,  not  groups  tinged  with 
distant  light,  like  those  of  Coleridge,  but  a  series  of 
historical  figures  in  relief,  exhibited  in  bright  succes- 
sion, as  if  by  dioramic  art  there  glided  before  us  em- 
bossed sm-faces  of  heroic  life.*     Rogers  too,  was  there 


I 
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•^^  connecting  the  literature  of  the  last  age  with  this, 
partaking  of  some  of  the  hest  characteristica  of  both 
—  whose  first  poem  sparkled  in  the  closing  darkness 
of  the  last  century  "  like  a  rich  jewel  in  an  Ethiop's 
ear,"  and  who  was  advancing  from  a  youth  which  had 
anticipated  memory,  to  an  age  of  kindness  and  hope ; 
and  Moore,  who  paused  in  the  fluttering  expression  of 
graceful  trifles,  to  whisper  some  deep-toned  thought  of 
Ireland's  wrongs  and  sorrows. 

Msemblies  bj  reason  and  eloquence  —  who  have  put  life  inV>  bronze  and 
canvas,  or  who  have  left  to  posterity  things  so  written  as  it  shall  not  wil- 
lingly let  them  die  —  were  there  mixed  with  all  that  was  loveliest  and 
gayest  in  the  society  of  the  most  splendid  of  capitals.  They  will  remem- 
ber the  singular  character  which  belonged  to  that  circle,  in  which  every 
talent  and  accomplishment,  every  art  and  science,  had  its  place.  They 
wUl  remember  how  the  la^t  debate  was  discussed  In  one  comer,  and  the 
last  comedy  of  Scribe  in  another ;  y^^jf%  WUkie  gazed  with  modest  admira- 
tion on  Reynolds'  Baretti;  while  MacMtosh  turned  over  Thomas  Aquinas 
to  verify  a  quotation ;  while  Talleyrand  related  his  conversation  with  Barras' 
at  the  Luxemburg,  or  his  ride  with  Lannes  over  the  field  of  Austerlitz. 
They  will  remember,  above  all,  the  grace  —  and  the  kindness,  far  more 
admirable  than  grace  —  with  which  the  princely  hospitality  of  that  an- 
cient mansion  was  dispensed.  They  will  remember  the  venerable  and 
benignant  countenance,  and  the  cordial  voice  of  him  who  bade  them 
welcome.  They  will  remember  that  temper  which  years  of  pain,  of  sick- 
ness, of  lameness,  of  confinement,  seemed  only  to  make  sweeter  and 
sweeter;  and  that  frank  politeness,  which  at  once  relieved  all  the  em- 
barrassment of  the  youngest  and  most  timid  writer  or  artist,  who  found 
himself  for  the  first  time  among  Ambassadors  and  Earis.  They  will 
remember  that  constant  flow  of  conversation,  so  natural,  so  animated. 
fo  various,  so  rich  with  observation  and  anecdote;  that  wit  which  never 
gave  a  wound ;  that  exquisite  mimicry  which  ennobled,  instead  of  de- 
grading;  that  goodness  of  heart  which  appeared  in  every  look  and  accent 
and  gave  additional  value  to  every  talent  and  acquirement.  They  will 
remember,  too,  that  he  whose  name  they  hold  in  reverence  was  not  less 
distinguished  by  the  infiexible  uprightness  of  his  political  conduct,  than 
by  his  loving  disposition  and  his  winning  manners.  They  will  remember 
that,  in  the  last  lines  which  he  traced,  he  expressed  his  joy  that  he  haa 
done  nothing  unworthy  of  the  friend  of  Fox  and  Grey;  and  they  will 
have  reason  to  feel  similar  joy,  if,  in  looking  back  on  many  troubled 
years,  they  cannol  accuse  themselves  of  having  done  anything  unworth\ 
of  men  who  were  distinguished  by  the  friendship  of  Lord  Holland  " 

VOL.  n.  28 
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Literature  and  Art  supplied  the  &Torite  topics  to 
each  of  these  assemblies,  ^ — both  discussed  with  earnest 
admiration,  but  surveyed  in  diffeient  aspects.  The 
conversation  at  Lord  Holland's  was  wont  to  mirror  | 

the  happiest  aspects  of  the  living  mind ;  to  celebrate  j 

the  latest  discoveries  in  science ;  to  echo  the  quarterly  ^ 

decisions  of  Imperial  criticism ;  to  reflect  the  modest  ! 

glow  of  young  reputations;  —  all  was  gay,  graceftd,  | 

decisive,  as  if  the  pen  of  Jefirey  could  have  spoken ;  ■ 

or,  if  it  reverted  to  old  times,  it  rejoiced  in  those  J 

classical  associations  which  are  always  young.  At 
Lamb's,  on  the  other  hand,  the  topics  were  diiefly  .; 

sought  among  the  obscure  and  remote;  the  odd,  the  ■ 

quaint,  the  fantastic  were  drawn  out  from  their  dusty 
recesses;  nothing  could  be  more  foreign  to  its  em- 
brace than  the  modem  circulating  Kbrary,  even  when 
it  teemed  with  the  Scotch  novels.  Whatever  the 
subject  was,  however,  in  the  more  aristocratic,  or  the 
humbler  sphere,  it  was  always  discussed  by  those  best  | 

entitled  to  talk  on  it ;  no  others  had  a  chance  of  being 
heard.  This  remarkable  fireedom  from  bores  was  pro- 
duced in  Lamb's  circle  by  the  authoritative  texture  of 
its  commanding  minds ;  in  Lord  Holland's,  by  the  more 
direct,  and  more  genial  influence  of  the  hostess,  which 
checked  that  tenacity  of  subject  and  opinion  which 
sometimes  hn>ke  the  charm  of  Lamb's  parties  by  ^*a 
duel  in  the  form  of  a  debate."  Perhaps  beyond  any 
other  hostess,  —  certainly  fer  beyond  any  host.  Lady 
Holland  possessed  the  tact  of  perceiving,  and  the  power 
^f  evoking  the  various  capacities  which  lurked  in  every 
part  of  the  brilliant  circles  over  which  she  presided, 
and  restrained  each  to  its  appropriate  sphere,  and  por- 
tion of  the  evening.     To  enkindle  the  enthusiasm  of 
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an  artist  on  the  theme  over  which  he  had  achieved  the 
most  facile  mastery ;  to  set  loose  the  heart  of  the  mstic 
poet,  and  imbue  his  speech  with  the  freedom  of  his 
native  hills;  to  draw  from  the  advehturons  traveller 
a  breathing  picture  of  his  most  imminent  danger ;  or 
to  embolden  the  bashful  soldier  to  disclose  his  own 
share  in  the  perils  and  glories  of  some  famous  battle- 
field ;  to  encourage  the  generous  praise  of  friendship 
when  the  speaker  and  the  subject  reflected  interest  on 
each  other ;  or  win  from  an  awkward  man  of  science 
the  secret  history  of  a  discovery  which  had  astonished 
the  world ;  to  conduct  these  brilliant  developments  to 
the  height  of  satisfaction,  and  then  to  shift  the  scene 
by  the  magic  of  a  word,  were  among  her  nightly  suc- 
cesses. And  if  this  extraordinary  power  over  the 
elements  of  social  enjoyment  was  sometimes  wielded 
without  the  entire  concealment  of  its  despotism ;  if  a 
decisive  check  sometimes  rebuked  a  speaker  who  might 
intercept  the  variegated  beauty  of  Jeffrey's  indulgent 
criticism,  or  the  jest  announced  and  self-rewarded  in 
Sydney  Smith's  cordial  and  triumphant  laugh,  the 
authority  was  too  clearly  exerted  for  the  evening's 
prosperity,  and  too  manifestly  impelled  by  an  urgent 
consciousness  of  the  value  of  these  golden  hours  which 
were  fleeting  within  its  confines,  to  sadden  the  enforced 
silence  with  more  than  a  momentary  regret.  If  ever 
her  prohibition  —  clear,  abrupt,  and  decisive,  —  indi- 
cated more  than  a  preferable  regard  for  livelier  dis- 
course, it  was  when  a  depreciatory  tone  was  adopted 
towards  genius,  or  goodness,  or  honest  endeavor,  or 
when  some  friend,  personal  or  intellectual,  was  men- 
tioned in  slighting  phrase.  Habituated  to  a  generous 
partisajiship,  by  strong  sympathy  with  a  great  politicai 


856  SOCIAL  COMPASISOH. 

cause,  she  carried  the  fidelity  of  her  devotion  to  thai 
tause  into  her  social  relations,  and  was  ever  the  truest 
jind  the  lastest  of  &iends.  The  tendency,  often  more 
idle  than  malicious,  to  soften  down  the  intellectual 
claims  of  the  absent,  which  so  insidiously  besets  litei^ 
ary  conversation,  and  teaches  a  superficial  insincerity, 
even  to  substantial  esteem  and  regard,  and  which  was 
sometimes  insinuated  into  the  conversation  of  Lamb's 
friends,  though  never  into  his  own,  found  no  &vor  in 
her  presence ;  and  hence  the  conversations  over  which 
she  presided,  perhaps  beyond  all  that  ever  flashed  with 
a  kindred  splendor,  were  marked  by  that  integrity  of 
good-nature  which  might  admit  of  their  exact  repeti- 
tion to  every  living  individual  whose  merits  were  dis- 
cussed, without  the  danger  of  inflicting  pain.  Under 
her  auspices,  not  only  all  critical,  but  all  personal  talk 
wajs  tinged  with  kindness;  the  strong  interest  whidi 
she  took  in  the  happiness  of  her  firiends,  shed  a  pecu<- 
liar  sunniness  over  the  aspects  of  life  presented  by  the 
common  topics  of  aUiances,  and  marriages,  and  promo- 
tions; and  there  was  not  a  hopefiil  engagement,  or 
a  happy  wedding,  or  a  promotion  of  a  fiiend's  son» 
or  a  new  intellectual  triumph  of  any  youth  with  whose 
name  and  history  she  was  familiar,  but  became  an 
went  on  which  she  expected  and  required  congratula^ 
tion  as  on  a  part  of  her  own  fortune.  Although 
there  was  necessarily  a  preponderance  in  her  society 
of  the  sentiment  of  popular  progress,  which  once  was 
cherished  almost  exclusively  by  the  party  to  whom 
Lord  Holland  was  united  by  sacred  ties,  no  expres- 
sion of  triumph  in  success,  no  virulence  in  sudden 
disappointment,  was  ever  permitted  to  wound  the 
most  sensitive  ears  of  her  conservative  gueeto.     It 
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might  be  that  some  placid  comparison  or  recent  with 
fonner  times,  spoke  a  sense  of  freedom's  peaceftd  vic- 
tory ;  or  that,  on  the  giddy  edge  of  some  great  party 
struggle,  the  festivities  of  the  evening  might  take  a 
more  serious  cast,  as  news  arrived  from  the  scene  of 
contest,  and  the  pleasure  might  be  deepened  by  the 
peril ;  but  the  feeling  was  always  restrained  by  the 
supremacy  given  to  those  permanent  solaces  for  the 
mind,  in  the  beautiful  and  the  great,  which  no  political 
changes  disturb.  Although  the  death  of  the  noble 
master  of  the  venerated  mansion  closed  its  portals  for- 
ever on  the  exquisite  enjoyments  to  which  they  had 
been  so  generously  expanded,  the  art  of  conversation 
lived  a  little  longer  in  the  smaller  circle  which  Lady 
Holland  still  drew  almost  daily  around  her ;  honoring 
his  memory  by  following  his  example,  and  struggling 
against  the  perpetual  sense  of  unutterable  bereave- 
ment, by  rendering  to  literature  that  honor  and  those 
reliefs,  which  English  aristocracy  has  too  often  denied 
it;  and  seeking  consolation  in  making  others  proud 
and  happy.  That  lingering  happiness  is  extinct  now ; 
Lamb's  kindred  circle  —  kindred,  though  so  diflferent 
—  dispersed  almost  before  he  died ;  the  "  thoughts  that 
wandered  through  eternity,"  are  no  longer  expressed 
in  time ;  the  fancies  and  conceits,  "  gay  creatures  of 
the  element  "  of  social  delight,  "  that  in  the  colors  of 
the  rainbow  lived,  and  played  in  the  plighted  clouds," 
flicker  only  in  the  backward  perspective  of  waning 
years ;  and  for  the  survivors,  I  may  venture  to  affirm, 
no  such  conversation  as  they  have  shared  in  either 
circle  will  ever  be  theirs  again  in  this  world! 

Before  closing  these  last  Memorials  of  Charles  ana 
Mary  Lamb,  it  may  be  permitted  me  to  glance  sep- 
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arately  at  some  of  the  friends  who  are  grouped  around 
them  in  memory,  and  who,  like  them,  live  only  in 
recollection,  and  in  the  works  they  have  left  behind 
them. 

George  Dyer  was  one  of  the  first  objects  of 
Lamb's  youthful  reverence,  for  he  had  attained  tae 
stately  rank  of  Grecian  in  the  venerable  school  of 
Christ's  Hospital,  when  Charles  entered  it,  a  little, 
timid,  affectionate  child ;  but  this  boyish  respect,  once 
amounting  to  awe,  gave  place  to  a  familiar  habit  of 
loving  banter,  which  springing  &om  the  depths  of  old 
regard,  approximated  to  school-boy  roguery,  and,  now 
and  then,  though  very  rarely,  gleamed  on  the  con- 
sciousness of  the  ripe  scholar.  Ko  contrast  could  be 
more  vivid  than  that  presented  by  the  relations  of 
each  to  the  literature  they  both  loved ;  one  divining 
its  inmost  essences,  plucking  out  the  heart  of  its  mys- 
teries, shedding  light  on  its  dimmest  recesses  ;  the  other 
devoted,  with  equal  assiduity,  to  its  externals.*  Books 
to  Dyer,  "  were  a  real  world,  both  pure  and  good ; "  } 

among  them  he  passed,  unconscious  of  time,  from  youth 
to  extreme  age,  vegetating  on  their  dates  and  forms, 
and  "  trivial  fond  records,"  in  the  learned  air  of  great 
libraries,  or  the  dusty  confusion  of  his  own,  with  the 
least  possible  apprehension  of  any  human  interest  vital 
in  their  pages,  or  of  any  spirit  of  wit  or  fancy  glancing 
across  them.  His  life  was  an  Academic  pastoral.  Me- 
thinks  I  see  his  gaunt,  awkward  form,  set  oflF  by  trou- 
Revs  too  short,  like  those  outgrown  by  a  gawky  lad,  and 
d  rusty  coat  as  much  too  large  for  the  wearer,  hanging 
about  him  like  those  garments  which  the  aristocratic 
Milesian  peasantry  prefer  to  the  most  comfortable  rua- 
tic  dress ;  his  long  head  silvered  over  with  short  yet 
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•traggting  liEur,  and  his  dark  gray  ejea  glistening  with 
faith  and  wonder,  as  Lamb  satisfies  the  curiosi 
has  gently  disturbed  bis  studies  as  to  the  auth( 
the  "  Waverley  Novels,"  by  telling  liim,  in  tl 
«flt  confidence,  that  they  are  the  works  of  Lort 
reagh,  just  returned  from  the  Congress  of  Sc 
at  Vienna  I  Off  he  runs,  with  animated  st 
shambling  enthusiasm,  nor  stops  till  he  reachc 
Hill,  and  breathes  his  news  into  the  startlet 
Leigh  Hunt,  who,  "  as  a  public  writer,"  ong 
possessed  of  the  great  fiict  with  which  George 
Or  shall  I  endeavor  to  revive  the  bewildei 
with  which,  just  after  he  had  been  announce 
of  Lord  Stanhope's  executors  and  residuary 
he  received  Lamb's  grave  inquiry,  "  Whetht 
irue,  aa  commonly  reported,  that  he  was  to 
a  Lord  ?  "  "  O  dear  no !  Mr.  Lamb,"  respo 
with  earnest  serioasness,  but  not  without  a  e 
quivering  vanity,  "  I  could  not  think  of  such 
it  is  not  true,  I  assure  you."  "  I  thought  m 
Lamb,  "  and  I  contradict  it  wherever  I  go ; 
government  will  not  ask  your  consent ;  they  n 
you  to  the  peerage  without  your  even  knowing 
hope  not,  Mr.  Lamb ;  indeed,  indeed,  I  hope 
would  not  suit  me  at  all,"  responded  Dyer,  e 
his  way,  musing  on  the  possibility  of  a  stranj 
descending  on  his  reluctant  brow.  Or  shall  1 1 
visible  presentment  of  his  bland  unconsciousne: 
when  his  sportive  friend  taxed  it  to  the  utmost 
denly  asking  what  he  thought  of  the  murde 
liams,  who,  after  destroying  two  families  in 
Highway,  had  Intiken  prison  by  suicide,  an 
body  had  jnst  before  been  conveyed,  in  shocli 
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cession,  to  ItB  cross-road  grave !  The  desperate  attempt 
to  compel  the  gentle  optimist  to  speaJk  ill  of  a  mortal 
creature  produced  no  happier  success  than  the  answer, 
^^  Why,  I  should  think,  Mr.  Lamb,  he  must  have  been 
rather  an  eccentric  character."  This  simplicity  of  a 
nature  not  only  unspotted  by  the  world,  but  almost  ab- 
stracted &om  it,  will  seem  the  more  remarkable,  when 
it  is  known  that  it  was  subjected,  at  the  entrance  of 
life,  to  a  hard  battle  with  fortune..  Dyer  was  the  son 
of  very  poor  parents,  residing  in  an  eastern  suburb  of 
London,  Stepney,  or  Bethnal-greenward,  where  he  at- 
tracted the  attention  of  two  elderly  ladies  as  a  serious 
child,  with  an  extraordinary  love  for  books.  They 
obtained  for  him  a  presentation  to  Christ's  Hospital, 
which  he  entered  at  seven  years  of  age ;  fought  his  way 
through  its  sturdy  ranks  to  its  head ;  and,  at  nineteen, 
quitted  it  for  Cambridge,  with  only  an  exhibition  and 
his  scholarly  accomplishments  to  help  him.  On  he 
Went,  however,  placid,  if  not  rejoicing,  through  the 
diiGculties  of  a  life  illustrated  only  by  scholarship; 
encountering  tremendous  labors ;  unresting  yet  ser^ie ; 
until  at  eighty-£ve  he  breathed  out  the  most  blameless 
of  Uves,  which  began  in  a  atruggle  to  end  in  a  learned 
dream ! 

Mr.  Godwin,  who  during  the  happiest  period  of 
Lamb's  weekly  parties,  was  a  constant  assistant  at 
his  whisl>-table,  resembled  Dyer  in  simplicity  of  man- 
ner and  devotion  to  letters ;  but  the  simplicity  was 
more  superficial,  and  the  devotion  more  profound  than 
the  kindred  qualities  in  the  guileless  scholar ;  and,  in 
stead  of  forming  the  entii^  being,  only  marked  the 
surface  of  a  nature  beneath  which  extraordinary  power 
lay  hidden.    As  the  abs^ice  of  worldly  wisdom  aub- 
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jectuil  Dyer  to  the  sportive  sallies  of  Lamb,  so  a  like 
deficiiincy  in  Godwin  exposed  him  to  the  coarser  mirth 
of  Mr.  Home  Tooke,  who  was  sopietimes  inclined  to 
seek  relaxation  for  the  iron  mnscles  of  his  imperturba- 
ble m?nd  in  trying  to  make  a  philosopher  look  fo 
To  a  stranger's  gaze  "the  author  of  the  "  Political 
tice  "  and  "  Caleb  Williams,"  as  he  appeared  ii 
T^nple,  always  an  object  of  curiosity  except  t 
ferr.iliars,  presented  none  of  those  characteristics 
which  fency  had  invested  the  daring  speculator 
relentless  novelist ;  nor,  when  he  broke  silence 
his  language  tend  to  reconcile  the  reality  will 
expectation.  The  disproportion  of  a  frame  which 
of  stature,  was  surmounted  by  a  massive  head  t 
might  befit  a  presentable  giant,  was  rendered  a 
imperceptible,  not  by  any  vivacity  of  expression 
his  countenance  was  rarely  lighted  np  by  the 
seated  genius  within),  but  by  a  gracious  suavii 
manner  which  many  "  a  fine  old  English  gentler 
might  envy.  His  voice  was  small ;  the  topics  < 
ordinary  conversation  trivial,  and  discussed  with  a 
cacy  and  precision  which  might  almost  be  mistake 
finical ;  and  the  presence  of  the  most  interesting 
sons  in  literary  society,  of  which  he  had  eujoyei 
best,  would  not  prevent  him  from  falling  after  d 
into  the  most  profound  sleep.  This  gentle,  dr 
spiritless  demeanor,  presents  a  striking  contrast 
reputation  which  once  filled  Europe  with  its  ec' 
but  it  was,  in  truth,  when  rightly  understood,  per 
consistent  with  those  intellectual  elements  w}ii( 
some  raised  the  most  enthusiastic  admiration,  and 
others  elicited  the  wildest  denunciations  of  Tisi< 
terror. 
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In  Mr.  Godwin's  mind,  the  faculty  of  abstract  rea- 
son so  predominated  over  all  others,  as  practically  to 
extinguish  them;  and  his  taste,  akin  to  this  &culty, 
sought  only  for  its  development  through  the  medium  of 
composition  for  the  press.  He  had  no  imagination,  no 
fancy,  no  wit,  no  humor ;  or  if  he  possessed  any  of 
those  faculties,  they  were  obscured  by  that  of  pure  rea- 
son ;  and  being  wholly  devoid  of  the  quick  sensibility 
which  irritates  speech  into  eloquence,  and  of  the  passion 
for  immediate  excitement  and  applause,  which  tends  to 
its  presentment  before  admiring  assemblies,  he  desired 
no  other  audience  than  that  which  he  could  silently  ad- 
dress, and  learned  to  regard  all  things  through  a  con- 
templative medium.  In  this  sense,  far  more  than  in  the 
extravagant  application  of  his  wildest  theories,  he  lev- 
elled all  around  him ;  admitted  no  greatness  but  that 
of  literature  ;  and  neither  desired  nor  revered  any  tri- 
umphs but  those  of  thought.  If  such  a  reasoning  fac- 
ulty, guided  by  such  a  disposition,  had  been  applied  to 
abstract  sciences,  no  effect  remarkable  beyond  that  of 
rare  excellence,  would  have  been  produced ;  but  the 
apparent  anomalies  of  Mr.  Godwin's  intellectual  history 
arose  from  the  application  of  his  power  to  the  passions, 
the  interests,  and  the  hopes  of  mankind,  at  a  time  when 
they  enkindled  into  frightful  action,  and  when  he  calm- 
ly worked  out  his  problems  among  their  burning  ele- 
ments with  the  "  ice-brook's  temper,"  and  the  severest 
logic.  And  if  some  extreme  conclusions  were  incon- 
sistent with  the  faith  and  the  duty  which  alone  can  sus- 
tain and  regulate  our  nature,  there  was  no  small  com- 
pensation in  the  severity  of  the  process  to  which  the 
student  was  impelled,  for  the  slender  j  t^ril  wliich  might 
remain  lest  the  results  should  be  pritctically  adopted 
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A  system  founded  on  pure  reason,  which  rejected 
the  impulses  of  natural  affection,  the  delights  of  grat- 
itude, the  influences  of  prejudice,  the  bondage  of 
custom,  the  animation  of  personal  hope;  which  ap- 
pealed to  no  passion  —  which  suggested  no  luxury  — 
which  excited  no  animosities  —  and  which  offered  no 
prize  for  the  observance  of  its  laws,  except  a  participa- 
tion in  the  expanding  glories  of  progressive  humanity, 
was  little  calculated  to  allure  from  the  accustomed  paths 
of  ancient  ordinance  any  man  disposed  to  walk  in  them 
by  the  h'ghts  from  heaven.  On  the  other  hand,  it  was  a 
healthiul  diversion  from  those  seductions  in  which  the 
heart  secretly  enervates  and  infects  the  understanding, 
to  invite  the  revolutionary  speculator  to  the  contempla- 
tion of  the  distant  and  the  refined ;  by  the  pursuit  of 
impracticable  error  to  brace  the  mind  for  the  achieve- 
ment of  everlasting  truth ;  and  on  the  "  heat  and  flame 
of  the  distemper"  of  an  impassioned  democracy  to 
"  sprinkle  cool  patience."  The  idol  Political  Justice, 
of  which  he  was  the  slow  and  laborious  architect,  if  it 
for  awhile  enchanted,  did  not  long  enthral  or  ever  de- 
base its  worshippers  ;  "  its  bones  were  marrowless,  its 
blood  was  cold," —  but  there  was  surely  "  speculation  in 
its  eyes  "  which  "  glared  withal "  into  the  future.  Such 
high  Qsisuistry  as  it  evoked  has  always  an  ennobling  ten- 
dency, even  when  it  dallies  with  error;  the  direction  of 
thought  in  youth  is  of  less  consequence  than  the  mode 
of  its  exercise ;  and  it  is  only  when  the  base  interests 
and  sensual  passions  of  mortality  pander  to  the  imder- 
standing  that  truth  may  fear  for  the  issue. 

The  author  of  this  cold  and  passionless  intellectual 
fantasy  looked  out  upon  the  world  he  hoped  to  in- 
^oi*m  from  r?ce8ses  of  contemplation  which  the  outward 
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incidents  of  life  did  not  disturb,  and  which,  when 
closed,  left  him  a  common  man,  appearing  to  super- 
ficial observers  rather  below  than  above  the  level  of 
ordinary  talkers.  To  his  inward  gaze  the  stupendous 
changes  which  agitated  Europe,  at  the  time  he  wrote, 
were  silent  as  a  picture.  The  pleasure  of  his  life  was 
to  think ;  its  business  was  to  write ;  all  else  in  it  was 
vanity.  Regarding  his  own  being  through  the  same 
spiritualizing   medium,   he   saw  no    reason   why  the  j 

springs  of  its  existence  should  wear  out,  and,  in  the  * 

spring-time  of  his  speculation,  held  that  man  might 
become  immortal  on  earth   by  the  effort  of  the  w^ill.  t 

His  style  partook  of  the  quality  of  his  intellect  and  the 
character  of  its  purposes  —  it  was  pure,  simple,  color- 
less. His  most  imaginative  passages  are  inspired  only 
by  a  logic  quickened  into  enthusiasm  by  the  antici- 
pation of  the  approaching  discovery  of  truth  —  the 
dawning  Eureka  of  the  reasoner;   they  are  usually  | 

composed  of  "  line  upon  line  and  precept  upon  pre- 
cept," without  an  involution  of  style,  or  an  eddy  in 
the  thought.  He  sometimes  complained,  though  with 
the  benignity  that  always  marked  his  estimate  of  his 
opponents,  that  Mr.  Malthus's  style  was  too  riclily 
ornamented  for  argument ;  and  certainly,  with  all  its 
vivacity  of  illustration  it  lacks  the  transparent  simplic- 
ity of  his  own.  The  most  palpable  result  which  he 
ever  produced  by  his  writings  was  the  dark  theory  in 
the  first  edition  of  the  work  on  Population,  which  was 
presented  as  an  answer  to  his  reasoning  on  behalf  of 
the  perfectibility  of  man ;  and  he  used  to  smile  at  his 
ultimate  triumph,  when  the  writer,  who  had  only  in- 
tended a  striking  paradox,  tamed  it  down  to  the  wis« 
d»m  of  economy,  and  adapted  it  to  Poor-law  uses; 
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neutrsMxed  his  giant  spectres  of  Vice  and  Misery  by 
tlie  practical  intervention  of  Moral  Restraint ;  and  left 
the  optimist,  Godwin,  still  in  unclouded  possession  of 
the  hope  of  universal  peace  and  happiness,  po-t"'""J 
only  to  that  time  when  passion  shall  be  subjected 
son,  and  population,  no  more  rising  like  a  resistli 
between  adamantine  barriers  to  submerge  the  re 
earth,  shall  obey  the  commands  of  wisdom ;  i 
fall  as  the  means  of  subsistence  expand  or  contra 
only  contribute  an  impulse  to  the  universal  han 
The  persons  of  Mr.  Godwin's  romances  —  s 
Btill — are  the  naked  creations  of  the  same  : 
tnal  power,  marvellously  endowed  with  galva: 
Though  witli  happier  symmetry,  they  are  at 
made  out  of  chains  and  links  of  reasoning,  as  tl 
ater  was  fashioned  by  the  chemistry  of  the  stui 
the  celebrated  novel  of  his  gifted  daughter.  Fi 
and  Caleb  Williams,  are  the  mere  impersonat 
the  unbounded  love  of  reputation,  and  irresistit 
osity  ;  these  ideas  are  developed  in  each  with  r 
iteration  —  to  the  two  ideas  all  causes  ^ve  ws 
materials  are  subjected,  often  of  remarkable  cob 
to  the  refinement  of  the  conception.  Hazlitt 
observe  of  these  two  characters,  that  the  manr 
are  played  into  each  other,  was  equal  to  anyt 
the  kind  in  the  drama ;  and  there  is  no  doubt  1 
opposition,  though  at  the  cost  of  probabOity, 
powerfiilly  maintained :  but  the  effect  is  parti; 
to  the  absence  of  all  extrinsic  interest  which  c< 
terfere  with  the  main  purpose ;  the  beatings 
heart  become  audible,  not  only  &om  their  owi 
sity,  but  from  the  desolation  which  the  author 
panded  around  them.     The  roj-sistency  in  each 
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of  an  idea,  not  of  a  character ;  and  if  the  effect  of 
form  and  color  is  produced,  it  is,  as  in  line  engraying, 
bj  the  infinite  minuteness  and  delicacy  of  the  single 
strokes.  In  like  manner,  the  incidents  by  which  the 
author  seeks  to  exemplify  the  wrongs  inflicted  by  power 
on  goodness  in  ciyilized  society,  are  utterly  fantastical ; 
nothing  can  be  more  minute,  nothing  more  unreal ; 
the  youth  being  involved  by  a  web  of  circumstances 
woven  to  immesh  him,  which  the  condition  of  so- 
dety  that  the  author  intends  to  repudiate,  renders 
impossible ;  and  which,  if  true,  would  prove  not  that 
the  framework  of  law  is  tyrannous,  but  that  the  will  of 
a  single  oppressor  may  elude  it.  The  subject  of  "  St 
Leon  "  is  more  congenial  to  the  author's  power ;  but  it 
is,  in  like  manner,  a  logical  development  of  the  conse- 
quences of  a  being  prolonged  on  earth  through  ages ; 
and,  as  the  dismal  vista  expands,  the  skeleton  spec- 
ulators crowd  in  to  mock  and  sadden  us  I 

Mr.  Godwin  was  thus  a  man  of  two  beings,  which 
held  litde  discourse  with  each  other  —  the  daring  in- 
ventor of  theories  constructed  of  air-drawn  diagrams 
—  and  the  simple  gentieman,  who  suffered  nothing  to 
disturb  or  excite  him,  beyond  his  study.  He  loved 
to  walk  in  the  crowded  streets  of  London,  not  like 
Lamb,  enjoying  the  infinite  varieties  of  many-colored 
life  around  him,  but  because  he  felt,  amidst  the  noise, 
and  crowd,  and  glare,  more  intensely  the*  imperturbable 
stillness  of  bis  own  contemplations.  His  means  of 
comfortable  support  were  mainly  supplied  by  a  shop 
in  Skinner  Street,  where,  under  the  auspices  of  "  M. 
J.  Godwin  &  Co."  the  prettiest  and  wisest  books  for 
children  issued,  which  old-fashioned  parents  presented 
to  their  children,  without  suspecting  that  the  graceful 
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iesflonfl  of  piety  and  goodness  which  charmed  away 
the  selfishness  of  infancy,  were  published,  and  some- 
times revised,  and  now  and  then  written,  by  a  philoso- 
pher whom  they  would  scarcely  venture  to  name  I  He 
met  the  exigencies  which  the  vicissitudes  of  business 
sometimes  caused,  with  the  trusting  simplicity  which 
marked  his  course  —  he  asked  his  friends  for  aid  with- 
out scruple,  considering  that  their  means  were  justly 
the  due  of  one  who  toiled  in  thought  for  their  inward 
life,  and  had  little  time  to  provide  for  his  own  outward 
existence ;  and  took  their  excuses,  when  offered,  with- 
out doubt  or  offence.  The  very  next  day  after  I  had 
been  honored  and  delighted  by  an  introduction  to  him 
at  Lamb's  chambers,  I  was  made  still  more  proud  and 
happy  by  his  appearance  at  my  own  on  such  an  errand 
—  which  my  poverty,  not  my  will,  rendered  abortive. 
After  some  pleasant  chat  on  indifferent  matters,  he 
carelessly  observed,  that  he  had  a  little  bill  for  150Z. 
MLing  due  on  the  morrow,  which  he  had  forgotten  till 
that  morning,  and  desired  the  loan  of  the  necessary 
amount  for  a  few  weeks.  At  first,  in  eager  hope  of 
being  able  thus  to  oblige  one  whom  I  regarded  with 
admiration  akin  to  awe,  I  began  to  consider  whether  it 
was  possible  for  me  to  raise  such  a  sum ;  but,  alas !  a 
moment's  reflection  sufficed  to  convince  me  that  hope 
was  vain,  and  I  was  obliged,  with  much  confusion,  t^ 
assure  my  distinguished  visitor  how  glad  I  should  have 
been  to  serve  him,  but  that  I  was  only  just  starting 
as  a  special  pleader,  was  obliged  to  write  for  magazines 
to  help  me  on,  and  had  not  such  a  sum  In  the  world. 
''  Oh  dear,"  said  the  philosopher,  "  I  thought  you  were 
a  young  gentleman  of  fortune  —  don't  mention  it-— 
don't  mention  it ;  I  shall  do  very  well  elsewhere : " 
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nd  tliea,  in  the  most  gracioos  maimer,  rsTerted  to 
former  topics ;  and  sat  in  my  small  room  for  lialf 
lour,  as  if  to  convince  me  that  my  want  of  fortune 
c  no  di&ercnce  in  his  esteem.  A  slender  tribute 
le  literature  he  had  loved  and  served  so  well,  was 
rded  to  him  in  the  old  age  to  which  he  attained,  by 
pft  of  a  sinecure  in  the  Exchequer,  of  about  200L 
^r,  connected  with  the  custody  of  the  Records ; 

the  last  time  I  saw  him,  he  was  heaving  an  im- 
se  key  to  unlock  the  musty  treasures  of  which  he 

guardian  —  how  unlike  those  he  had  anlocked, 
I  finer  talisman,  for  the  astonishment  and  alarm 
ne  generation,  and  the  delight  of  all  others! 
3UN  Thelwall,  who  had  once  exulted  in  the 
illation  of  Citizen  Thelwall,  having  been  asso- 
id  with  Coleridge  and  Southey  in  their  days  of 
usiastica)  dreaming,  though  a  more  precise  aniL 
tical  reformer  than  either,  was  introduced  by  them 
•amb,  and  was  welcomed  to  his  circle,  in  the  true 
olicism  of  its  spirit,  although  its  master  cared 
ling  for  the  Roman  virtue  which  Thelwall  d&- 
dly  cherished,  and  which  Home  Tooke  kept  in 
irtain  vibration  between  a  rebellion  and  a  hoax, 
lb  justly  esteemed  Thelwall  as  a  thoroughly  honest 

;  —  not  honest  merely  in  reference  to  the  moral 
ions  of  life,  but  to  the  processes  of  thought  j  one 
Be   mind,   acute,  vigorous,   and   direct,   perceived 

the  object  imracdiatuly  before  it,  and,  undisturbed 
ollateral  circumstances,  reflected,  with  literal  fidel- 
the  imi)ression  it  received,  and  maintained  it  as 
lily  against  the  beauty  tliat  might  soften  it,  or  the 
om  that  might  mould  it,  as  against  the  granny 

would  stifle  its  expression.     "  If  to  be  honest  aa 


^OHH  TUELWALL.  369 

the  world  go^,  is  to  be  one  man  picked  out  of  ten 
thousand,"  to  be  honest  as  the  mind  works  b  to  be 
one  man  of  a  million  ;  and  such  a  man  was  Th^^' — " 
Starting  with  imperfect  education  from  the  tljj 
of  domestic  oppression,  with  slender  knowledg 
with  fierj  zeal,  into  the  dangers  of  political  ente 
and  treading  fearlessly  on  the  verge  of  sedition,  I 
nothing  before  him  but  powers  winch  he  asaui 
be  despotism  and  vice,  and  roshed  headlong  to 
them.  The  point  of  time — just  that  when  tht 
mulated  force  of  public  opinion  had  obtained  a  ' 
mastery  over  the  accumulated  corruptions  of  ag 
when  power,  still  unconvinced  of  its  danger,  pre 
its  boldest  &ont  to  opposing  intellect,  or  strove  tc 
it  in  the  cruelty  of  awaking  fear  —  gave  scope  i 
ardent  tempentment  of  an  orator  almost  as  p 
scholastic  cultivation  as  in  external  fortune ;  but 
in  integrity,  and  rich  in  burning  words. 

Thus  passionate  Thelwall  spoke  boldly  and 
mently — at  a  time  when  indignation  was  thou 
be  virtue ;  but  there  is  no  reason  to  believe  h 
meditated  any  treason  except  that  accumulated 
architectural  sophistry  of  Lord  Eldon,  by  wh 
proved  a  person  who  desired  to  awe  the  Govei 
into  a  change  of  policy  to  be  guilty  of  com] 
the  king's  death  —  as  thus :  —  that  the  king  musi 
the  proposed  alteration  in  his  measures  —  that  re 
he  must  be  deposed  —  and  that  being  deposed,  h 
necessarily  die  ;  —  though  liis  boldness  of  speech 
him  in  jeopaidy  even  after  the  acquittals  of  his  t 
minded  associate  Hardy,  and  his  enigmatical  ins: 
Tooke,  who  fursook  him,  and  left  him,  when  acq 
to  the  mercy  of  the  world.     His  life,  which 
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this  event  had  been  one  of  self-denial  and  ptiritj 
remarkable  in  a  yoiuig  man  who  had  imbibed  the 
impulses  of  revolutionary  France,  partook  of  consid- 
erable vicissitude.  At  one  time  he  was  raised  by  his 
skill  in  correcting  impediments  of  speech,  and  teach- 
ing elomtion  as  a  science,  into  elegant  competence 
at  othtri  times  saddened  by  the  difficulties  of  poorly 
requited  Uterary  toil  and  wholly  unrequited  patriotism ; 
but  he  preserved  his  integrity  and  his  cheerfulness  — 
'*  a  man  of  hope  and  forward-looking  mind  ev^i  to 
the  last."  Unlike  Godwin,  whose  profound  thoughts 
slowly  struggled  into  form,  and  seldom  found  utter- 
ance in  conversation,  —  speech  was,  in  him,  all  in  all, 
his  delight,  his  profession,  his  triumph,  with  little  else 
than  passion  to  inspire  or  color  it.  The  flaming  orar 
tions  of  his  "  Tribune,"  rendered  more  piquant  by  the 
transparent  masquerade  of  ancient  history,  which,  in 
his  youth,  "  touched  monied  worldlings  with  dismay," 
and  infected  the  poor  with  dangerous  anger,  seemed 
vapid,  spiritless,  and  shallow  when  addressed  through 
the  press  to  the  leisure  of  the  thoughtful.  The  light 
which  glowed  with  so  formidable  a  lustre  before  the 
evening  audience,  vanished  on  closer  examination,  and 
proved  to  be  only  a  harmless  phantom-vapor  which 
left  no  traces  of  destructive  energy  behind  it. 

Thelwall,  in  person  small,  compact,  muscular — with 
a  head  denoting  indomitable  resolution,  and  features 
deeply  furrowed  by  the  ardent  workings  of  the  mind,  — 
was  as  energetic  in  all  his  pursuits  and  enjoyments  as 
in  political  action.  He  was  earnestly  devoted  to  the 
Drama,  and  enjoyed  its  greatest  representations  with 
the  freshness  of  a  boy  who  sees  a  play  for  the  first  time. 
He  hailed  the  kindred  energy  of  Kean  with  enthnsi- 
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astic  praise  ;  bnt  abjuring  the  narrowness  of  his  polit- 
ical vision  in  matters  of  taste,  did  justice  to  the  nobler 
qualities  of  Mrs.  Siddons  and  her  brothers.  In  liter- 
ature and  art  also,  he  relaxed  the  bigotry  of  his  liberal 
intolerance,  and  expatiated  in  their  wider  fields  with  a 
taste  more  catliolic.  Here  Lamb  was  ready  with  his 
sympathy,  which  indeed  even  the  political  zeal,  that  he 
did  not  share,  was  too  hearty  to  repel.  Although  gen- 
erally detesting  lectures  on  literature  as  superficial  and 
vapid  substitutes  for  quiet  reading,  and  recitations  as 
unreal  mockeries  of  the  true  Drama,  he  sometimes 
attended  the  entertainments,  composed  of  both,  which 
Thelwall,  in  the  palmy  days  of  his  prosperity,  gave  at 
his  house  in  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  not  on  politics,  which 
he  had  then  forsaken  for  elocutionary  science,  though 
maintaining  the  principles  of  his  youth,  but  partly  on 
elocution,  and  partly  on  poetry  and  acting,  into  which 
he  in&sed  the  fiery  enthusiasm  of  his  nature.  Some- 
times, indeed,  his  fervor  animated  his  disquisitions  on 
the  philosophy  of  speech  with  greater  warmth  than  he 
reserved  for  more  attractive  themes ;  the  melted  vowels 
were  blended  into  a  rainbow,  or  dispersed  like  fleecy 
clouds ;  and  the  theory  of  language  was  made  interest- 
ing by  the  honesty  and  vigor  of  the  speaker.  Like  all 
men  who  have  been  chiefly  self-taught,  he  sometimes 
presented  commonplaces  as  original  discoveries,  with 
an  air  which  strangers  mistook  for  quackery ;  but  they 
were  unjust :  to  the  speaker  these  were  the  product  of 
his  own  meditation,  though  familiar  to  many,  and  not 
rarely  possessed  the  charm  of  originality  in  their  fresh- 
ness. Lamb  at  least,  felt  tliat  it  was  good,  among  other 
companions  of  richer  and  more  comprehensive  intelli- 
gence, to  have  one  friend  who  was  imdisturbed  by  mis- 
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giving  either  for  himself  or  his  cause ;  who  ennnciated 
wild  paradox  and  worn-out  commonplace  with  equal  J 

confidence ;  and  who  was  ready  to  sacrifice  ease,  for-         j 
time,  fame  —  everything   but   speech,  and,  if  it  had 
been  possible,  even   that  —  to  the  cause  of  truth  or 
•'nendship. 

William  Hazlitt  was,  for  many  years,  one  of  the 
brightest  and  most  constant  ornaments  of  Lamb's  par- 
ties ;  —  linked  to  him  in  the  firm  bond  of  intellectual 
friendship  —  which  remained  unshaken  in  spite  of  some 
superficial  differences,  "  short  and  far  between,"  arising 
jBrom  Lamb's  insensibility  to  Hazlitt's  political  animos- 
ities and  his  adherence  to  Southey,  Wordsworth,  and 
Coleridge,  who  shared  them.  Hazlitt  in  his  boyhood 
had  derived  from  his  father  that  attachment  to  abstract 
truth  for  its  own  sake,  and  that  inflexible  determination 
to  cherish  it,  which  naturally  predominated  in  the  being 
of  the  minister  of  a  small  rural  congregation,  who 
cherished  religious  opinions  adverse  to  those  of  the 
great  body  of  his  countrymen,  and  waged  a  spiritual 
warfare  throughout  his  peaceful  course.  Thus  disci- 
plined, he  was  introduced  to  the  friendship  of  youthful 
poets,  in  whom  the  dawn  of  the  French  Revolution  had 
enkindled  hope,  and  passion,  and  opinions  tinctured 
with  hope  and  passion,  which  he  eagerly  embraced; 
and  when  changes  passed  over  the  prospects  of  man- 
kind, which  induced  them,  in  maturer  years,  to  modify 
the  doctrines  they  had  taught,  he  resented  these  defec- 
tions almost  as  personal  wrongs,  and,  when  his  pen 
found  scope,  and  his  tongue  utterance,  wrote  and  spoke 
of  them  with  such  bitterness  as  can  only  spring  from 
the  depths  of  old  affection.  No  writer,  however,  ex- 
cept Wilson,  did  such  noble  justice  to  the  poetry  of 
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Wordsworth,  when  moat  despised,  and  to  the  genitis 
of  Coleridge,  when  most  otscured ;  he  cherished  a.  true 
admiration  for  each  in  "  the  last  recesses  of  the  mind,'' 
and  defended  them  with  dogged  resolution  against  the 
BComa  and  slights  of  the  worid.     Still  the  superficial 
difference  was,  or  seemed,  too  wide  to  admit  of  pen 
intercourse  ;  and  I  do  not  think  that  during  the  n 
years  which  elapsed  between  my  introduction  to  1 
and  Hazlitt's  death,  he  ever  met  either  of  the  poe 
the  rooms  of  the  man  they  onited  in  loving. 

Although  Mr.  Hazlitt  was  thus  staunch  in  his  att 
ment  to  principles  which  he  reverenced  as  true,  he 
by  no  means  rigid  in  his  mode  of  maintaining  and  i 
trating  them  ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  frequently  di 
ished  the  immediate  effect  of  his  reasonings  by 
prodigality  and  richness  of  the  allusions  with  whic 
embossed  them.  He  had  as  unquenchable  a  desiri 
truth  as  others  have  for  wealth,  or  power,  or  fame 
pnrsued  it  with  sturdy  singleness  of  purpose ;  and  e 
ciated  it  without  favor  or  fear.  But,  besides  that 
of  tnith,  that  sincerity  in  pursuing  it,  and  that  boh 
in  teUing  it,  he  had  also  a  fervent  aspiration  affei 
beautiful ;  a  vivid  sense  of  pleasure,  and  an  in 
consciousness  of  his  own  individual  being,  which  s 
times  produced  obstacles  to  the  current  of  specula 
by  which  it  was  broken  into  dazzling  eddies  or  t 
into  devious  windings.  Acute,  fervid,  vigorous,  a 
mind  was,  it  wanted  the  one  great  central  powi 
Imagination,  which  brings  all  tlie  other  faculties 
harmonious  action ;  multiplies  them  into  each  ol 
makes  truth  visible  in  the  forms  of  beauty,  and  si 
tates  intellectual  vision  for  proof.  Thus,  in  him, 
«nd  beauty  held  divided  empire.     In  him,  the  spin 
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willing,  but  the  flesh  was  strong  ;  and,  when  these  con- 
tend, it  is  not  difficult  to  anticipate  the  result ;  **  for  the 
power  of  beauty  shall  sooner  transform  honesty  fiom 
^hat  it  is  into  a  bawd,  than  the  person  of  honesty  shall 
transform  beauty  into  its  likeness.*'  This  "  sometime 
paradox  "  was  vividlv  eyem«*Fflof?  a  Hazlitt's  personal 
history,  his  conversktion,  and  his  writings.  To  the 
solitudes  of  the  country  in  which  he  mused  on  "  fete, 
free-will,  foreknowledge  absolute,"  a  temperament  of 
unusual  ardor  had  given  an  intense  interest,  akin  to 
that  with  which  Rousseau  has  animated  and  oppressed 
the  details  of  his  early  years. 

He  had  not  then,  nor  did  he  find  till  4ong  afterwards, 
power  to  embody  his  meditations  and  feelings  in  words. 
The  consciousness  of  thoughts  which  he  could  not  hope 
adequately  to  express,  increased  his  natural  reserve,  and 
he  turned  for  relief  to  the  art  of  painting,  in  which  he 
might  silently  realize  his  dreams  of  beauty,  and  repay 
the  loveliness  of  nature  by  fixing  some  of  its  fleeting 
aspects  in  immortal  tints.  A  few  old  prints  from  the 
old  masters  awakened  the  spirit  of  emulation  within 
him ;  the  sense  of  beauty  became  identified  in  his 
mind  with  that  of  glory  and  duration  ;  while  the  peace- 
fill  labor  he  enjoyed  calmed  the  tumult  in  his  veins,  and 
gave  steadiness  to  his  pure  and  distant  aim.  He  pur- 
sued the  art  with  an  earnestness  and  patience  which  he 
vividly  describes  in  his  essay,  "  On  the  Pleasure  of 
Painting ; "  and  to  which  he  frequently  reverted  in  the 
happiest  moods  of  his  conversation ;  and  although  in 
this,  his  chosen  pursuit,  he  fiiiled,  the  passionate  desire 
for  success,  and  the  long  struggle  to  attain  it,  left;  deep 
traces  in  his  mind,  heightening  his  keen  perception  of 
external  things,  and  mingling  with  all  his  speculations 
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wry  shapes  and  hues  which  he  had  vainly  striven  i 
transfer  to  canvas.  A  painter  may  acquire  a  i 
sight  into  the  nice  distinctions  of  character,  —  i 
copy  manners  in  words  as  he  does  in  colors, — 
may  he  apprehended  that  his  course  as  a  sevei 
eoner  will  be  somewhat  "troubled  with  thick-< 
iancies."  And  if  the  successful  pursuit  of  art  ms 
disturb  the  process  of  abstract  contemplation,  how 
more  may  an  nnsatisfied  ambition  ruffle  it ;  bid  tli 
threads  of  thought  glitter  with  radiant  fancies  1 
ized,  and  clothe  the  di^jrams  of  speculation  wi 
fragments  of  picture  which  the  mind  cherishes  th' 
fondly,  because  the  hand  refused  to  realize? 
wonder  if,  in  the  mind  of  an  ardent  youth,  thus 
gling  in  vain  to  give  palpable  existence  to  the 
of  loveliness  which  haunted  him,  *'  the  homely 
of  the  good  old  cause  "  should  assume  the  fascii 
not  properly  its  own  ? 

This  association  of  beauty  with  reason  dimi 
the  immediate  etiect  of  Mr.  Hazlitt's  pohtical 
while  it  enhanced  their  permanent  value.  It  n 
fashion,  in  his  lifetime,  to  denounce  him  as  a  soui 
bin ;  but  no  description  coold  be  more  unjust. 
the  influence  of  some  bitter  feeling,  or  some  vrs 
fency,  he  occasionally  poured  out  a  furions  in' 
against  those  whom  he  regarded  as  the  enenn 
liberty,  or  as  apostates  from  her  cause  ;  but,  i 
eral,  the  force  of  his  expostulation,  or  his  rea: 
was  diverted  (unconsciously  to  himself)  by  figni 
fantasies,  hy  fine  and  quaint  allusions,  by  quo 
from  his  favorite  authors,  introduced  with  si 
felicity,  as  respects  the  direct  link  of  associatio 
ending,  by  their  very  beauty,  to  unnerve  the 
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be  reader,  and  substatnte  the  sense  of  luxury  for 
r  couTiction,  or  noble  anger.  In  some  of  liis  es- 
,  where  the  reasoning  is  most  cogent,  every  other 
ence  contains  some  exquisite  passage  from  Shak- 
re,  or  Fletcher,  or  Wordsworth,  trailing  after  it  a 

of  golden  associations ;  or  some  reference  to  a 
d,  over  which  we  have  a  thousand   times  forgot^ 

the  wrongs  of  mankind ;  till,  in  the  recurring 
iks  of  pleasurable  surprise,  the  main  argument  is 
otten.     When,  for  example,  he  compares  the  posi- 

of  certain  political  waverera  to  that  of  Clarissa 
lowe  confronting  the  ravisher  who  would  r^>eat 
outrage,  with  the  penknite  pointed  to  her  breast, 

her  eyes  uplifted  to  Heaven,  and  describes  them 
aving  been,  like  her,  trepanned  into  a  house  of  111- 
i,  near  Pall-Mall,  and  there  defending  their  soiled 
je  with  their  penknives  ;  what  reader,  at  the  su^ 
ton  of  the  stupendous  scene  which  the  allnsioo 
ctly  revives,  can  think  or  care  about  the  renegade 
'estarday  ?  Here,  again,  is  felt  the  want  of  that 
Ration  which  brings  all  thin^  into  one,  tinges 
our  thoughts  and  sympathies  with  one  hue,  and 
:ts  every  ornament  which  does  not  heighten  or 
ong  the  feeling  which  it  seeks  to  embody, 
ven  when  he  retaliates  on  Southey  for  attacking  big 
:K>patriots,  the  poetical  associations  which  bitter  r&- 
ibrance  suggests,  almost  neutralize  the  vituperation ; 
rings  every  '*  flower  which  sad  embroidery  wears  to 
IT  the  laureate  hearse,"  where  ancient  regards  are 
ired ;  and  merges  all  the  censure  of  the  change' 
ician  in  praise  of  the  simple  dignity  and  the  get 
IS  labors  of  a  singularly  noble  and  unsullied  life.  Si 
)  does  he  regard  the  nmty  of  sentiment  in  his  ccon 
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positions,  that  in  his  ^^  Letter  to  Gifford,"  after  a  series 
of  just  and  bitter  retorts  on  his  maligner  as  "  the  fine 
link  which  connects  literature  with  the  police,"  he 
takes  a  fimcy  to  teach  that  ^^  ultra-crepidarian  critic  " 
his  own  theory  of  the  natural  disinterestedness  of  the 
human  mind,  and  develops  it,  not  in  the  dry,  hard, 
mathematical  style  in  which  it  was  first  enunciated, 
but  "  o'er  informed  "  with  the  glow  of  sentiment,  and 
terminating  in  an  eloquent  rhapsody.  This  latter  por- 
tion of  the  letter  is  one  of  the  noblest  of  his  effusions, 
but  it  entirely  destroys  the  first  in  the  mind  of  the 
reader ;  for  who,  when  thus  contemplating  the  Uving 
wheels  on  which  human  benevolence  is  borne  onwards 
in  its  triumphant  career,  and  the  spirit  with  which  they 
are  instinct,  can  think  of  the  Uterary  wasp  which  had 
settled  for  a  moment  upon  them,  and  who  had  just 
before  been  mercilessly  transfixed  with  minikin  arrows  ? 
But  the  most  signal  example  of  the  influences  which 
**  the  show  of  things  "  exercised  over  Mr.  Hazhtt's 
mind  was  the  setting  up  the  Emperor  Napoleon  as  his 
idoL  He  strove  to  justify  this  predilection  to  himself 
by  referring  it  to  the  revolutionary  origin  of  his  hero, 
and  the  contempt  with  which  he  trampled  upon  the 
claims  of  legitimacy,  and  humbled  the  pride  of  kings. 
But  if  his  "  only  love "  thus  sprung  **  from  his  only 
hate,"  it  was  not  cherished  in  its  blossom  by  antip- 
athies. If  there  had  been  nothing  in  his  mind  which 
tended  to  aggrandizement  and  glory,  and  which  would 
fain  reconcile  the  principles  of  freedom  with  the  lavish 
accumulation  of  power,  he  might  have  desired  the  tri- 
umph of  young  tyranny  over  legitimate  thrones ;  but 
he  would  scarcely  have  watched  its  progress  and  its  fall 
**  like  a  lover  and  a  cMd."     His  feeling  for  Bonaparte 
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te  was  not  a  sentiment  of  respect  for  fallen  gratt- 
not  a  des[re  to  trace  "  the  soul  of  goodness  in 
I  evil ; "  not  a  loathing  of  the  treatment  the  Em- 
received  from  "  his  cousin-kings  "  in  the  day  of 
sity ;  but  entire  affection  mingling  with  the  eur- 
if  the  blood,  and  penading  the  moral  and  intelleo 
teing.  Nothing  Iibss  than  this  strong  attachment, 
:e  pei-sonal  and  reHned,  wonld  have  enabled  him 
::onnter  the  toil  of  coUecting  and  arranging  &ct8 
Ates  for  four  volumes  of  narrative,  which  con«tH 
is  "  Life  of  Napoleon ; "  —  a  drudgery  too  abhor* 
to  his  habits  of  mind  as  a  thinker,  to  be  sustained 
y  stimulus  which  the  prospect  of  remuneraUon  or 
ope  of  applause  could  supply.  It  is  not  so  mach 
e  ingenious  excuses  which  he  discoreis  for  the 
acts  of  his  hero  —  offered  even  for  the  midnight 
tion  of  the  Duke  d'Enghien  and  the  invauon  of 
— that  the  stamp  of  personal  devotion  is  obvious* 
the  graphic  force  with  which  he  has  delineated  the 
lived  splendors  of  the  Impenal  Court,  and  "  the 
1  fond  records  "  he  has  gathered  of  every  vestige 
iman  feeling  by  which  he  could  reconcile  the  Int- 
Cynic  to  the  species  he  scorned.  The  first  two 
les  of  his  work,  althoii£ch  redeemed  by  scattered 
;ht3  of  true  originality  and  depth,  are  often  con- 
and  spiritless ;  the  characters  of  the  principal  rev- 
mists  are  drawn  too  much  in  the  style  of  awkward, 
ding  caricatures  ;  but  when  the  hero  casta  all  his 
into  the  distance,  erects  himself  the  individual 
y  of  England,  consecrates  Itis  power  by  religious 
lonies,  and  defines  it  by  the  circle  of  a  crown,  the 
t's  strength  becomes  concentrated ;  hia  narrative 
lee  an  epic  dignity  and  foj^or ;  dallies  with  the 
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flowers  of  asurped  prerogative,  and  glows  with  *^  the 
long-resounding  march  and  energy  divine."  How  happy 
and  proud  is  he  to  picture  the  meeting  of  the  Emperor 
with  the  Pope,  and  the  grandeurs  of  the  coronation  1 
How  he  grows  wanton  in  celebrating  the  ietes  of  the 
Tuileries,  as  ^^  presenting  all  the  elegance  of  enchanted 
pageants,"  and  laments  them  as  ^'  gone  like  a  fidry 
revel  I "  How  he  "  lives  along  the  line  "  of  Auster- 
litz,  and  rejoices  in  its  thunder,  and  hails  its  setting 
sun,  and  exults  in  the  minutest  details  of  the  subse 
qnent  meeting  of  the  conquered  sovereigns  at  the  feet 
of  the  conqueror!  How  he  expatiate3  on  the  fatal 
xparriage  with  ^'  the  deadly  Austrian,"  (as  Mr.  Cob* 
bett  justly  called  Maria  Louisa,}  as  though  it  were 
a  chapter  in  romance,  and  sheds  the  grace  of  beauty 
on  the  imperial  picture  I  How  he  kindles  with  mar- 
tial ardor  as  he  describes  the  preparations  against 
Russia ;  musters  the  myiiads  of  biurbarians  with  a  show 
of  dramatic  justice ;  and  fondly  lingers  among  the  brief 
triumphs  of  Moskwa  on  the  verge  of  the  terrible  catas- 
trophe I  The  narrative  of  that  disastrous  expedition 
is,  indeed,  written  with  a  master's  hand ;  we  see  the 
^^  grand  army "  marching  to  its  destruction  through 
the  immense  perspective ;  the  wild  hordes  flying  before 
the  terror  of  its  ^^  coming  ; "  the  barbaric  magniflcence 
of  Moscow  towering  in  the  remote  distance ;  and  when 
we  gaze  upon  the  sacrificial  conflagration  of  the  Krem- 
lin, we  feel  that  it  is  worthy  to  become  the  funeral  pile 
of  the  conqueror's  glories.  It  is  well  for  the  readers  of 
this  splendid  work,  that  there  is  more  in  it  of  the  painter 
than  of  the  metaphysician ;  that  its  style  glows  with  the 
fervor  of  battle,  or  stiffens  with  the  spoils  of  victory ; 
yet  we  wonder  that  this  monument  to  imperial  grandeur 
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be  raised  from  the  dead  level  of  jacobiuism 
honest  and  profoond  thinker.  The  solntioD  is, 
though  he  was  this,  he  was  also  more  —  that,  in 
I,  he  was  devoted  to  the  cause  of  the  people ; 
it,  in  feeling,  he  required  some  individual  object 
ship  ;  that  he  selected  Napoleon  as  one  in  whose 
and  career  he  might  at  once  impersonate  his 
les  and  gratiiy  his  affections ;  and  that  he  ad- 
x>  his  own  idea  with  heroic  obstinacy,  when  the 
and  champion  of  the  Republic  "  openly  sought 
ess  all  feeling  and  thought,  but  such  as  be  could 

his  owji  iron  moulds,  and  scoffed  at  popular 
[asm  even  while  it  bore  him  to  the  accomplish- 
)f  his  loftiest  desires. 

HazUtt  had  little  inclination  to  talk  or  write 
:ontemporary  authors,  and  still  less  to  read  them. 
IS  with   difficulty   persuaded   to   look  into  the 

novels,  but  when  he  did  so,  he  found  them  old 
stance  though  new  in  form,  read  them  with  as 
avidity  as  the  rest  of  the  world,  and  expressed 
than  any  one  else  what  all  the  world  felt  abont 

His  hearty  love  of  them,  however,  did  not  di- 
,  but  a^^vate  his  dislike  of  the  political  opiu- 
I  zealously  and  consistently  maintained,  of  their 
authcv ;  and  yet  the  strength  of  his  hatred 
s  that  which  was  accidental  and  transitory  only 
the  unabated  power  of  his  regard  for  the  great 
a  lasting.  Coleridge  and  Wordsworth  were  not 
ns  to  him,  for  they  were  the  inspirers  of  his 
which  was  his  own  antiquity,  and  the  feelings 
were  the  germ  of  their  poetry  had  sunk  deep 
is  heart.  With  the  exception  of  the  works  of 
and  of  his  fiiends  Bany  Cornwall  and  Sheridan 
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Knowlcs,  in  whose  successes  he  rejoiced,  he  held  mod- 
em literature  in  slight  esteem,  and  regarded  the  •^'"^- 
coveries  of  science  and  the  visions  of  optimism  wi 
undated  eye.  His  "  large  discourse  of  reason  "  1< 
not  before,  but  after.  He  felt  it  a  sacred  duty, 
lover  of  genius  and  art,  to  defend  the  &me  o: 
mighty  dead.  When  the  old  painters  were  assail 
"  The  Catalogue  Raisonn^  of  the  British  Institul 
he  was  "  touched  with  noble  anger."  All  his  own 
longings  after  tlie  immortality  of  the  works  which 
libelled,  —  all  the  tranquillity  and  beauty  they  had 
into  his  soul,  —  all  his  comprehension  of  the  sym] 
and  delight  of  thousands,  which,  accumulating  thi 
long  time,  had  attested  their  worth  —  were 
together  to  dazzle  and  subdue  the  daring  critic 
would  disturb  the  judgment  of  ages.  So,  wl 
popular  poet  assailed  the  fame  of  Rousseau,  seekii 
reverse  the  decision  of  posterity  oa  what  that 
though  unhappy  writer  had  achieved  by  suggesdn 
opinion  of  people  of  condition  in  his  neighborhoi 
the  iigure  he  made  to  their  apprehensions  while  i 
service  of  Madame  de  Warrens,  he  vindicated  tht 
rogatives  of  genius  with  the  true  logic  of  passion, 
things  irritated  him  more  than  the  claims  set  up  ft 
present  generation  to  be  wiser  and  better  than 
which  have  gone  before  it.  He  had  no  power  o 
agination  to  embrace  the  golden  clouds  widch 
over  the  Future,  but  he  rested  and  expatiated  i 
Past.  To  his  apprehension  human  good  did  nc 
pear  a  slender  shoot  of  yesterday,  like  the  beanstt 
the  (airy  tale,  aspiring  to  tlie  skies,  and  leading 
enchanted  castle,  but  a.  huge  growth  of  intert^ 
fibres,  grasping  the  earth  by  numberless  roots  ol 
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habit,  and  affection,  and  bearing  veetigea  of  "  <t 
sand  stoi-ms,  a  thousand  thunders." 
lien  I  first  met  Hazlitt,  in  the  year  1815,  he  was 
;ering  under  the  blow  of  Waterloo.  The  reap- 
mco  of  his  imperial  idol  on  the  coast  of  France, 
lis  triumphant  march  to  Paris,  like  a  &irj  vision, 
jxcited  his  admiration  and  sympathy  to  the  utmost 

;  and  though  in  many  respects  sturdily  English 
eling,  he  could  scarcely  forgive  the  valor  of  the 
iierors  ;  and  bitterly  resented  the  captivity  of  the 
eror  in  St.  Helena,  which  followed  it,  as  if  he  bad 
ined  a  personal  wrong.  On  thb  subject  only,  he 
'  eaten  up  with  passion  ;  "  on  all  others  he  was  the 
It,  the  most  candid  of  reasoners.  His  countenance 
then  handsome,  but  marked  by  a  painful  expres- 
i  his  black  hair,  which  had  curled  stiflly  over  his 
les,  had  scarcely  received  its  first  tints  of  gray ; 
;ait  was  awkward  ;  his  dress  was  neglected ;  and, 
e  company  of  strangers,  his  bashfiilness  was  almost 
ill, — but  wlien,  in  the  society  of  Lamb  and  one 
'o  others,  he  talked  on  his  favorite  themes  of  old 
bb  books,  or  old  Italian  pictures,  no  one's  con- 
tion  could  be  more  delightful.  The  poets,  from 
course  with  whom  he  bad  drawn  so  much  of  his 
,  and  who  had  contributed  to  shed  the  noble  in- 
in  of  beauty  through  his  reasoning  fiiculties,  had 
ely  the  opportunity  of  appreciating  their  progress. 
IS,  in  afler-ycars,  by  the  fireside  of  "the  Lambs," 
llis  tongue  was  gradually  loosened,  and  his  passion- 
iioughts  found  appropriate  words.  There,  hia 
glca  to  express  the  fine  conceptions  with  which  his 

was  filled  were  encouraged  by  entire  sympathy  ; 
I  he  began  to  stammer  out  his  just  and  (>rigina) 
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conceptions  of  Chaucer  and  Spenser,  and  other  English 
poets  and  prose  writers,  more  talked  of,  though  not 
better  known  by  their  countrymen ;  there  he  was 
thoroughly  understood  and  dexterously  cheered  by 
Miss  Lamb,  whose  nice  discernment  of  his  first  efibrts 
in  conversation  were  dwelt  upon  by  him  with  affection- 
ate gratitude,  even  when  most  out  of  humor  with  the 
world.  When  he  mastei*ed  his  diffidence,  he  did  not 
talk  for  effect,  to  dazzle,  or  surpi*ise,  or  annoy,  but  with 
the  most  simple  and  honest  desire  to  make  his  view  of 
the  subject  in  hand  entirely  apprehended  by  his  hearer. 
There  was  sometimes  an  obvious  struggle  to  do  this 
to  his  own  satisfaction:  he  seemed  laboring  to  drag 
his  thought  to  light  jfrom  its  deep  lurking-place ;  and, 
with  timid  distrust  of  that  power  of  expression  which 
he  had  found  so  late  in  life,  he  often .  betrayed  a 
fear  lest  he  had  iailed  to  make  himself  understood,  and 
lectured  to  the  subject  again  and  again,  that  he  might 
be  assured  he  had  succeeded.  With  a  certain  dogged* 
ness  of  manner,  he  showed  nothing  pragmatical  or  ex- 
clusive ;  he  never  drove  a  principle  to  its  utmost  possi^ 
ble  consequences,  but,  like  Locksley,  '^  allowed  for  the 
wind."  For  some  years  previous  to  his  death  he  ob- 
served an  entire  abstinence  from  fermented  liquors, 
which  he  had  once  quaffed  with  the  proper  relish  he 
had  for  all  the  good  things  of  this  life,  but*which  he 
;ourageously  resigned  when  he  found  the  indulgence 
perilous  to  his  health  and  faculties.  The  cheerfolness 
with  which  he  made  this  sacrifice  was  one  of  the  most 
amiable  traits  in  his  character.  He  had  no  censure  for 
others,  who,  in  the  same  dangers,  were  less  wise  or  less 
resolute ;  nor  did  he  think  he  had  earned,  by  his  own 
constancy,  any  right  to  intrude  advice  which  he  knew, 
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ranted,  must  be  nDATailiDg.  Nor  did  he  profess  to 
n  convert  to  the  general  system  of  afastinencfl,  which 
I  advanced  by  one  of  his  kindest  and  stauncheSt 
nds ;  he  avowed  that  he  yielded  to  necesuty ;  and 
ead  of  avoiding  the  sight  of  that  which  he  could  do 
^r  taste,  he  was  seldom  so  happy  as  when  he  sat 
li  fiiends  at  their  wine,  participating  the  sociality  of 

time,  and  renewing  his  own  past  enjojrment  in  that 
his  companions,  without  regret  and  without  envy, 
e  Dr.  Johnson,  he  made  himself  poor  amends  for 

loss  of  wine  by  drinking  tea,  not  so  largely,  indeed, 
he  hero  of  Boswetl,  but  at  least  of  eqi^  potency ; 
he  might  have  challenged  Mrs.  Thrale  and  all  her 

to  make  stronger  tea  than  hb  own.  In  society, 
n  politics,  he  was  no  flincber.    He  loved  "  to  hear 

chimes  at  midnight,"  without  considering  them 
1  summons  to  rise.  At  these  seasons,  when  in  his 
piest  mood,  he  used  to  dwell  on  the  conversational 
rers  of  his  friends,  and  live  over  again  the  delightful 
irs  he  had  passed  with  them  ;  repeat  the  pregnant 
IS  that  one  had  made  ;  tell  over  again  a  story  with 
ich  another  had  convulsed  the  room ;  or  expatiate 
the  eloquence  of  a  third  ;  always  best  pleased  when 
could  detect  some  talent  which  was  unregarded  by 

world,  and  giving  alike,  to  the  celebrated  and  the 
mown,  due  honor. 

fr.  Hazlitt  delivered  three  conrses  of  lectorea  at  the 
r^'  Institution,  on  The  EnglUk  Poett ;  on  THs 
glitk  Comia  Writen  ;  and  on  The  Age  0/ HHzabeth  ; 
ch  Lamb  (under  protest  against  lectures  in  general^ 
ularly  attended,  an  earnest  admirer,  amidst  crowd 
fi  whom  the  lecturer  had  "  an  imperfect  sympathy.' 
iy  conrasted  chiefly  of  Dissenters,  who  agreed  witi 
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him  in  his  hatred  erf*  Lord  CoslJereagh,  and  his  lo' 
religious  freedom,  bat  who  "  loved  no  plajs ; "  of 
kera,  who  approved  him  as  the  earoest  opponei 
slavery  and  capital  punishment,  but  who  "heai 
music ; "  of  citizens,  devoted  to  the  main  chance, 
had  a  hankering  after  "  the  improvement  of  the  mi 
but  to  whom  his  &vorite  doctiine  of  its  natoral  i 
terestednCBs  was  a  riddle  j  of  a  few  enemies  who 
to  sneer ;  and  a  few  friends,  who  were  eager  to 
and  to  admire.  The  comparative  insensibility  o 
bulk  of  his  audience  to  his  finest  passages  some 
provoked  him  to  awaken  their  attention  by  points  ^ 
broke  the  train  of  his  discourse  ;  after  which,  he 
make  himself  amends  by  some  abrupt  paradox  ^ 
might  set  their  prejudices  on  edge,  and  make 
fency  they  were  shocked.  He  startled  many  of 
at  the  onset,  by  observing,  that,  since  Jacob's  di 
"  the  heavens  have  gone  ferther  off,  and  become  i 
nomical  j "  a  fine  extravagance,  which  the  ladies 
gentlemen,  who  had  grown  astronomical  themf 
nnder  the  preceding  lecturer,  felt  called  on  to  rese 
an  attack  on  their  severer  studies.  When  he  n 
well-known  extract  from  Cowper,  comparing  a 
cottager  with  Voltiure,  and  had  pronounced  the 
"A  truth  the  brilliant  Frenchman  never  knew," 
broke  into  a  joyous  shout  of  self-gratulation,  that 
were  so  much  wiser  than  the  scornful  French 
When  he  passed  by  Mrs.  Hannah  More  with  obse 
that  "  she  had  written  a  great  deal  which  he  had  i 
read,"  a  voice  gave  expression  to  the  general  coi 
eration  and  surprise,  by  calling  out,  "  More  pit 
you ! "  They  were  confounded  at  his  reading 
more  emphaus,  perhaps,  than  discretion,  Gay^s  epi| 
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:  lines  on  Sir  Richard  Blackstone,  in  which  scrip 
pereone  are  too  &eelj  hitched  into  rhyme  ;  bat  he 

doggedly  on  to  the  end,  and,  by  his  perseverance, 
d  those  who,  if  he  h^  acknowledged  himself 
g,  by  stopping,  would  have  vidted  him  with  an 
u^t  uf  displeasure  which  he  felt  to  be  gathering, 
mce  had  a  more  edifying  advantage  over  them, 
vas  enumerating  the  humanities  which  endeared 
Fohnson  to  his  mind,  and  at  the  close  of  an  agree- 
catalogue,  mentioned,  as  last  and  noblest,  "  his 
ing  the  poor  victim  of  disease  and  dissipation  on 
ick,  through  Fleet  Street,"  at  which  a  titter  arose 
some,  who  were  struck  by  the  picture  as  lodicrouSf 
i  murmur  from  others,  who  deemed  the  alluaon 
for  ears  polite :  he  paused  for  an  instant,  and  tb^i 
1,  in  his  sturdiest  and  most  impres^ve  manner,  — 
act  which  realizes  the  parable  of  the  Good  Samari- 
"  at  which  his  moral  and  his  delicate  hearera 
ik,  rebuked,  into  deep  silence.  He  waa  not  elo- 
t,  in  the  true  sense  of  the  term  ;  for  his  thoughts 

too  weighty  to  be  moved  along  by  the  shallow 
n  of  feeling  which  an  evening's  excitement  >caii 
,  He  wrote  all  his  lectures,  and  read  them  as 
were  written  ;  hut  his  deep  voice  and  earnest  man- 
uited  his  matter  well.  He  seemed  to  dig  into  his 
ct,  and  not  in  vain.  In  delivering  his  longer 
itions,  he  had  scarcely  continuity  enough  for  the 
ication  of  Shakspeare  and  Milton,  "  with  linked 
aiess  long  drawn  out ;"  but  he  gave  Pope's  bril- 
satire  and  delightful  compliments,  which  are  usn- 
»mplete  within  the  couplet,  with  an  elegance  and 

which  the  poet  himself,  could  he  have  heard, 
1  have  felt  as  indicating  their  highest  praise. 
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Mr:  Hazlitt,  having  suffered  for  many  years  from 
derangement  of  the  digestive  organs,  for  which  perhaps 
a  moderate  use  of  fermented  liquors  would  have  been 
preferable  to  abstinence,  solaced  only  by  the  intense 
tincture  of  tea  in  which  he  found  refuge,  worn  out  at 
last,  died  on  18th  Sept.,  1880,  at  the  age  of  fifty-two. 
Lamb  frequently  visited  him  duiing  his  sufferings, 
which  were  not,  as  has  been  erroneously  suggested,  ag- 
gravated by  the  want  of  needfrd  comforts ;  for  although 
his  careless  habits  had  left  no  provision  for  sickness,  his 
friends  gladly  acknowledged,  by  their  united  aid,  the 
deep  intellectual  obligations  due  to  the  great  thinker. 
In  a  moment  of  acute  pain,  when  the  needless  appre- 
hension for  the  ftiture  rushed  upon  him,  he  dictated  a 
brief  and  peremptory  letter  to  the  editor  of  the  "  Edin- 
burgh Review,"  requiring  a  considerable  remittance, 
to  which  he  had  no  claim  but  that  of  former  remuner* 
ated  services,  which  the  friend,  who  obeyed  his  bidding, 
feared  might  excite  displeasure ;  but  he  mistook  Francis 
Jeflft^y ;  the  sum  demanded  was  received  by  return  of 
post,  with  the  most  anxious  wishes  for  Hazlitt's  recov 
ery— just  too  late  for  him  to  understand  his  error. 
Lamb  joined  a  few  friends  in  attending  his  ftmeral  in 
the  churchyard  of  St.  Anne's  Soho,  where  he  was  in- 
terred, and  felt  his  loss  —  not  so  violently  at  the  time, 
as  moumftilly  in  the  frequent  recurrence  of  the  sense 
that  a  chief  source  of  intellectual  pleasure  was  stopped. 
His  personal  frailties  are  nothing  to  us  now ;  his  thoughts 
survive ;  in  them  we  have  his  better  part  entire,  and  in 
them  must  be  traced  his  true  history.  The  real  events 
of  his  life  are  not  to  be  tracfed  in  its  external  changes ; 
as  his  engagement  by  the  "  Morning  Chronicle,"  or  his 
fcrantfer  of  his  services  to  the  '^  Times,"  or  his  introduo- 
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Lo  tlifi  *'  Edinborgh  Review ; "  but  in  tbe  progres* 
development  of  his  fine  understanding  as  nnrtared 
checked  and  swayed  by  his  affections.  Win  ynr- 
was  within  ;  its  spoils  are  onra  I 
je  of  the  soundest  and  most  elegant  scholars  whom 
icfaool  of  Christ's  Hospital  ever  produced,  Mr. 
HAS  Barnes,  was  a  frequent  guest  at  Lamb's 
ibers  in  the  Temple  ;  ajid  though  the  responsibil- 
he  undertook,  before  Lamb  quitted  that,  his  happi- 
bode,  prevented  him  from  visiting  often  at  Great 
ell  Street,  at  Islington,  or  Enfield,  he  was  always 
r  to  assist  by  the  kind  word  of  the  powerful  jonr- 
n  which  he  became  most  potept,  the  expanding 
taUon  of  his  school-mate  and  friend.  After  eetab- 
ig  a  high  social  and  intellectnal  character  at  Cam- 
;e,  he  had  entered  the  legal  profession  as  a  special 
Ler,  but  was  prevented  from  applying  the  needful 
tion  to  that  laborious  pursuit  by  violent  rheumatic 
dons,  which  he  solaced  by  writing  critiques  and 
s  of  rare  merit.  So  sliattered  did.  he  appear  in 
h,  that  when  his  friends  learned  that  he  had  ao- 
sd  the  editorship  of  the  "  Times  "  newEp^>er,  they 
gt  shuddered  at  the  attempt  as  suicidal,  and  antici- 
1  a  speedy  ruin  to  his  constitution  from  the  pressure 
Dnstaiit  labor  and  anxiety,  on  the  least  heallhfb] 
B  of  toil.  But  he  had  judged  better  than  they  of 
>wn  physical  and  intellectual  resources,  and  the 
}  in  which  the  grave  responsibiKty  and  constant 
tion  of  his  office  would  affect  both  ;  for  the  regular 
t  consolidated  his  feverish  strength,  gave  evenness 
tranquiUity  to  a  life  of  serioas  exertion,  and  supplied, 
nany  years,  power  equal  to  the  perpetual  demand ; 
ding  a  striking  example  how,  when  finely  attuned* 
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the  mind  can  influence  the  body  to  its  uses.  The  fiu^ile 
adaptation  of  his  intellect  to  his  new  duties  was  scarcely 
less  remarkable  than  the  mastery  it  achieved  over  his 
desultory  habits  and  physical  imfirmities ;  for,  until 
then,  it  had  seemed  more  refined  than  vigorous — more 
elegant  than  weighty  —  too  fastidious  to  endure  the 
supervision  and  arrangement  of  innumerable  reports, 
paragraphs,  and  essays ;  but,  while  a  scholarly  gracA 
was  shed  by  him  through  all  he  wrote  or  moulded,  the 
needftd  vigor  was  never  wanting  to  the  high  office  of 
superintending  the  great  daily  miracle ;  to  the  disci- 
pline of  its  various  contributors ;  or  to  the  composition 
of  articlesf  which  he  was  always  ready,  on  the  instant 
of  emergency,  to  supply. 

Mr.  Barnes,  linked  by  school  associations  with  Leigh 
Hunt,  filled  the  theatrical  department  of  criticism  in 
the  "  Examiner  "  during  the  period  when  the  Editor's 
imprisonment  for  alleged  libel  on  the  Prince  Regent 
precluded  his  attendance  on  the  theatres.  It  was  no 
easy  office  of  friendship  to  supply  the  place  of  Hunt  in 
the  department  of  criticism,  he  may  be  almost  said  to 
have  invented ;  but  Mr.  Barnes,  though  in  a  different 
style,  well  sustained  the  attractions  of  the  «  Theatrical 
Examiner."  Fortunately  the  appearance  of  Mr.  Kean 
during  this  interval  enabled  him  to  gratify  the  pro- 
found enthusiasm  of  his  nature,  without  doing  violence 
to  the  fastidious  taste  to  which  it  was  usually  subjected. 
He  perceived  at  once  the  vivid  energy  of  the  new 
actor;  understood  his  faults  to  be  better  than  the  ex- 
cellences of  ordinary  aspirants;  and  hailed  him  with 
the  most  generous  praise  —  the  more  valuable  as  it 
proceeded  from  one  rarely  induced  to  render  applause^ 
and  never  yielding  it  except  on  the  conviction  of  true 
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nee.  Hazlitt,  wh4  contributed  theatrical  criti- 
t  the  same  time,  to  the  "  Morning  Chronicle," 
10  aBtoimded  the  tame  mediocrity  of  Mr.  Perry's 
iiates  by  bis  earnest  eulogy,  and  Barnes,  had 
:isfaction  of  first  appreciating  thia  unfiiended 
ler,  and  while  many  were  offended  by  the  dar^ 
velty  of  bis  style,  and  more  stood  aloof  witk 
able  indifference  from  a  deserted  theatre,  of 
ling  that  spirit  which  retrieved  the  fortunes  oC 
rury  —  which  reTived,  for  a  brilliant  interval, 
erest  of  the  English  stage,  and  which  bore  tha 
in  a  tide  of  intoxicating  snccess  that "  knew  no 
r  ebb  "  till  it  was  unhappily  checked  by  his  own 
able  frailties.* 

he  aasayi  of  Mr.  Bamea  hive  never  been  oaUeolad,  I  Uiks  le>T* 
t  U  the  re&der  the  conclaelaD  of  hla  nrticle  Id  tbe  ■■  EiKmicer" 
ary  3T,  1S14,  on  the  Bnt  Rppeusnce  of  Mr.  Ee«n  ia  Bichsnt ;  ~ 
b  heroia  parts,  he  BniniHted  every  ap«cUtor  with  bia  own  feellngt; 
exclaimed  'that  a  tboaaand  faearu  ware  BwelUnjt  in  his  bosom,' 
I  ahonted  to  expreaa  their  accordance  to  a  truth  so  nobly  eiem- 
f  the  energy  of  b[a  voice,  by  Ibe  gruidenr  of  t.li  mien.  HU 
me  waa  the  grendeaC  conception,  and  eiecaled  In  the  moat  im- 
nunner;  it  waa  a  piece  of  noble  poetry,  eipresned  by  acticm 
f  langaage.  Heflghtt  desperately:  he  la  diaarmed  andeihaoaled 
lily  strength:  be  disdains  to  fall,  and  his  atrong  Tolition  keep! 
dlDg:  he  fixes  that  head,  full  of  intellectaal  and  heroic  power, 
m  the  enemy :  he  bean  np  his  chebt  with  an  ezpreaalon  which 
'oiling  with  mors  than  human  spirit:  he  bolda  his  nplifted  arm 
Dot  drendful  defiance  of  his  conqaervr.  But  ho  is  but  man,  and 
after  tbia  sublime  effort  senaeless  to  tbe  ground.  We  have  (Ut 
giieh  on  rending  a  passage  of  exquialts  poetry.    We  have  beea 

leap  at  eight  of  a  noble  pictnro,  but  we  never  felt  atrotiger 
more  overpowering  sensations,  than  were  kindled  by  the  novel 
r  of  thla  catastrophe.  In  matters  of  mere  taste,  there  will  be  a 
a  of  opinion;  bat  here  there  waa  no  room  to  doubt,  no  reasm 
I  tmpmdent  enough  to  beaitate.    Every  heart  beat  an  echo  re- 

lo  thb  call  of  eleratsd  nature,  and  yearned  with  fbndneta 
the  roan  who,  whUe  be  excited  edmlratiau  for  himaelf;  made 
ulmlren  glow  witb  a  wnnnth  of  oonacioua  auperiorlty,  becatu* 
■  able  to  ippreciate'snoh  an  exalted  degree  of  ezoeUanoe." 
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The  manners  of  Mr.  Barnes,  though  extremely 
courteous,  were  so  reserved  as  to  seem  cold  to  stran- 
gers; but  they  were  changed,  as  by  magic,  by  the 
contemplation  of  moral  or  intellectual  beauty,  awak- 
ened in  a  small  circle.  I  well  remember  him,  late 
one  evening,  in  the  year  1816,  when  only  two  or 
three  friends  remained  with  Lamb  and  his  sister,  long 
after  "we  had  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight,"  hold- 
ing inveterate  but  delighted  controversy  with  Lamb, 
respecting  the  tragic  power  of  Dante  as  compared 
with  that  of  Shakspeare.  Dante  was  scarcely  known 
to  Lamb ;  for  he  was  unable  to  read  the  original,  and 
Gary's  noble  translation  was  not  then  known  to  him ; 
and  Barnes  aspired  to  the  glory  of  affording  him  a 
glimpse  of  a  kindred  greatness  in  the  mighty  Italian 
with  that  which  he  had  conceived  incapable  of  human 
rivalry.  The  face  of  the  advocate  of  Dante,  heavy 
when  in  repose,  grew  bright  with  earnest  admiration 
as  he  quoted  images,  sentiments,  dialogues,  against 
Lamb,  who  had  taken  his  own  immortal  stand  on 
Lear,  and  urged  the  supremacy  of  the  child-changed 
father  against  all  the  possible  Ugolinos  of  the  world. 
Some  reference  having  been  made  by  Lamb  to  his  own 
exposition  of  Lear,  which  had  been  recently  published 
in  a  magazine,  edited  by  Leigh  Hunt,  under  the  title 
of  "  The  Reflector,"  touched  another  and  a  tenderer 
string  of  feeling,  turned  a  little  the  course  of  his  en- 
thusiasm the  more  to  inflame  it,  and  brought  out  a 
burst  of  affectionate  admiration  for  his  friend,  then 
scarcely  known  to  the  world,  which  was  the  more 
striking  for  its  contrast  with  his  usually  sedate  de- 
meanor. I  think  I  see  him  now,  leaning  forward 
upon  the  little  table  on  which  the  candles  were  just 
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expiring  in  theii  sockets,  his  fists  clenched,  his  eyes 
flashing,  and  his  face  bathed  in  perspiration,  exclaiming 
to  Lamb,  "  And  do  I  not  know,  my  boy,  that  you 
have  written  about  Shakspeare,  and  Shakspeare's  own 
Lear,  finer  than  any  one  ever  did  in  the  world,  and 
wont  I  let  the  world  know  it?"  He  was  right; 
there  is  no  criticism  in  the  world  more  worthy  of  the 
genius  it  estimates  than  that  little  passage  referred  to 
on  Lear ;  few  felt  it  then  like  Barnes ;  thousands  have 
read  it  since,  here,  and  tens  of  thousands  in  America ; 
and  have  felt  as  he  did ;  and  will  answer  for  the  tmth 
of  that  excited  hour. 

Mr.  Barnes  combined  singular  acuteness  of  under- 
standing with  remarkable  simplicity  of  character.  If 
he  was  skilful  in  finding  out  those  who  duped  others, 
he  made  some  amends  to  the  world  of  sharpers  by 
being  abundantly  duped  himBelf.  He  might  caudon 
the  public  to  be  on  their  guard  against  impostors  of 
every  kind,  but  his  heart  was  open  to  every  species  of 
delusion  which  came  in  the  shape  of  misery.  Poles— 
real  and  theatrical  —  refugees,  pretenders  of  all  kinds, 
found  their  way  to  the  "Times"  inner  o£Sce,  and 
though  the  inexorable  editor  excluded  their  lucubrar 
tions  from  the  precious  space  of  its  columns,  he  rarely 
omitted  to  make  them  amends  by  large  contributions 
firom  his  purse.  The  intimate  acquaintance  with  all 
the  varieties  of  life  forced  on  him  by  his  position  in 
the  midst  of  a  moving  epitome  of  the  *world,  which 
vividly  reflected  them  all,  failed  to  teach  him  distrust 
or  discretion.  He  was  a  child  in  the  centre  of  the 
most  feverish  agitations ;  a  dupe  in  the  midst  of  the 
quickest  apprehensions;  and  while,  with  unbending 
pride,  he  repelled  the  slightest  interference  with  his 
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high  fiuiclaoiu  from  the  greatest  quarters,  he  was  open 
to  every  tale  from  the  lowest  which  coald  win  *^— 
him  personal  aid.  Rarely  as  he  was  aeen  in  his 
years  in  Lamb's  circle,  he  is  indestructibly  asso< 
with  it  in  the  recollection  of  the  few  survivors 
elder  days ;  and  they  will  lament  with  me  tha 
influences  for  good  which  he  shed  largely  on  al 
departments  of  busy  life,  should  have  necessaril; 
behind  them  such  slender  memorials  of  one  o: 
kindest,  the  wisest,  and  the  best  of  men  who 
ever  enjoyed  signal  opportunities  of  moidding  j 
opinion,  and  who  have  turned  them  to  the  nobles 
the  purest  uses. 

Among  Lamb's  early  acquaintances  and  coi 
admirers  was  an  artist  whose  checkered  career 
melancholy  death  gave  an  interest  to  the  recolle< 
with  which  he  is  linked  independent  of  that  i 
belongs  to  his  pictures — Benjamin  Robert  Hai 
The  ruling  misfortune  of  his  life  was  somewhat 
to  that  disproportion  in  Hazlitt's  mind  to  wh 
have  adverted,  but  productive  in  his  case  of 
disastrous  results  —  the  possession  of  two  difl 
&cii]ties  not  harmonized  into  one,  and  strugglin 
mastery  —  in  that  disarrangement  of  the  laculti 
which  the  unproductive  talent  becomes  not  a 
negative,  but  neutralizes  the  other,  and  even 
its  good  into  evil.  Haydon,  the  son  of  a  respe< 
tradesman  at  Plymouth,  was  endowed  with  two  a 
ties,  either  of  which  exclusively  cultivated  wit 
energy  of  his  disposition,  might  have  led  to  fortu 
the  genius  of  a  painter,  and  the  passionate  loj 
a  conti-oversialist ;  talents  scarcely  capable  of 
blended  in  harmonious  action  except  under  the  au 
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of  prosperity  such  as  should  satisfy  the  artist  by  fiune» 
and  appease  the  literary  combatant  by  trimnph. 

Tlie  combination  of  a  turbulent  vivacity  of  mind 
with  a  fine  aptitude  for  the  most  serene  of  arts  was 
rendered  more  infelicitous  by  the  circumstances  of 
the  young  painter^s  early  career.  He  was  destined 
painfully  to  work  his  way  at  once  through  the  lower 
elements  of  his  art  and  the  difficulties  of  adverse 
fortune ;  and  though  by  indomitable  courage  and 
unwearied  industry  he  became  master  of  anatomic 
science,  of  coloring,  and  of  perspective,  and  achieved 
a  position  in  which  his  efforts  might  be  iairly  pre- 
sented to  the  notice  of  the  world,  his  impetuous  tem- 
perament was  yet  further  ruffled  by  the  arduous  and 
complicated  struggle.  With  boundless  intellectual 
ambition,  he  sought  to  excel  in  the  loftiest  depart- 
ment of  his  art ;  and  undertook  the  double  responsi- 
bility of  painting  great  pictures  and  of  creating  the 
taste  which  should  appreciate,  and  enforcing  the  pat- 
ronage which  should  reward  them. 

The  patronage  of  high  art,  not  then  adopted  by  the 
government,  and  far  beyond  the  means  of  individuals 
of  the  middle  class,  necessarily  appertained  to  a  few 
members  of  the  aristocracy,  who  alone  could  encourage 
and  remunerate  the  painters  of  history.  Although 
the  beginning  of  Mr.  Haydon's  career  was  not  un- 
cheered  by  aristocratic  favor,  the  contrast  between 
the  greatness  of  his  own  conceptions  and  the  humility 
of  the  course  which  prudence  suggested  as  necessary 
to  obtain  for  himself  the  means  of  developing  them 
on  canvas,  fevered  his  nature,  which,  ardent  in  grati- 
tude for  the  appreciation  and  assistance  of  the  wealthy 
to  a  degree  which  might  even  be  mistaken  for  servililji 
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was  also  impatient  of  the  general  indifference  to  the 
cause  of  which  he  sought  to  be,  not  only  the  ornament, 
but  unhappily  for  him,  also  the  champion.  Alas  I  he 
there  "  perceived  a  divided  duty."  Had  he  been  con- 
tented silently  to  paint  —  to  endure  obscurity  and  pri- 
vation for  a  while,  gradually  to  mature  his  powers  of 
execution  and  soften  the  rigor  of  his  style  and  of  his 
virtue,  he  might  have  achieved  works,  not  only  as  vast 
in  outline  and  as  beautiful  in  portions  as  those  which 
he  exhibited,  but  so  harmonious  in  their  excellences  as 
to  charm  away  opposition,  and  insure  speedy  reputa- 
tion,  moderate  fortune,  and  lasting  fitme.  But  resolved 
to  battle  for  that  which  he  believed  to  be  "  the  right," 
he  rushed  into  a  life-long  contest  with  the  Royal  Acad- 
emy ;  fi^equently  suspended  the  gentle  labors  of  the 
pencil  for  the  vehement  use  of  the  pen  ;  and  thus  gave 
to  his  course  an  air  of  defiance  which  prevented  the 
calm  appreciation  of  his  nobler  works,  and  increased 
the  mischief  by  reaction.  Indignant  of  the  scorns 
**  that  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takes,"  he  some- 
times fended  scorns  which  impatient  merit  in  return 
imputes  to  the  worthy ;  and  thus,  instead  of  enjoying 
the  most  tranquil  of  lives  (which  a  painter's  should 
be),  led  one  of  the  most  animated,  restless,  and  broken. 
The  necessaiy  consequence  of  this  disproportion  was  a 
series  of  pecuniary  embarrassments,  the  direct  result  of 
his  struggle  with  fortune ;  a  succession  of  feverish  tri- 
umphs and  disappointments,  the  fruits  of  his  contest 
with  power;  and  worse  perhaps  than  either,  the  fre- 
quent diversion  of  his  own  genius  from  its  natural 
course,  and  the  hurried  and  imperfect  development  of 
its  most  majestic  conceptions.  To  paint  as  finely  as  he 
lometimes  did  in  the  ruffled  pauses  of  his  passionate 
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coBtroversy,  and  amidst  the  terrors  of  impendiiig  waiit» 
was  to  display  large  innate  resources  of  skill  and  high 
energy  of  mind ;  hut  how  much  more  unquestionable 
&me  might  he  have  attained  if  his  disposition  had  per- 
mitted him  to  he  content  with  charming  the  world  of 
art,  instead  of  attempting  also  to  instruct  or  reform  it ! 

Mr.  Haydon's  course,  though  thus  troubled,  was 
one  of  constant  animation,  and  illustrated  by  hours  of 
triumph,  the  more  radiant  because  they  were  snatched 
from  adverse  fortune  and  a  reluctant  people.  The  ex* 
hibition  of  a  single  picture  by  an  artist  at  war  with  the 
Academy  which  exhibited  a  thousand  pictures  at  the 
same  price  —  creating  a  sensation  not  only  among  ar- 
tists and  patrons  of  art,  but  among  the  most  secluded 
literary  circles  —  and  engaging  the  highest  powers  of 
criticism  —  was,  itself,  a  splendid  occurrence  in  life  ;— 
and,  twice  at  least,  in  the  instance  of  the  Entry  into 
Jerusalem,  and  the  Lazarus,  was  crowned  with  signal 
success.  It  was  a  proud  moment  for  the  daring  painter, 
when,  at  the  opening  of  the  first  of  these  Exhibitions, 
while  the  crowd  of  visitors,  distinguished  in  rank  or 
talent,  stood  doubting  whether  in  the  countenance  of 
the  chief  figure  the  daring  attempt  to  present  an  aspect 
differing  from  that  which  had  enkindled  the  devotion 
of  ages  —  to  mingle  the  human  with  the  Divine,  rescw 
lution  with  sweetness,  dignified  composiure  with  the 
anticipation  of  mighty  suffering  —  had  not  failed,  Mrs. 
Siddons  walked  slowly  up  to  the  centre  of  the  room, 
surveyed  it  in  silence  for  a  minute  or  two,  and  then 
ejaculated,  in  her  deep,  low,  thrilling  voice,  "  It  is  per- 
fect I "  quelled  all  opposition,  and  removed  the  doubt, 
from  his  own  mind  at  least,  forever.  * 

Although  the  great  body  of  artists  to  whose  corpo- 
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rate  power  Mr.  Haydon  was  so  passionately  opposed, 
naturally  stood  aside  from  bis  path,  it  was  cheered  by 
the  attention  and  often  by  the  applause  of  the  chief  lit- 
erary spirits  of  the  age,  who  were  attracted  by  a  fierce 
intellectual  struggle.  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Wordsworth, 
Hazlitt,  Godwin,  Shelley,  Hunt,  Coleridge,  Lamb, 
Keats  —  and  many  young  writers  for  periodical  works, 
in  the  fireshness  of  unhackneyed  authorship  —  took  an 
interest  in  a  course  so  gallant  though  so  troublous, 
which  excited  their  sympathy  yet  did  not  force  them  to 
the  irksome  duty  of  unqualified  praise.  Almost  in  the 
outset  of  his  career,  Wordsworth  addressed  to  him  a 
sonnet,  in  heroic  strain,  associating  the  artist's  calling 
with  his  own ;  making  common  cause  with  him,  ^^  while 
the  whole  world  seems  adverse  to  desert ;  "  admonish- 
ing him  ^^  still  to  be  strenuous  for  the  bright  reward, 
and  in  the  soul  admit  of  no  decay ;  "  and,  long  after, 
when  the  poet  had,  by  a  wiser  perseverance,  gradually 
created  the  taste  which  appreciated  his  works,  he  cele 
brated,  in  another  sonnet,  the  fine  autumnal  conception 
in  the  picture  of  Napoleon  on  the  rock  of  St.  Helena, 
with  his  back  to  the  spectator,  contemplating  the  blank 
sea,  left  desolate  by  the  sunken  sun.  The  Conqueror 
of  Napoleon  also  recognized  the  artist's  claims,  and 
supplied  him  with  another  great  subject,  in  the  con« 
templation  of  the  solitude  of  Waterloo  by  its  hero, 
ten  years  after  the  victory. 

Mr.  Haydon's  vividness  of  mind  burst  out  in  his 
conversation,  which,  though  somewhat  broken  and 
rugged,  like  his  career,  had  also,  like  that,  a  vein  of 
beauty  streaking  it.  Having  associated  with  most  of 
the  remarkable  persons  of  his  time,  and  seen  strange 
varieties    of   "  many-coloi-ed   life  "  —  gifted   with    a 
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rapid  perception  of  character  '^ad  a  painter's  eye  for 
effect, — he  was  able  to  hit  off,  sith  startling  facility, 
sketches  in  words  which  lived  before  the  hearer.  His 
anxieties  and  sorro\^  s  did  not  destroy  the  buoyancy  of 
his  spirits  or  rob  the  convivial  moment  of  its  prosperity ; 
so  that  he  straggled,  and  toiled,  and  laughed,  and  tri- 
umphed, and  failed,  and  hoped  on,  till  the  waning  of 
life  approached  and  found  him  still  in  opposition  to  the 
world,  and  far  from  the  threshold  of  fortune.  The  ob- 
ject of  his  literary  exertions  was  partially  attained ;  the 
national  attention  had  been  directed  to  high  art ;  but 
he  did  not  personally  share  in  the  benefits  he  had 
greatly  contributed  to  win.  Even  his  cartoon  of  the 
Curse  in  Paradise  failed  to  obtain  a  prize  when  he  en 
tered  the  arena  with  unfledged  youths  for  competitors ; 
and  the  desertion  of  the  exhibition  of  his  two  pictures 
of  Arisddes  and  Nero,  at  the  Egyptian  Hall,  by  the 
pubUc,  for  the  neighboring  exposure  of  the  clever  man- 
ikin. General  Tom  Thumb,  quite  vanquished  him.  It 
was  indeed  a  melancholy  contrast ; —  the  unending  suc- 
cession of  bright  crowds  thronging  the  levees  of  the 
email  abortion,  and  the  dim  and  duaty  n)om  in  which 
the  two  latest  historical  pictures  of  the  veteran  hung 
for  hours  without  a  visitor.  Opposition,  abuse,  even 
neglect  he  could  have  borne,  but  the  sense  of  ridicule 
involved  in  such  a  juxtaposition  drove  him  to  despair. 
No  one  who  knew  him  ever  apprehended  from  his  dis- 
asters such  a  catastrophe  as  that  which  closed  them. 
He  had  always  cherished  a  belief  in  the  religion  of  our 
Church,  and  avowed  it  among  scoffing  unbelievers ; 
and  that  belief  he  asserted  even  in  the  wild  fragments 
he  penned  in  his  last  terrible  hour.  His  friends  thought 
that  even  the  sense  of  the  injustice  of  the  world  would 
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nave  contributed  with  his  nndimmed  consciousness  of 
his  own  powers  to  enable  him  to  endure.  In  his  4<>*. 
mestic  relations  also  he  was  happy,  blessed  in  the  affec 
tion  of  a  wife  of  great  beauty  and  equal  discretion, 
who,  by  gentler  temper  and  serener  wisdom  than  his 
own,  had  assisted  and  soothed  him  in  all  his  anxieties 
and  griefi,  and  whose  image  was  so  identified  in  his 
mind  with  the  beautiful  as  to  impress  its  character 
on  all  the  forms  of  female  loveline^  he  had  created* 
Those  who  knew  him  best  feel  the  strongest  assurance, 
that  notwithstanding  the  appearances  of  preparation 
which  attended  his  extraordinary  suicide,  his  mind  was 
shattered  to  pieces  —  all  distorted  and  broken  —  with 
only  one  feeling  left  entire,  the  perversion  of  which  led 
to  the  deed,  a  hope  to  awaken  sympathy  in  death  for 
those  whom  living  h5  could  not  shelter.  The  last  hur- 
ried lines  he  wrote,  entitled,  "  Haydon's  last  Thoughts," 
consisted  of  a  fevered  comparison  between  the  Duke  of 
Wellington  and  Napoleon,  in  which  he  seemed  to  wish 
to  repair  some  supposed  injustice  which  in  speech  or 
writing  he  had  done  to  the '  Conqueror.  It  was  en- 
closed in  a  letter  addressed  to  three  friends,  written  in 
the  hoar  of  his  death,  and  containing  sad  fragmental 
memorials  of  those  passionate  hopes,  fierce  struggles, 
and  bitter  disappointments  which  brought  him  through 
distraction  to  the  grave ! 

A  visit  of  CoLEBiDOE  was  always  regarded  by  Lamb 
as  an  opportunity  to  afford  a  rare  gratification  to  a  few 
friends,  who,  he  knew,  would  prize  it ;  and  I  well  re- 
mem1)er  the  flush  of  prideful  pleasure  which  came  over 
his  fiice  as  he  would  hurry,  on  his  way  to  the  Indii^ 
House,  into  the  olBSce  in  which  I  was  a  pupil,  and  stam- 
mer out  the  welcome  invitation  for  the  evening.     Thif 
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was  true  sel^acrifice ;  for  Lamb  would  have  infinitely 
preferred  having  his  inspired  friend  to  himself  and  his 
sister,  for  a  brief  renewal  of  the  old  Salutation  delights; 
but,  I  believe,  he  never  permitted  himself  to  enjoy  this 
exclusive  treat.  The  pleasure  he  conferred  was  great ; 
for  of  all  celebrated  persons  I  ever  saw,  Coleridge  alone 
surpassed  the  expectation  created  by  his  writings ;  for 
he  not  only  was,  but  appeared  to  be,  greater  than  the 
noblest  things  he  had  written* 

Lamb  used  to  speak,  sometimes  with  a  moistened  eye 
and  quivering  lip,  of  Coleridge  when  young,  and  wish 
that  we  could  have  seen  him  in  the  spring-time  of  his  } 

genius,  at  a  supper  in  the  little  sanded  parlor  of  the  old  | 

Salutation  hostel.    The  promise  of  those  days  was  never  | 

realized,  by  the  execution  of  any  of  the  mighty  works  | 

he  planned ;  but  the  very  failure  ^ve  a  sort  of  mourn- 
iul  interest  to  the  ^^  large  discourse,  looking  before  and 
ailer,"  to  which  we  were  enchanted  listeners ;  to  the 
wisdom  which  lives  only  in  oUr  memories,  and  mnst 
perish  with  them. 

From  Coleridge's  early  works,  some  notion  may  be 
gleaned  of  what  he  was;  when  the  steep  ascent  of 
&me  rose  directly  before  him,  while  he  might  loiter  to  i 

dally  with  the  expectation  of  its  summit,  without  igno-  | 

bly  shrinking  from  its  labors.     His  endowments  at  that  ! 

time  —  the  close  of  tlie  last  century  —  when  literature 
had  faded  into  a  fashion  of  poor  language,  must  have 
seemed,  to  a  mind  and  heart  like  Lamb's,  no  less  than 
miraculous. 

A  rich  store  of  classical  knowledge  —  a  sense  of  t 
beautifrd,  almost  verging  on  the  effeminate — a  fiici 
power  of  melody,  varying  from  the  solemn  stops  of  t) 
organ  to  a  birdlike  flutter  of  airy  sound  —  the  glorio 
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faculty  qf  poetic  hope,  exerted  on  human  prospects,  and 
presenting  its  results  with  the  vividness  of  prophecy ; 
a  power  of  imaginative  reasoning  which  peopled  the 
nearer  ground  of  contemplation  with  thoughts 

**  All  plumed  like  estriches,  like  eagles  bathed, 
As  fnll  of  spirit  as  the  month  of  May, 
And  gorgeoas  as  the  sun  at  Midsummer/' 

endowed  the  author  of  "  The  Ancient  Mariner,"  and 
"  Christabel."  Thus  gifted,  he  glided  from  youth  into 
manhood,  as  a  fairy  voyager  on  a  summer  sea,  to  eddy 
round  and  round  in  dazzling  circles,  and  to  make  little 
progress,  at  last,  towards  any  of  those  thousand  moun- 
tain summits  which,  glorified  by  aerial  tints,  rose  before 
him  at  the  extreme  verge  of  the  vast  horizon  of  his 
genius.  "  The  Ancient  Mariner,"  printed  with  the 
*^  Lyrical  Ballads,"  one  of  his  earliest  works,  is  still 
his  finest  poem  —  at  once  the  most  vigorous  in  design 
and  the  most  chaste  in  execution  —  developing  the 
intensest  human  affection,  amidst  the  wildest  sceneiy  of 
a  poet's  dream.  Nothing  was  too  bright  to  hope  from 
such  a  dawn.  The  mind  of  Coleridge  seemed  the  har- 
binger of  the  golden  years  his  enthusiasm  predicted  and 
painted ;  —  of  those  days  of  peace  on  earth  and  good- 
will among  men,  which  the  best  and  greatest  minds 
have  rejoiced  to  anticipate  —  and  the  earnest  belief  in 
which  is  better  than  all  frivolous  enjoyments,  all  worldly 
wisdom,  all  worldly  success.  And  if  the  noontide  of 
his  genius  did  not  fulfil  his  youth's  promise  of  manly 
vigor,  nor  the  setting  of  his  earthly  life  honor  it  by  an 
answering  serenity  of  greatness  —  they  still  have  lefl 
us  abundant  reason  to  be  grateful  that  the  glorious  frag-^ 
ments  of  his  mighty  and  imperfect  being  were  ours. 
VOL.  n.  26 
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Cloud  after  clond  of  German  metaphysics  rolled  before 
his  imagination  —  which  it  had  power  to  irradiate  with 
fantastic  beauty,  and  to  break  into  a  thousand  shifting 
forms  of  grandeur,  though  not  to  conquer ;  mist  after 
mist  ascended  from  those  streams  where  earth  and  sky 
should  have  blended  in  one  imagery,  and  wei'e  turned 
by  its  obscured  glory  to  radiant  haze;  indulgence  in 
the  fearful  luxury  of  that  talismanic  drug,  which  opena 
glittering  scenes  of  fantastic  beauty  on  the  waking  soul 
to  leave  it  in  arid  desolation,  too  often  Veiled  it  in  par- 
tial eclipse,  and  blended  fitftil  light  with  melancholy 
blackness  over  its  vast  domain ;  but  the  great  central 
light  remained  nnquenched,  and  cast  its  gleams  through 
every  department  ^f  htiman  knowledge.  A  boundless 
capacity  to  receive  and  retain  intellectual  treasure  made 
liim  the  possessor  of  vaster  stores  of  lore,  classical,  an- 
tiquarian, historical,  biblical,  and  miscellaneous,  than 
were  ever  vouchsafed,  at  least  in  our  time,  to  a  mortal 
being ;  goodly  structures  of  divine  philosophy  rose  be- 
fore him  like  exhalations  on  the  table-land  of  that  his 
prodigious  knowledge ;  but,  alas  I  there  was  a  deficiency 
of  the  power  of  voluntary  action  which  would  have 
left  him  unable  to  embody  the  shapes  of  a  shepherd's 
dreams,  and  made  him  feeble  as  an  in&nt  before  the 
overpowering  majesty  of  his  own  1  Hence  his  literary 
life  became  one  splendid  and  sad  prospectus  —  resem- 
bling only  the  portal  of  a  mighty  temple  which  it  was 
forbidden  us  to  enter  —  but  whence  strains  of  rich 
music  issuing  *^  took  the  prisoned  soul  and  lapped  it  in 
Elysium,"  and  fragments  of  oracular  wisdom  startled 
the  thought  they  could  not  satisfy. 

Hence  the  riches  of  his  mind  were  developed,  not  in 
writbig,  but  in  his  speech — conversation  I  can  scarcely 
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call  it  — which  no  one  who  once  heard  can  ever  forget. 
Unable  to  work  in  soUtude,  he  sought  the  gen^e  stim- 
ulus of  social  admiration,  and  under  its  influence  poured 
forth,  without  stint,  the  marvellous  resources  of  a  mind 
rich  in  the  •spoils  of  time  —  richer  —  richer  far  in  its 
own  glorious  imagination  and  delicate  fancy  I  There 
was  a  noble  prodigality  in  these  outpourings ;  a  gener- 
ous disdain  of  self;  an  earnest  desire  to  scatter  abroad 
the  seeds  of  wisdom  and  beauty,  to  take  root  wherever 
they  might  fall,  and  spring  up  withont  bearing  his  name 
or  impress,  whiAi  might  remind  the  listener  of  the  first 
days  of  poetry  before  it  became  individualized  by  the 
press,  when  the  Homeric  rhapsodist  wandered  through 
new-bom  cities  and  scattered  hovels,  flashing  upon  the 
minds  of  the  wondering  audience  the  bright  train  of 
heroic  shapes,  the  series  of  godlike  exploits,  and  sought 
no  record  more  enduring  than  the  fleshly  tablets  of  his 
hearers'  hearts ;  no  memory  but  that  of  genial  tradi- 
tion ;  when  copyright  did  not  ascertain  the  reciter's 
property,  nor  marble  at  once  perpetuate  and  shed  chillr 
ness  on  his  fiune  — 

ft 

"  His  bonnty  was  as  boundless  as  the  sea. 
His  love  as  deep.** 

Like  the  ocean,  in  all  its  variety  of  gentle  mood^  his 
discourse  perpetually  ebbed  and  flowed,  —  nothing  in  it 
angular,  nothing  of  set  purpose,  but  now  trembling  as 
the  voioB  of  divine  philosophy,  '*  not  harsh  nor  crabbed, 
as  dull  fools  suppose,  but  musical  as  is  Apollo's  lute," 
was  wafled  over  the  summer  wave ;  now  glistening  in 
long  line  of  light  over  some  obscnre  subject,  like  the 
path  of  moonlight  on  the  black  water ;  and,  if  ever  re- 
ceding firom  the  shore,  driven  by  some  sudden  gust  of 
inspiration,  disclosing  the  treasures  of  the  deep,  like  the 
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ricli  strond  in  Spenser,  ^^far  sunken  in  their  sunless 
treasuries,"  to  be  covered  anon  by  the  foam  of  the 
same  immortal  tide.  The  benignity  of  his  manner  be- 
fitted the  beauty  of  his  disquisitions;  his  voice  rose 
from  the  gentlest  pitch  of  conversation  to  Ae  height  of 
impassioned  eloquence  without  effort,  as  his  language 
expanded  from  some  common  topic  of  the  day  to  the 
loftiest  abstractions ;  ascending  by  a  winding  track  of 
spiral  glory  to  the  highest  truths  which  the  naked  eye 
could  discern,  and  suggesting  starry  regions,  beyond, 
which  his  own  telescopic  gaze  might  p&ssibly  decipher. 
If  his  entranced  hearers  often  were  unable  to  perceive 
the  bearings  of  his  argument  — too  mighty  for  any 
grasp  but  his  own  —  and  sometimes  reaching  beyond 
his  own  —  they  understood  "a  heauty  in  the  words, 
if  not  the  words;"  and  a  wisdom  and  piety  in  the 
illustrations,  even  when  unable  to  connect  them  with 
the  idea  which  he  desired  to  illustrate.  If  an  entir4 
scheme  of  moral  philosophy  was  never  developed  by 
him  either  in  speaking  or  writing,  afl  the  parts  were 
great:  vast  biblical  knowledge,  though  sometimes  ed- 
dying in  splendid  conjecture,  was  always  employed 
with  pious  reverence ;  the  morality  suggested  was  at 
once  elevated  and  genial ;  the  charity  hoped  all  things ; 
and  the  mighty  imaginative  reasoner  seemed  almost 
to  realize  the  condition  suggested  by  the  great  Apos- 
tle, ^^  that  he  understood  all  mysteries  and  all  knowl- 
edge, and  spake  with  the  tongues  both  of  men  and 
angels ! " 

After  Coleridge  had  found  his  last  earthly  refuge 
under  the  wise  and  generous  care  of  Mr.  Gilman,  a 
Highgate,  he  rarely  visited  Lamb,  and  my  opportuni- 
ties of  observing  him  ceased.     From  those,  who  were 
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more  fiivored,  aa  well  as  from  the  fragments  I  have 
seen  of  bU  last  eSiisions,  I  know  that,  amidst  aufTer- 
ing  and  weakness,  his  mighty  mind  concentrated  its 
energies  on  the  highest  subjects  which'  had  ever  kindled 
them  ;  that  the  speculatJons,  which  somelimt 
like  paradox,  because  their  extent  was  too  \ 
comprehended  in  a  single  grasp  of  intellectn 
were  informed  bj  a  serener  wisdom ;  that  hi 
tions  of  the  central  truth  became  more  undiv 
liis  piety  more  profound  and  •humble.  His 
Charles  and  Marj  Lamb  continued,  to  the 
of  the  strongest  of  his  human  affections  — ■ 
by  tlie  kindness  of  a  friend,*  I  possess  an 
memorial  under  his  hand,  written  in  the  ma 
Tolome  of  his  "  Sybilline  Leaves,"  which  — 
life-long  habit  —  he  has  enriched  by  manusci 
tations.  The  poem,  beside  which  it  is  inscril 
titled  "  The  Lime-Tree  Bower  my  Prison," 
by  the  poet  in  June,  1796,  when  Charles  s 
Lamb,  who  were  visiting  at  his  cottage  nea 
had  left  him  for  a  walk,  which  an  accider 
ness  prevented  him  from  sharing.  The  vi 
not  indicated  by  the  poem,  except  that  Charle 
nated  by  the  epithet,  against  which  he  jesting 
Btrated,  as  "  gentle-hearted  Charles  ; "  and  is  re 
as  "  winning  bis  way,  with  sad  and  patient  sou 
evil  and  pain,  and  strange  calamity."  Againi 
H  written  as  follows :  — 

CH.  &  HARY   LAMB, 

dear  to  my  heart,  yea, 

aa  it  were,  njr  htart, 

B.  T.  0.    St.  S3.    IBM. 
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17W. 
1834. 

87  yean  I 

This  memorandum,  which  is  pemied  with  remarkable 
neatness,  most  have  been  made  in  Coleridge's  last  ill* 
iiess,  as  he  suffered  acutely  for  several  months  before  he 
died,  in  July  of  this  same  year,  1834.  What  a  space 
did  that  tliirty-seven  years  of  fond  regard  for  the  brother 
and  sister  occupy  in  a  mind  like  Coleridge's,  pec^led 
with  immortal  thoughts*  which  might  multiply  in  the 
true  time,  dialled  in  heaven,  its  minutes  into  years  I 

These  friends  of  Lamb's  whom  I  have  ventared  to 
sketch  in  companionship  with  him,  and  Southey  also^ 
whom  I  only  once  saw,  are  all  gone ;  —  and  others 
of  less  note  in  the  world's  eye  have  followed  them. 
Among  those  of  the  old  set  who  are  gone,  is  Man* 
tiing,  perhaps,  next  to  Coleridge,  the  dearest  of  them, 
whom  Lamb  used  to  speak  of  as  marvellous  in  a  tSte^^ 
tSte^  but  who,  in  company,  seemed  only  a  courteous 
gentleman,  more  disposed  to  listen  than  to  talk.  Iii 
good  old  age  departed  Admiral  Bumey,  frank-hearted 
voyager  with  Captain  Cook  round  the  world,  who 
seemed  to  unite  our  society  with  the  circle  over 
which  Dr.  Johnson  reigned ;  who  used  to  tell  of  school- 
days under  the  tutelage  of  Eugene  Aram;  how  he 
remembered  the  gentle  usher  pacing  the  playground 
arm-in^  with  some  one  of  the  elder  boys,  and  seek 
ing  relief  from  the  unsuspected  burden  of  his  con- 
science by  talking  of  strange  murders,  and .  how  he,  a 
child,  had  shuddered  at  the  handcufis  on  his  teacher's 
hands  when  taken  away  in  the  post-chaise  to  prison ;  — - 
the  Admiral  being  himself  the  centre  of  a  little  cirde 
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which  his  sister,  the  famous  authoress  of  "  Evelina," 
*'  Cecilia,"  and  "  Camilla,"  sometimes  graced.  John 
Lamb,  the  jovial  and  burly,  who  dared  to  argue  with 
Hazlitt  on  questions  of  art;  Barron  Field,  who  with 
veneration  enough  to  feel  all  the  despised  greatness 
of*  Wordsworth,  had  a  sparkling  vivacity,  and,  con- 
nected with  Lamb  by  the  link  of  Christ's  Hospital 
associations,  shared  largely  in  his  regard  ;  Rickman, 
the  sturdiest  of  jovial  companions,  severe  in  the  dis- 
cipline of  whist  as  at  the  table  of  the  House  of 
Commons,  of  which  he  was  the  principal  clerk ;  and 
Alsager,  so  calm,  so  bland,  so  considerate,  —  all  are 
gone.  These  were  all  Temple  guests  —  friends  of 
Lamb's  early  days;  but  the  companions  of  a  later 
time,  who  first  met  in  Great  Russell  Street,  or  Dal- 
ston,  or  Islington,  or  Enfield,  have  been  wofuUy 
thinned;  Allan  Cunningham,  stalwart  of  form  and 
stout  of  heart  and  verse,  a  ruder  Bums;  Cary, 
Lamb's  "  pleasantest  of  clergymen,"  whose  sweetness 
of  disposition  and  manner  would  have  prevented  a 
stranger  from  guessing  that  he  was  the  poet  who  had 
rendered  the  adamantine  poetry  of  Dante  into  Eng- 
lish with  kindred  power ;  Hood,  so  grave  and  sad 
and  silent,  that  you  were  astonished  to  recognize  in 
him  the  outpourer  of  a  thousand  wild  fancies,  the  de- 
tector o£  the  inmost  springs  of  pathos,  and  the  pow- 
erfrd  vindicator  of  poverty  and  toil  before  the  hearts 
of  the  prosperous  ;  the  Rev.  Edward  Irving,  who,  after 
fulfilling  an  old  prophecy  he  made  in  Scotland  to  Haz- 
litt, that  he  would  astonish  and  shake  the  world  by 
his  preaching,  sat  humbly  at  the  feet  of  Coleridge  to 
listen  to  wisdom,  —  all  are  gone ;  the  forms  of  others 
associated  with  Lamb's  circle  by  more  accidental  links 
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(also  dead)  come  thronging  on  the  memory  from  tbe 
mist  of  years  —  Alas  ;  it  is  easier  to  count  those  that 
are  left  of  the  old  familiar  faces ! 

The  story  of  the  lives  of  Charles  and  Mary  Liamb 
is  now  told ;  nothing  more  remains  to  be  learned  re- 
specting it.  The  known  collateral  branches  of  thteir 
stock  are  extinct,  and  their  upward  pedigree  lost  in 
those  humble  tracks  on  which  the  steps  of  Time  leave 
so  hght  an  impress,  that  the  dust  of  a  few  years  oblit- 
erates all  trace,  and  affords  no  clue  to  search  collaterally 
for  surviving  relatives.  The  world  has,  therefore,  all 
the  materials  for  judging  of  them  which  can  be  pos- 
sessed by  those,  who,  not  remembering  the  delightful 
peculiarities  of  their  daily  manners,  can  only  form  im- 
perfect ideas  of  what  they  were.  Before  bidding  them  a 
last  adieu,  we  may  be  allowed  to  linger  a  little  longer  and 
survey  their  characters  by  the  new  and  solemn  Hghts 
which  are  now,  for  the  first  time,  fully  cast  upon  them. 

Except  to  the  few  who  were  acquainted  with  the 
tiagical  occurrences  of  Lamb's  early  life,  some  of  his 
peculiarities  seemed  strange  —  to  be  forgiven,  indeed, 
to  the  excellences  of  his  nature,  and  the  delicacy  of  his  i 

genius,  —  but  still,  in  themselves,  as  much  to  be  won-  * 

dered  at  as  deplored.     The  sweetness  of  his  character, 
breathed  through  his  writings,  was  felt  even  by  stran- 
gers ;   but  its  heroic  aspect  was  unguessed,  even  by 
many  of  his  friends.     Let  them  now  consider  it,  and 
ask  if  the  annals  of  self-sacrifice  can  show  anything  in 
human  action  and  endurance  more  lovely  than  its  self- 
devotion   exhibits  I     It  was  not  merely  that  he  sa^ 
(which  his  elder  brother  cannot  be  blamed  for  not  im 
mediately  perceiving)  through  the  ensanguined  clou 
of  misfortune  which  had  fallen  upon  his  family,  th< 
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unstained  excellence  of  his  sister,  whose  madness  had 
caused  it ;  that  he  was  ready  to  take  her  to  his  own 
home  with  reverential  affection,  and  cherish  her  through 
life ;  that  he  gave  up,  for  her  sake,  all  meaner  and 
more  selfish  love,  and  all  the  hopes  which  youth  blends 
with  the  passion  which  disturbs  and  ennobles  it ;  not 
even  that  he  did  all  this  cheerfully,  and  without  plum- 
ing himself  upon  his  brotherly  nobleness  as  a  virtue,  or 
seeking  to  repay  himself  (as  some  uneasy  martyrs  do) 
by  small  instalments  of  long  repining,  —  but  that  he 
carried  the  spirit  of  the  hour  in  which  he  first  knew 
and  took  his  course,  to  his  last.  So  far  from  thinking 
that  his  sacrifice  of  youth  and  love  to  his  sister  gave 
him  a  license  to  follow  his  own  caprice  at  the  expense 
of  her  feelings,  even  in  the  lightest  matters,  he  always 
wrote  and  spoke  of  her  as  his  wiser  self —  his  generous 
benefiictress,  of  whose  protecting  care  he  was  scarcely 
worthy.  How  his  pen  almost  grew  wanton  in  her 
praise,  even  when  she  was  a  prisoner  in  the  Asylum 
afler  the  fiital  attack  of  lunacy,  his  letters  of  the  time 
to  Coleridge  show ;  but  that  might  have  been  a  mere 
temporary  exaltation  —  the  attendant  fervor  of  a  great 
exigency  and  a  great  resolution.  It  was  not  so ;  nine 
Years  aflerwards  (1805),  in  a  letter  to  Miss  Words- 
worth, he  thus  dilates  on  his  sister's  excellences,  and 
exaggerates  his  own  frailties :  — 

"  To  say  all  that  I  know  of  her  would  be  more  than 
r  think  anybody  could  believe  or  even  understand ;  and 
when  I  hope  to  have  her  well  again  with  me,  it  would 
be  sinning  against  her  feelings  to  go  about  to  praise 
her;  for  I  can  conceal  nothing  that  I  do  from  her. 
She  is  older,  and  wiser,  and  better  than  I,  and  all  my 
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wretched  imperfections  I  cover  to  myself  by  resolutely 
thinking  on  her  goodness.  She  would  share  life  and 
death,  heaven  and  hell,  with  me.  She  lives  but  for 
me ;  and  I  know  I  have  been  wasting  and  teasing  het 
life  for  five  years  past  incessantly  with  my  cursed  ways 
of  going  on.  But  even  in  this  upbraiding  of  myself 
I  am  offending  against  her,  for  I  know  that  she  has 
cleaved  to  me  for  better,  for  worse  ;  and  if  the  balance 
has  been  against  her  hitherto,  it  ^  was  a  noble  trade.'  " 

Let  it  also  be  remembered  that  this  devotion  of  the 
entire  nature  was  not  exercised  merely  in  the  consciouft* 
ness  of  a  past  tragedy  ;  but  during  the  frequent  recur* 
rences  of  the  calamity  which  caused  it,  and  the  constant 
apprehension  of  its  terrors ;  and  this  for  a  large  portion 
of  life,  in  poor  lodgings,  where  the  brother  and  sister 
were,  or  fimcied  themselves  "  marked  people ; "  where 
from  an  income  incapable  of  meeting  the  expense  of 
the  sorrow  without  sedulous  privations,  he  contrived  to 
hoard,  not  for  holiday  enjoyment,  or  future  solace,  but 
to  provide  for  expected  distress.  Of  the  misery  attend- 
ftnt  on  this  anticipation,  aggravated  by  jealous  fears  lest 
»ome  imprudence  or  error  of  his  own  should  have  hast- 
ened the  inevitable  evil,  we  have  a  glimpse  in  the  letter 
to  Miss  Wordsworth  above  quoted,  and  which  seems  to 
have  been  written  in  reply  to  one  which  that  excellent 
lady  had  addressed  to  Miss  Lamb,  and  which  had  fallen 
into  the  brother's  care  during  one  of  )ier  sad  absem»s. 

^^  Your  long  kind  letter  has  not  been  thrown  away, 
but  poor  Mary,  to  whom  it  is  addressed,  cannot  yet 
relish  it.  She  has  been  attacked  by  one  of  her  severe 
ilhiesses,  and  is  at  present  from  home^    Last  Monday 
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week  was  the  day  she  left  me;  and  I  hope  I  may 
calculate  upon  having  her  again  in  a  month  or  little 
more.  I  am  rather  afraid  late  hours  have,  in  this 
case,  contributed  to  her  indisposition.  But  when  she 
begins  to  discover  symptoms  of  approaching  illness, 
it  is  not  easy  to  say  what  is  best  to  do.  Being  by 
ourselves  is  bad,  and  going  out  is  bad.  I  get  so 
irritable  and  wretched  with  fear,  that  I  constantly 
hasten  on  the  disorder.  You  cannot  conceive  the 
misery  of  such  a  foresight.  I  am  sure  that,  for  the 
week  before  she  left  me,  I  was  little  better  than  light- 
headed. I  now  am  calm,  but  sadly  taken  down  and 
flat.  I  have  every  reason  to  suppose  that  this  illness, 
like  all  her  former  ones,  will  be  but  temporary.  But  I 
cannot  always  feel  so.     Meantime  she  is  dead  to  me  I " 

The  constant  impendency  of  this  giant  sorrow  sad- 
dened to  ^*  the  Lambs "  even  their  holidays ;  as  the 
journey  which  they  both  regarded  as  the  relief  and 
charm  of  the  year  was  frequently  followed  by  a  seiz- 
ure; and,  when  th^y  ventured  to  take  it,  a  strait- 
waistcoat,  careftilly  packed  by  Miss  Lamb  herself, 
was  their  constant  companion.  Sad  experience,  at 
last,  induced  the  abandonment  of  the  annual  excur- 
sion, and  Lamb  was  contented  with  walks  in  and  near 
London,  during  the  interval  of  labor.  Miss  Lamb 
experienced,  and  full  well  understood,  premonitory 
symptoms  of  the  attack,  in  restlessness,  low  fever, 
and  the  inability  to  sleep ;  and,  as  gently  as  possible, 
prepared  her  brother  for  the  duty  he  must  soon  per- 
form ;  and  thus,  unless  he  could  stave  off  the  terrible 
separation  till  Sunday,  obliged  him  to  ask  leave  of 
absence  from  the  office  as  if  for  a  day's  pleasure  —  a 
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bitter  mockery !  On  one  occasion  Mr.  Charles  Lloyd 
met  them  slowly  pacing  together  a  little  footpath  in 
Hoxton  fields,  both  weeping  bitterly,  and  found,  on 
joining  them,  that  they  were  taking  their  solemn  way 
to  the  accustomed  Asylum ! 

Will  any  one,  acquainted  with  these  secret  passages 
of  Lamb's  history,  wonder  that,  with  a  strong  physi- 
cal inclination  for  the  stimulus  and  support  of  strong 
drinks  —  which  man  is  framed  moderately  to  rejoice  in 
—  he  should  snatch  some  wild  pleasure  **  between  the 
acts  "  (as  he  called  them)  "  of  his  distressful  drama," 
and  that,  still  more,  during  the  loneliness  of  the 
solitude  created  bv  his  sister's  absences,  he  should 
obtain  the  solace  of  an  hour's  feverish  dream  ?  That, 
notwithstanding  that  frailty,  he  performed  the  duties 
of  his  hard  lot  with  exemplary  steadiness  and  dis- 
cretion,  is  indeed  wonderful  —  especially  when  it  is 
recollected  that  he  had  himself  b^n  visited,  when  in 
the  dawn  of  manhood,  with  his  sister's  malady,  the 
seeds  of  which  were  lurking  in  his  frame.  While 
that  natural  predisposition  may  explain  an  occasional 
flightiness  of  expression  on  serious  mattere,  fruit  of 
some  wayward  fancy,  which  flitted  through  his  brain, 
without  disturbing  his  constant  reason  or  reaching 
his  heart,  and  some  little  extravagances  of  fitful  mirth, 
bow  does  it  heighten  the  moral  courage  by  which  the 
disease  was  controlled  and  the  severest  duties  per- 
formed 1  Never  surely  was  there  a  more  striking 
example  of  the  power  of  a  virtuous,  rather  say  of  a 
pious,  wish  to  conquer  the  fiery  suggestions  of  lat< 
insanity  than  that  presented  by  Lamb's  history.  N 
vous,  tremulous,  as  he  seemed — so  slight  of  imiL 
that  he  lookerl  only  fit  for  the  most  placid  fortune  - 
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when  the  dismal  emergencies  which  checkered  his  life 
arose,  he  acted  with  as  much  promptitude  and  vigor 
as  if  he  had  never  penned  a  stanza  nor  taken  a  glass 
too  much,  or  was  strung  with  herculean  sinews.  None 
of  those  temptations,  in  which  misery  is  the  most 
potent,  to  hazard  a  lavish  expenditure  for  an  enjoy- 
ment to  be  secured  against  fate  and  foi*tune,  ever 
tempted  him  to  exceed  his  income,  when  scantiest, 
by  a  shilling.  He  had  always  a  reserve  for  poor 
Mary's  periods  of  seclusion,  and  something  in  hand 
besides  fbr  a  friend  in  need ;  —  and  on  his  retirement 
from  the  India  House,  he  had  amassed,  by  annual 
savings,  a  sufficient  sum  (invested  after  the  prudent 
and  classical  taste  of  Lbrd  Stowell,  in  ^^the  elegant 
simplicity  of  the  Three  per  Cents.")  to  secure  com- 
fort to  Miss  Lamb,  whenr  his  pension  should  cease  with 
him,  even  if  the  India  Company,  his  great  employers, 
had  not  acted  nobly  by  the  memory  of  their  inspired 
clerk  —  as  they  did  —  and  gave  her  the  annuity  to 
which  a  wife  would  have  been  entitled — but  of  which 
he  could  not  feel  assured.  Living  among  literary 
men,  some  less  distinguished  and  less  discreet  than 
those  whom  we  have  mentioned,  he  was  constantly 
importuned  to  relieve  distresses  which  an  improvident 
speculation  in  literature  produces,  and  which  the  reck- 
lessness attendant  on  the  empty  vanity  of  self-exag- 
gerated talent  renders  desperate  and  merciless ;  —  and 
to  the  importunities  of  such  hopeless  petitioners  he 
gave  too  largely  —  though  he  used  sometimes  to  ex- 
press a  painful  sense  that  he  was  diminishing  his  own 
store  without  conferring  any  real  benefit.  "  Heaven," 
ne  used  to  say,  "  does  not  owe  me  sixpence  for  all  I 
have  given,  or  lent  (as  they  call  it)  to  such  impor- 
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tanity;  I  oidy  gave  it  because  I  could  not  bear  to 
refuse  it;  and  I  have  done  good  by  my  weakness-" 
On  the  other  hand,  he  used  to  seek  out  occasions  of 
devoting  a  part  of  his  surplus  to  those  of  his  friends 
whom  he  believed  it  would  really  serve,  and  almost 
forced  loans,  or  gifts  in  the  disguise  of  loans,  upon 
them.  If  he  thought  one,  in  such  a  position,  would 
be  the  happier  for  50Z.  or  lOOZ.,  he  would  carefiilly 
procure  a  note  for  the  sum,  and,  perhaps,  for  days 
before  he  might  meet  the  object  of  his  friendly  purpose, 
keep  the  note  in  his  waistcoat-pocket,  burning  in  it  to 
be  produced,  and,  when  the  occasion  arrived  —  "  in  the 
sweet  of  the  night" — he  would  crumjJe  it  up  in  hia 
hand  and  stammer  out  his  difficulty  of  disposing  of  a 
little  money ;  "  I  don't  know  what  to  do  with  it — pray 
take  it — pray  use  it — you  will  do  me  a  kindness  if 
you  will  "  —  he  would  say ;  and  it  was  hard  to  disoblige 
him!  Let  any  one  who  has  been  induced  to  regard 
Lamb  as  a  poor,  slight,  excitable,  and  excited  being, 
consider  that  such  acts  as  these  were  not  infrequent — ^ 
that  he  exercised  hospitality  of  a  substantial  kind,  with- 
out stint,  all  his  life  —  that  he  spared  no  expense  for  the 
comfort  of  his  sister,  there  only  lavish  —  and  that  he 
died  leaving  sufficient  to  accomplish  all  his  wishes  for 
survivors  —  and  think  what  the  sturdy  quality  of  his 
goodness  must  have  been  amidst  all  the  heartaches 
and  headaches  of  his  life  —  and  ask  the  virtue  which 
has  been  supported  by  strong  nerves,  whether  it  has 
often  produced  any  good  to  match  it  ? 

The  influence  of  the  events  now  disclosed  may  be 
traced  in  the  development  and  direction  of  Lamb's  fac- 
ulties and  tastes,  and  in  the  wild  contrasts  of  expression 
which  sometimes  startled  strangers.     The  literary  pref 
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erences  disclosed  in  hid  early  letters,  are  often  inclined 
to  the  superficial  in  poetry  and  thought  —  the  theology 
of  Priestley,  though  embraced  with  pious  earnestness  — 
the  "  divine  chit-chat "  of  Cowper  —  the  melodious  sad- 
ness of  Bowles  ;  and  his  own  style,  breathing  a  graceful 
and  modest  sweetness,  is  without  any  decided  character. 
But  by  the  terrible  realities  of  his  experience,  he  was 
turned  to  seek  a  kindred  interest  in  the  "sterner  stiifF" 
of  old  tragedy  —  to  catastrophes  more  fearful  even  than 
his  own  —  to  the  aspects  of  "  pale  passion  "  —  to  shapes 
of  heroic  daring  and  more  heroic  suffering —  to  the  ago- 
iiizing  contests  of  opposing  affections,  and  the  victories 
of  the  soul  over  calamity  and  death,  which  the  old  Eng- 
lish drama  discloses,  and  in  the  contemplation  of  which 
he  saw  his  own  suffering  nature  at  once  mirrored  and 
exalted.  Thus,  instead  of  admiring,  as  he  once  ad- 
mired, Rowe  and  Otwayi  even  Massinger  seemed  too 
declamatoiy  to  satisfy  him  ;  in  Ford,  Decker,  Marlowe, 
and  Webster,  he  found  the  most  awful  struggles  of 
affection,  and  the  "  sad  embroidery ''  of  fancy-streaked 
grirf,  and  expressed  his  kindred  feelings  in  those  little 
quintessences  of  criticism  which  are  appended  to  the 
noblest  scenes  in  his  "  Specimens  " ;  and,  seeking  amidst 
the  sunnier  and  more  varied  world  of  Shakspeare  for 
the  profoundest  and  most  earnest  passion  developed 
there,  obtained  that  marvellous  insight  into  the  soul  of 
Lear  which  gives  to  his  presentment  of  its  riches  almost 
the  character  of  creation.  On  the  other  hand,  it  was 
congenial  pastime  with  him  to  revel  in  the  opposite  ex- 
cellences of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  who  changed  the 
domain  of  tragedy  into  faiiy-land  ;  turned  all  its  ten*or 
and  its  sorrow  "  to  favor  and  to  prettiness  *' ;  shed  the 
raiabow  hues  of  sportive  fancy  with  equal  hand  among 
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tyrants  and  yictims,  the  devoted  and  the  £uthless,  snP 
fering  and  joj ;  represented  the  beauty  of  goodness  as  a 
happy  accident,  vice  as  a  wayward  aberration,  and  in- 
voked the  remorse  of  a  moment  to  change  them  as  with 
a  harlequin's  wand ;  unrealized  the  terrible,  and  left 
*'  nothing  serious  in  mortality,"  but  reduced  the  strug- 
gle of  life  to  a  glittering  and  heroic  game  to  be  played 
splendidly  out,  and  quitted  without  a  sigh.  But  neither 
Lamb's  own  secret  griefs,  nor  the  tastes  which  they 
nurtured,  ever  shook  his  &ith  in  the  requisitions  of 
duty,  or  induced  him  to  dally  with  that  moral  paradox 
to  which  near  acquaintance  with  the  great  errors  of 
mighty  natures  is  sometimes  a  temptation.  Never, 
either  in  writing  or  in  speech,  did  he  purposely  con- 
found good  with  evil.  For  the  new  theories  of  morals 
which  gleamed  out  in  the  conversation  of  some  of  his 
friends,  he  had  no  sympathy ;  and,  though  in  his  bound- 
less indulgence  to  the  perversities  and  faults  of  those 
whom  long  familiarity  had  endeared  to  him,  he  did  not 
suffer  their  frailties  to  impair  his  attachment  to  the 
individuals,  he  never  palliated  the  frailties  themselves ; 
still  less  did  he  emblazon  them  as  virtues. 

No  one,  acquainted  with  Lamb's  story,  will  wonder 
at  the  eccentric  wildness  of  his  mirth  —  his  violent 
changes  from  the  serious  to  the  farcical  —  the  sudden 
reliefs  of  the  "  heat-oppressed  brain,"  and  heart  weighed 
down  by  the  sense  of  ever-impending  sorrow.     His 
whim,  however,  almost  always  bordered  on  wisdom. 
It  was  justly  said  of  him  by  Hazlitt,  "  His  serious  c  " 
versation,  like  his  serious  writing,  is  his  best.     No  < 
ever  stammered  out  such  fine,  piquant,  deep,  eloqu^. 
things  in  half-a-dozen  half  sentences ;  his  jests  acs 
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liki  tears,  and  he  probes  a  question  with  a  play  on 
words." 

Although  Lamb^s  conversation  vibrated  between  the 
intense  and  the  grotesque,  his  writings  are  replete  with 
quiet  pictures  of  the  humbler  scenery  of  middle  life, 
touched  with  a  graceful  and  loving  hand.  We  may 
trace  in  them  the  experience  of  a  nature  bred  up  in 
slender  circumstances,  but  imbued  with  a  certain  innate 
spirit  of  gentility  suggesting  a  respect  for  all  its  mod- 
erate appliances  and  unambitious  pleasures.  The  same 
spirit  pervaded  all  his  own  domestic  arrangements,  so 
that  the  intensity  of  his  affliction  was  ameliorated  by 
as  much  comfort  as  satisfaction  in  the  outward  fiimiture 
of  life  can  give  to  slender  fortune. 

The  most  important  light,  however,  shed  on  Lamb's 
intellectual  life  by  a  knowledge  of  his  true  history,  is 
that  which  elucidates  the  change  from  vivid  religious 
onpressions,  manifested  in  his  earlier  letters,  to  an  appar- 
ent indifference  towards  immortal  interests  and  celes- 
tial relations,  which  he  confesses  in  a  letter  to  Mr. 
Walter  Wilson.*  The  truth  is,  not  that  he  became 
an  unbeliever,  or  evep  a  skeptic,  but  that  the  peculiar 
disasters  in  which  he  was  plunged,  and  the  tendency 
of  his  nature  to  seek  immediate  solaces,  induced  an 
habitual  reluctance  to  look  boldly  into  futurity.  That 
conjugal  love,  which  anticipates  with  far-looking  eye 
prolonged  existence  in  posterity,  was  denied  to  his  self- 
sacrifice  ;  irksome  labor  wearied  out  the  heart  of  his 
days ;  and  over  his  small  household,  Madness,  like 
Death  in  the  vision  of  Milton,  continually  ^^  shook  its 
dart,"  and  only,  at  the  best,  "  delayed  to  strike."  Not 
daring  to  look  onward,  even  for  a  little  month,  he  ao- 

*  Page  19a. 
voLi  u.  27 
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quired  the  habitual  sense  of  living  entirely  In  the 
ent ;  enjoying  with  tremulous  zest  the  security  of  the 
moment,  and  making  some  genial,  but  sad,  amends  for 
the  want  of  all  the  perspective  of  life,  by  deaving,  with 
fondness,  to  its  nearest  objects,  and  becoming  attached 
to  them,  even  when  least  interesting  in  themselves. 

This  perpetual  grasping  at  transient  relief  finom  tht 
minute  and  vivid  present,  associated  Lamb's  aflfections 
intimately  and  closely  with  the  small  details  of  daily 
existence;  these  became  to  him  the  ^^ jutting  firieze'' 
and  **  coigne  of  vantage  "  in  which  his  home-bred  fimcy 
**made  its  bed  and  procreant  cradle;"  these  became 
imbued  with  his  thoughts,  and  echoed  back  to  him  old 
feelings  and  old  loves,  till  his  inmost  soul  shivered 
at  the  prospect  of  being  finally  wrenched  from  them. 
Enthralled  thus  in  the  prison  of  an  earthly  home,  he 
became  perplexed  and  bewildered  at  the  idea  of  an  ex- 
istence which,  though  holier  and  happier,  would  doubt* 
less  be  ^itirely  different  from  that  to  which  he  was 
bound  by  so  many  delicate  films  of  custom.  **  Ahl^ 
he  would  say,  ^^  we  shall  have  none  of  these  little  pas* 
sages  of  this  life  hereafter  — none  of  our  little  quarrek 
and  makings-up  ^— no  questionings  about  sixpence  at 
whist  ;'*  and,  thus  rq>elled,  he  dung  more  closely  to 
**'  the  bright  minutes  "  which  he  strung  ^  on  the  thread 
of  keen  domestic  anguish  I "  It  is  this  intense  feeling 
of  the  ^*  nice  regards  of  flesh  and  blood  ;''  this  dwell- 
ing in  petty  felicities ;  which  makes  us,  apart  from 
religious  fears,  unwilling  to  die.  Small  associations 
make  death  terrible,  because  we  know,  that  partL 
with  this  life,  we  part  from  their  company ;  where 
great  thoughts  make  death  less  fearful,  becauae  i 
feel  that  they  will  be  our  companions  in  all  worlds,  a^ 
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link  our  future  to  our  present  being  in  all  ages.  Such 
thoughts  assuredly  were  not  dead  in  a  heart  like  Lamb's ; 
they  were  only  veiled  by  the  nearer  presences  of  familiar 
objects,  and  sometimes,  perhaps,  bursting  in  upon  him 
in  all  their  majesty,  produced  those  startling  references 
to  sacred  things,  in  which,  though  not  to  be  quoted 
witli  approval,  there  was  no  conscious  profaneness,  but 
rather  a  wayward,  fitful,  disturbed  piety.  If,  indeed, 
when  borne  beyond  the  present,  he  sought  to  linger  in 
the  past ;  to  detect  among  the  dust  and  cobwebs  of  an-» 
tiquity,  beauty,  which  had  lurked  there  from  old  time, 
rather  than  to  ^'  rest  and  expatiate  in  a  life  to  come," 
no  anti-Christian  sentiment  spread  its  chillness  over 
liis  spirit.  The  shrinking  into  mortal  life  was  but  the 
weakness  of  a  nature  which  shed  the  sweetness  of 
the  religion  of  its  youth  through  the  sorrows  and  the 
snatches  of  enjoyment  which  croJirded  his  after-years, 
and  only  feebly  perceived  its  final  glories,  which,  we 
may  humbly  hope,  its  immortal  pa>t  is  now  enjoying. 

Shortly  before  his  death.  Lamb  had  borrowed  of  Mr. 
Gary,  Phillips's  "  Theatrum  Poetarum  Anglicanorum," 
which,  when  returned  by  Mr.  Moxon,  after  the  event, 
was  found  with  the  leaf  folded  down  at  the  account  of 
Sir  Philip  Sydney.  Its  receipt  was  acknowledged  by 
the  following  lines:  — 

'*  So  should  it  be,  my  gentle  friend  ; 
Thy  leaf  last  dosed  at  Sydney's  end. 
Tboa,  too,  like  Sydney,  woaldst  hare  glren 
The  water,  thirsting  and  near  heaven, 
Kay,  were  it  wine,  fill*d  to  the  brim. 
Thou  hadst  looked  hard,  bat  given,  like  bimt 

And  art  thon  mingled  then  among 
Those  famous  sons  of  ancient  song  ? 
And  do  they  gather  round,  and  praise 
Tby  reUsh  of  their  nobler  lays? 
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Waxing  in  mirth  to  hear  ihee  teJk 
With  what  strange  mortals  thou  didst  dw«ll  • 
At  thy  quaint  sallies  more  delighted, 
Than  any*8  long  among  them  lighted  ! 

*Ti8  done  :  and  thoa  hast  joined  a  crew, 
To  whom  thy  soul  was  justly  due  ; 
And  yet  I  think,  where'er  thou  be, 
They'll  scarcely  love  thee  more  than  we.**  ^ 

Little  could  any  one,  observing  Miss  Lamb  m  the 
habitoal  serenity  of  her  demeanor,  guess  the  calam- 
ity in  which  she  had  partaken,  or  the  malady  which 
frightfully  checkered  her  life.  From  Mr.  Lloyd,  who, 
although  saddened  by  impending  delusion,  was  always 
found  accurate  in  his  recollection  of  long  past  events 
and  conversations,  I  learned  that  she  had  described 
herself,  on  her  recovery  from  the  fatal  attack,  as  hav  | 

ing  experienced,  while  it  was  subsiding,  such  a  convic- 
tion that  she  was  absolved  in  heaven  &om  all  taint  of 
the  deed  in  which  she  had  been  the  agent — such  an 
assurance  that  it  was  a  dispensation  of  Providence  for 
good,  though  so  terrible  —  such  a  sense,  that  her 
mother  knew  her  entire  innocence,  and  shed  dovm 
blessings  upon  her,  as  though  she  had  seen  the  recon- 
cilement in  solemn  vision  —  that  she  was  not  sorely 
afflicted  by  the  recollection.  It  was  as  if  the  old  Greek 
notion,  of  the  necessity  for  the  unconscious  shedder  of 
blood,  else  polluted  though  guiltless,  to  pass  through  a 
religious  purification,  had,  in  her  case,  been  happily  ac- 
complished ;  so  that,  not  only  was  she  without  remorse, 
but  without  other  sorrow  than  attends  on  the  death  of 
an  infirm  parent  in  a  good  old  age.     She  never  shra 

*  These  lines,  characteristic  hoth  of  the  writer  and  the  subject, 
copied  from  the  Memoir  of  the  translator  of  Dante,  by  his  son,  the  1 
Henry  Gary,  which,  enriched  by  many  interesting  memorials  of  coot 
poraries,  presents  as  valuable  a  picture  of  rare  ability  and  excelleaoi 
•▼er  was  traced  by  the  fine  observation  of  filial  k>T«. 
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htym  alluding  to  her  mother,  when  any  topic  connected 
with  her  own  youth  made  such  a  reference,  in  ordinary 
respects,  natural ;  hut  spoke  of  her  as  though  no  fearful 
remembrance  was  associated  with  the  image ;  so  that 
some  of  her  most  intimate  fidends,  who  knew  of  the 
disaster,  believed  that  she  had  never  become  aware 
of  her  own  share  in  its  horrors.  It  is  still  more  sin- 
gular that,  in  the  wanderings  of  her  insanity,  amidst  all 
the  vast  throngs  of  imagery  she  presented  of  her  early 
days,  this  picture  never  recurred,  or,  if  ever,  not  asso- 
ciated with  shapes  of  terror. 

Miss  Lamb  would  have  been  remarkable  for  the 
sweetness  of  her  disposition,  the  clearness  of  her  under* 
standing,  and  the  gentle  wisdom  of  all  her  acts  and 
words,  even  if  these  qualities  had  not  been  presented  in 
mai*ve]lous  contrast  with  the  distraction  under  which 
she  suffered  for  weeks,  latterly  for  months,  in  every 
year.  There  was  no  tinge  of  insanity  discernible  in 
her  manner  to  the  most  observant  eye ;  not  even  in 
those  distressful  periods  when  the  premonitory  symp- 
toms had  apprised  her  of  its  approach,  and  she  was 
making  preparations  for  seclusion.  In  all  its  e4»ential 
sweetness,  her  character  was  like  her  brother's ;  while, 
by  a  temper  more  placid,  a  spirit  of  enjoyment  more 
serene,  she  was  enabled  to  guide,  to  counsel,  to  cheer 
him,  and  to  protect  him  on  the  verge  of  the  mysterious 
calamity,  from  the  depths  of  which  she  rose  so  of^n 
unruffled  to  his  side.  To  a  fiiend  in  any  difficulty 
she  was  the  most  comfortable  of  advisers,  the  wisest 
of  consolers.  Hazlitt  used  to  say,  that  he  never  met 
with  a  woman  who  could  reason,  and  had  met  with 
only -one  thoroughly  reasonable  —  the  sole  exception 
being  Mary  Lamb.     She  did  not  wish,  however,  to 
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be  made  an  exception,  to  a  general  disparagemcut  of 
her  sex ;  for  in  all  her  thoughts  and  feelings  she  waa 
most  womanly  —  keeping,  under  even  undue  subordi- 
nation, to  her  notion  of  a  woman's. province,  intellect 
of  rare  excellence,  which  flashed  out  when  the  re- 
straints of  gentle  habit  an<l  humble  manner  were  with- 
drawn by  the  terrible  force  of  disease*  Though  her 
conversation  in  sanity  was  never  marked  by  smart- 
ness or  repartee,  seldom  rising  beyond  that  of  a  sen- 
sible quiet  gentlewoman  appreciating  and  enjoying  the 
talents  of  her  friends,  it  was  otherwise  in  her  madness. 
Lamb,  in  his  letter  to  a  female  friend,  announcing  his 
determination  to  be  entirely  with  her,  speaks  of  her 
pouring  out  memories  of  all  the  events  and  persons 
of  her  younger  days ;  but  he  does  not  menti<»i,  what 
I  am  able  from  repeated  experiences  to  add,  that  her 
ramblings  often  sparkled  with  brilliant  description  and 
shattered  beauty.  She  would  &ncy  herself  in  the  days 
of  Queen  Anne  or  George  the  First,  and  describe  the 
brocaded  dames  and  courtly  manners,  as  though  she 
had  been  bred  among  them,  in  the  best  style  of  the 
old  comedy.  It  was  all  broken  and  disjointed,  so  that 
the  hearer  could  remember  little  of  her  discourse ;  but 
the  fragments  were  like  the  jewelled  speeche9  of  Con- 
greve,  only  shaken  from  their  setting.  There  was 
sometimes  even  a  vein  of  crazy  logic  running  through 
them,  associating  things  essentially  most  dissimilar,  bat 
connecting  them  by  a  verbal  association  in  strange 
order.  As  a  mere  physical  instance  of  deranged  in* 
tellect,  her  condition  was,  I  believe,  extraordinary;  it 
was  as  if  the  finest  elements  of  mind  had  been  shaken 
into  fantastic  combinations  like  those  of  a  kaleidoscope ; 
—  but  not  for  tlie  purpose  of  exhibiting  a  curious  phe* 


UABT  LAMB.  423 

nomenon  of  mental  aberration  are  tihe  aspects  of  her 
insanity  nnveiled,  but  to  illustrate  the  moral  force  of 
gentleness  by  which  the  faculties  that  thus  sparkled 
when  restraining  wisdom  was  withdrawn,  were  sub* 
jected  to  its  sway,  in  her  periods  of  reason. 

The  following  letter  &om  Miss  Lamb  to  Miss  Words- 
worth, on  one  of  the  chief  external  events  of  Lamb's 
history,  the  removal  from  the  Temple  to  Covent  Gar- 
den, will  illustrate  the  cordial  and  womanly  strain  of 
her  observation  on  the  occurrences  of  daily  life,  and 
afford  a  good  idea  of  her  habitual  conversation  among 
her  friends. 

"  My  dear  Miss  Wordsworth, — Your  kind  letter  has 
given  us  very  great  pleasure,  the  sight  of  your  hand- 
writing was  a  most  welcome  surprise  to  us.  We  have 
heard  good  tidings  of  you  by  all  our  friends  who  were 
so  fortunate  as  to  visit  you  this  summer,  and  rejoice  to 
see  it  confirmed  by  yourself.  You  have  quite  the  ad- 
vantage, in  volunteering  a  letter;  there  is  no  merit  in 
replying  to  so  welcome  a  stranger. 

"  We  have  left  the  Temple.  I  think  you  will  be 
sorry  to  hear  this.  I  know  I  have  never  been  so 
well  satisfied  with  thinking  of  you  at  Rydal  Mount, 
as  when  I  could  connect  the  idea  of  you  with  your 
own  Grasmere  Cottage.  Our  rooms  were  dirty  and 
out  of  repair,  and  the  inconveniences  of  living  in 
chambers  became  every  year  more  irksome ;  and  so, 
at  last,  we  mustered  up  resolution  enough  to  leave 
the  good  old  place,  that  so  long  had  sheltered  us ;  and 
here  we  are,  living  at  a  brazier's  shop,  No.  20,  in  Rus- 
sell Street,  Covent  Garden,  a  place  all  alive  with  noise 
and  bustle :  Drury  Lane  Theatre  in  sight  from  our 
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front,  and  Covent  Garden  from  onr  back  windows. 
The  hubbub  of  the  carriages  returning  from  the  play 
does  not  annoy  me  in  the  least ;  strange  that  it  does 
not,  for  it  is  quite  tremendous*  I  quite  enjoy  looking 
out  of  the  window,  and  listening  to  the  calling  up  of 
the  carriages,  and  the  squabbles  of  the  coachmen  and 
linkboys.  It  is  the  oddest  scene  to  look  down  upon ;  I 
am  sure  you  would  be  amused  with  it.  It  is  well  I  am 
in  a  cheerful  place,  or  I  should  have  many  misgivings 
about  leaving  the  Temple.  I  look  forward  with  great 
pleasure  to  the  prospect  of  seeing  my  good  friend.  Miss 
Hutchinson.  I  wish  Rydal  Mount,  with  all  its  inhab- 
itants enclosed,  were  to  b'e  transplanted  with  her,  and  to 

remain  stationary  in  the  midst  of  Covent  Grarden. 

«  «  »  «  « 

^*  Charles  has  had  all  his  Hogarths  bound  in  a  book ; 
they  were  sent  home  yesterday,  and  now  that  I  have 
them  altogether,  and  perceive  the  advantage  of  peeping 
close  at  them  through  my  spectacles,  I  am  reconciled  to 
the  loss  of  them  hanging  round  the  room,  which  has 
been  a  great  mortification  to  me,  —  in  vain  I  tried  to 
console  myself  with  looking  at  our  new  chairs  and  car- 
pets, for  we  have  got  new  chairs,  and  carpets  covering 
all  over  our  two  sitting-rooms  ;  I  missed  my  old  friends, 
and  could  not  be  comforted,  —  then  I  would  resolve  to 
learn  to  look  out  of  the  window,  a  habit  I  never  could 
attain  In  my  hfe,  and  I  have  given  it  up  as  a  thing 
quite  impracticable,  —  yet  when  I  was  at  Brighton,  last 
summer,  the  first  week  I  never  took  my  eyes  ofi^  from 
the  sea,  not  even  to  look  in  a  book:  I  liad  not  seen 

the  sea  for  sixteen  years.     Mrs.  M ,  who  was  with 

US,  kept  her  liking,  and  continued  her  seat  in  the  win- 
dow till   the  very  last,  while   Charles  and  I  playod 
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tanimts,  and  wandered  among  the  hills,  which  we  mag* 
nified  into  little  mountains,  and  almogt  as  good  (u  West>- 
moreland  scenery:  certainly  we  made  discoveries  of 
many  pleasant  walks,  which  few  of  the  Brighton  vis- 
itors have  ever  dreamed  of, — for  like  as  is  the  casi 
in  the  neighborhood  of  London,  after  the  first  two  oi 
three  miles  we  were  sure  to  find  ourselves  in  a  perfect 
solitude.  I  hope  we  shall  meet  before  the  walking 
faculties  of  either  of  us  fail ;  you  say  you  can  walk 
fifteen  miles  with  ease ;  that  is  exactly  my  stint,  and 
more  fatigues  me;  four  or  five  miles  every  third  or 
fourth  day,  keeping  very  quiet  between,  was  all  Mrs. 
M  could  accomplish. 

**  God  bless  you  and  yours.  Love  to  all  and  each 
one. 

*^  I  am  ever  yours  most  affectionately, 

«M.  Lamb." 

Of  that  deeper  vein  of  sentiment  in  Mary  Lamb, 
seldom  revealed,  the  following  passages  from  a  letter 
to  the  same  lady,  referring  to  the  death  of  a  brother 
of  her  beloved  correspondent,  may  be  offered  as  a  com- 
panion specimen. 

"  My  dear  Miss  Wordsworth,  —  I  thank  you,  my 
kind  friend,  for  your  most  comfortable  letter;  till  I 
saw  your  own  handwriting,  I  could  not  persuade  my- 
self that  I  should  do  well  to  write  to  you,  though  I  have 
often  attempted  it ;  but  I  always  left  off  dissatisfied 
with  what  I  had  written,  and  feeling  that  I  was  doing 
an  improper  thing  to  intrude  upon  your  sorrow.  I 
wished  to  tell  you  that  you  would  one  day  feel  the 
kind  of  peaceful  state  of  mind  and  sweet  memory  of 
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the  dead,  which  you  so  happily  describe  9A  now  almost 
begun ;  but  I  felt  that  it  was  improper,  and  most  grating 
to  the  feelings  of  the  afflicted,  to  say  to  them  that  the 
memory  of  tibeir  affection  would  in  time  become  a  con- 
stant part,  not  only  of  their  dream,  but  of  their  most 
wakeftd  sense  of  happiness.  That  you  would  see  every 
object  with  and  through  your  lost  brother,  and  that  that 
would  at  last  become  a  real  and  everlasting  source  of 
comfort  to  you,  I  felt,  and  well  knew,  from  my  own 
experience  in  sorrow;  but  till  you  yourself  began  to 
feel  this  I  did  not  dare  tell  you  so ;  but  I  send  yon 
some  poor  lines  which  I  wrote  under  this  conviction 
of  mind,  and  before  I  heard  Coleridge  was  returning 
home.  I  will  transcribe  them  now,  before  I  finish  my 
letter,  lest  a  false  shame  prevent  me  then,  for  I  know 
they  are  much  yorse  than  they  ought  to  be,  written,  as 
they  were,  with  strong  feeling,  and  on  such  a  sahject; 
every  line  seems  to  me  to  be  borrowed,  but  I  had  no 
better  way  of  expressing  my  thoughts,  and  I  n&Ter 
have  the  power  of  altering  or  amending  anything  I 
have  once  laid  aside  with  dissatisfaction. 

"  Why  is  he  wandering  on  the  sea  ?  — 
Coleridge  should  now  with  Wordsworth  bOi 
By  slow  degrees  he*d  steal  away 
Their  woe,  and  gently  brin^  a  ray 
(So  happily  heM  time  relief) 
Of  comfort  from  their  yery  grief. 
He*d  teU  them  that  their  brother  dead, 
When  years  have  passed  o*er  their  head. 
Will  be  remembered  with  such  holy, 
Tme,  and  perfect  melancholy, 
That  ever  this  lost  brother  Joiin 
Will  be  their  heart's  companion. 
ffis  Toice  they'll  always  hear, 

His  face  they'll  always  see  | 
There's  nought  in  life  so  sweet 

As  such  a  memory." 
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The  excellence  of  Mary  Lamb's  nature  was  happily 
developed  in  her  portion  of  those  books  for  children  — 
**  wisest,  yirtnoosest,  discreetest,  best,"  —  which  she 
wrote,  in  conjunction  with  her  brother,  the  "Poetry 
for  Children,"  the  "Tales  firom  Shakspeare,"  and 
"  Mrs.  Leicester's  School."  How  different  from  the 
stony  nutriment  provided  for  those  delicate,  apprehen- 
sive, affectionate  creatures,  in  the  utilitarian  books, 
which  starve  their  little  hearts,  and  stuff  their  little 
heads  with  shallow  science,  and  impertinent  facts,  and 
selfish  morals  I  One  verse,  which  she  did  not  prints- 
the  conclusion  of  a  little  poem  supposed  to  be  expressed 
in  a  letter  by  the  son  of  a  fiunily  who,  when  expecting 
the  return  of  its  father  from  sea,  received  news  of  his 
death,  —  recited  by  her  to  Mr.  Martin  Bumey,  and  re- 
tained in  his  fond  recollection,  may  afford  a  concluding 
ttxample  of  the  healthful  wisdom  of  her  lessons :  — 

^  I  can  no  longer  feign  to  be 
A  thoughtleu  child  in  infancy; 
I  tried  to  write  like  yoang  Marie,  _'*i 

But  I  am  James,  her  brother; 
And  I  can  feel  —  but  she^s  too  joang— 
Yet  blessings  on  her  prattling  tongue, 

She  sweetly  soothes  my  mother.** 

Contrary  to  Lamb's  expectation,  who  feared  (as  also 
his  friends  feared  with  him)  the  desolation  of  his  own 
survivorship,  which  the  difference  of  age  rendered  prob- 
able, Miss  Lamb  survived  him  for  nearly  eleven  years. 
When  he  died,  she  was  mercifully  in  a  state  of  partial 
estrangement,  which,  while  it  did  not  wholly  obscure 
her  mind,  deadened  her  feelings,  so  that  as  she  grad- 
ually regained  her  perfect  senses  she  felt  as  gradually 
the  fidl  force  of  the  blow,  and  was  the  better  able 
calmly  to  bear  it.     For  awhile  she  declined  the  impor* 
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tnnities  of  her  friends,  that  she  would  leave  Edmonton 
for  a  residence  nearer  London,  where  thej  might  more 
frequently  visit  her.  He  was  there,  asleep  in  the  old 
churchyard,  beneath  the  turf  near  which  they  had  stood 
together,  and  had  selected  for  a  resting-place ;  to  this 
spot  she  used,  when  well,  to  stroll  out  mournfully  in 
^e  evening,  and  to  this  spot  she  would  contrive  to  lead 
any  friend  who  came  in  the  summer  evenings  to  drink 
tea  and  went  out  with  her  afterwards  for  a  walk.*  At 
length,  as  her  illness  became  more  frequent,  and  her 
frame  much  weaker,  she  was  induced  to  take  up  her 
abode  under  genial  care,  at  a  pleasant  house  in  St. 
John's  Wood,  where  she  was  surrounded  by  the  old 
books  and  prints,  and  was  frequently  visited  by  her  re- 
duced number  of  surviving  friends.  Repeated  attacks 
of  her  malady  weakened  her  mind,  but  she  retained  to 
the  last  her  sweetness  of  disposition  unimpaired,  and 
gently  sunk  into  death  on  the  20th  May,  1847. 

A  few  survivors  of  the  old  circle,  now  sadly  thinned, 
attended  her  remains  to  the  spot  in  Edmonton  church- 

*  The  following  Sonnet,  by  Mr.  Moxon,  written  at  this  period  of  tran- 
qtiil  sadness  in  Miss  Lamb^s  life,  so  beautifully  embodies  the  nTerentlal 
loTe  with  which  the  sleeping  and  the  mourning  were  regarded  by  one  of 
their  nearest  friends,  that  I  gratify  myself  by  extracting  it  from  tha 
aharming  little  yolume  of  his  Sonnets,  which  it  adorns  t— 

Here  desps,  beneath  this  bank,  where  dalsleB  grow, 

The  kindlieet  sprite  earth  holds  within  her  brsMt; 

In  SQoh  a  upot  I  would  this  frame  should  rest, 
When  I  to  Join  my  ftiend  fltr  hence  shall  go. 
His  only  mate  is  now  the  minstrel  Uurk, 

Who  ehants  her  morning  musio  o'er  his  bed| 
Save  she  who  comes  each  erenlng,  ere  the  berk 

Of  watch-dog  gathers  drowsy  folds,  to  shed 
A  sister^  tears.    Kind  Heaven,  upon  her  head. 

Do  thou  in  dOTelike  gnbe  thy  spirit  ponr. 
And  in  her  aged  path  nome  flowerets  spread 

Of  earthly  joy,  should  Tloie  Ibr  her  in  store 
Have  weary  days  and  nights,  ere  she  shall  gieel 
Bfan  -mhom  «he  longs  in  Paradise  to 
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yard,  where  they  were  laid  above  those  of  her  brother. 
With  them  was  one  friend  of  later  days  —  but  who  had 
become  to  Lamb  as  one  of  liis  oldest  companions,  and 
for  whom  Miss  Lamb  cherished  a  strong  regard — Mr. 
John  Forster,  the  author  of  "  The  Life  of  Goldsmith," 
in  which  Lamb  would  have  rejoiced,  as  written  in  a 
spirit  congenial  with  his  own.  In  accordance  with 
Lamb's  own  feeling,  so  far  as  it  could  be  gathered  from 
his  expressions  on  a  subject  to  which  he  did  not  often, 
or  willingly,  refer,  he  had  been  interred  in  a  deep  grave, 
simply  dug,  and  wattled  round,  but  without  any  affec- 
tation of  stone  or  brickwork  to  keep  the  human  dust 
from  its  kindred  earth.  So  dry,  however,  is  the  soil  of 
the  quiet  churchyard  that  the  excavated  earth  left  per- 
fect waUs  of  stiff  clay,  and  permitted  us  just  to  catch 
a  glimpse  of  the  still  untarnished  edges  of  the  coffin  in 
which  all  the  mortal  part  of  one  of  the  most  delightful 
persons  who  ever  lived  was  contained,  and  on  which 
the  remains  of  her  he  had  loved  with  love  "  passing  the 
love  of  woman"  were  henceforth  to  rest;  —  the  last 
glances  we  shall  ever  have  even  of  that  covering;  — 
concealed  from  us  as  we  parted  by  the  coffin  of  the 
sister.  We  felt,  I  believe,  after  a  moment's  strange 
ahuddering,  that  the  reunion  was  well  accomplished; 
and  although  the  true-hearted  son  of  Admiral  Bumey, 
who  had  known  and  loved  the  pair  we  quitted  from  a 
child,  and  who  had  been  among  the  dearest  objects  of 
existence  to  him,  refused  to  be  comforted,  —  even  he 
will  now  join  the  scanty  remnant  of  their  friends  in 
the  softened  remembrance  that  "  they  were  lovely  in 
their  lives,"  and  own  with  them  the  consolation  of 
adding,  at  last,  ^^  that  in  death  they  are  not  divided  I ' 
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